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voiins woineii and a young man. Tiiey speaking together, “and. we thought it 
THE MURDER AT THE TOWERS. were standing reverently in the middle better to go on playing tennis as funere- 

. n . 1 I • j. nllT- oo v\/^cieiK1o nnf.il trrtn o.vrivprl ” 


The Most Marvellous Mystery Story of the tennis-court, holding their tennis 


in the World, 

N.B.— No clues will give you 
the slightest assistance in un- 
ravelling this weird mystery. 

Begin now, so as to finish 

SOONER I 

Chapter I. 

DEATH ! 

Mr. Ponderby- Wilkins was a man 
so rich, so ugly, so cross, and so old <. 
that even the stupidest reader could A n 
not expect him to survive any longer h 

than Chapter I, Vulpine in his 
secretiveness, he was porcine in his 
habits, saturnine in his appearance, J 
and ovine in his unconsciousness of 
doom. He was the kind of man 
who might easily perish as early as - 
paragi’aph two. 

Little surprise, therefore, was 
shown by Police-Inspector Blow- 
hard of Nettleby Parva when a mes- 
sage reached him on the telephone : 

“ Yoio are icayited immediately at 
The Toivers. Mr, Po7id&}‘hy -Wilkins 
has been found dead'' 

The inspector was met at the 
gate by the deceased’s secretaiy, 
whom he knew and suspected on 
the spot. 

‘‘Where did it happen, Mr. Porlock? ” 
he asked. “ In the shrubbery ? ” 

The stout officer’s face was like a 
mask, but paler at the point of the nose. 

‘‘In the shrubbery,” answered Porlock 
quietly and led the way to the scene. 

Mr. Ponderby-Wilkins was 
suspended by means of an 
enormous woollen muffler 
from the bough of a tree 
which the police-officer’s 
swift eye noticed at once to 
be a sycamore. 

“How long has that \ 

sycamore-tree been in the 
shrubbery ? ” he inquired | ^ 

suspiciously. L n 

‘ ‘ I don’t know,” answered 1,1 1 

Porlock, “ and I don’t care.” li j 

“ Tell me precisely what — fV 

happened,” went on the in- ^ 

spector. i 

“ Pour of us were playing 
tennis under the ordinary 
rules when a ball was hit 
out into the bushes. On 
going to look for it at the “The c 
end of the set, I found Mr. 


racquets sombrely in their hands. 


ally as possible until you arrived.” 
“Quite right,” said Blowhard. 


niliiiniiiini 


“Do you corroborate Mr. Porlock’s shall now examine the whole household 
account of the affair ? ” inquired Blow- viva voce. Kindly summon them to the 
. drawing-room. ’ ’ 

“We do,” they answered quietly in They went together into the large 
one breath. white-fronted mansion, and soon the 

notes of a gong, reverberating 
jiL tA. through the house and all over the 
\ had summoned the whole 

\ ^ ^ house-party, including the servants, 

M ^ 7 -A to the Louis-Seize salon overlook- 

ing the tennis lawn. The gathering 
S W consisted, as the inspector had fore- 

seen, of the usual types involved in 
ialf ^ . a country-house murder ; namely, a 

( ti 1 ' * frightened step-sister of the deceased, 

Xl ^ / A IIn/p ® i a young and beautiful niece, a major, 

kH) ^ t MT ‘ ® ^ K.C., a chapM^on, afriendjMr.Por- 

^'vpS' \Y S :lj ■ ZZJ lock himself, an old butler with a 

^ nf\ I beard, a middle-aged gardener with 

/ I I : I'' •i'' \ \ T whiskers, an Irish cook, and two 
/ \ ^ ' M servants who had only come to the 

V / \ 1 1 MB place the week before. Everyone 

/111 j i ill 1 ^ of them had a bitter grudge against 

\ ^ ^ 1 the deceased. He had been about 

L\ li fy W I to dismiss his secretary, had threat- 

JJr disinherit his niece, sworn 

M cc. repeatedly at his step-sister, thrown 

" \Q - if’ ^ decanter at the butler’s 

-j:,, — head, insulted the guests by leaving 

Bradshaws in their bedrooms, 

The inspector 'was met at the gate by the pulled up the gardener’s antir- ' 
DECEASED’S SECRETARY.” i^hinums, Called the cook a good- 

“ Give me one of those tennis-balls,” for-nothing, and terrified the house- 
said Blowhard. maids by making noises at them on the 

, Porlock gave him one. He threw it stairs. In addition, he had twice in- 
. on the ground. It bounced. formed the major that his regiment had 

: “Huml ” mused the inspector, run away at Balaclava, and had put a 

stroking his chin. “ By the way,” he toad in the K.C.’s bed. 

Blowhard felt instinctively 
^ 

rs, ( • Bletherby Marge, the famous 

^ ^ amateur, and sent him a 

W BEWILDERMENT I 

11 w / \ ' 1 ■•I'j Bletherby Marge was a 

I :\\ \ ‘/.ii man of wide culture^ and 

I' L "'EJ' liliJ sympathy. In appearance 

i fr® red-faced, 

j \ 1 smiling, and had untidy 

-- -'”4 looked stupid, 

and wore spats. In fact, 

whatever the inexperienced 
GATHERING CONSISTED OF THE USUAL TYPES INVOLVED reader supposcs to be the 
IN A COUNTRY-HOUSE MURDER.” Ordinary appearance of a 


“ The INSPECTOR 'was met AT THE GATE BY THE 
DECEASED’S SECRETARY.” 


said Blowhard. 

Porlock gave him one. He threw i 
on the ground. It bounced. 

“Huml” mused the inspector 
stroking his chin. “ By the way,” h( 




“The gathering consisted of the usual types involved 
IN A country-house MURDER.” 


Wilkins dangling as you see him, and continued, “I w’onder whether life is detective was exactly the reverse of 
called the attention of the other playei'S extinct ? ” Bletherby Marge. He was sometimes 


to the circumstance at once. Here they 
all are.” 

And pushing aside the boughs of a 


tinet ? ” Bletherby Marge. He was sometimes 

He Vv^ent and looked at the body. It mistaken for a business man or a bi- 
is. metallist, more often for a billiard- 

“A glance showed us that life was marker or a baboon. But whenever 


laurel, he showed the police-officer two | extinct when we found it,” said the four, I Scotland Yard was unable 
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with a murder case — that is to say, “Ha" 
whenever a murder case happened at a lake ? ” 
country house — Bletherby Marge was “Nof 
called in. The death of an old, rich, is too fi 
and disagreeable man was like a clarion “ Exc 
call to him. He packed his pyjamas, “Now 
his tooth-brush and a volume of Who's crime.” 
Who and took the earliest train. Arriv 


“Have you walked about in the possible motives for the murdei'. No 
” will had been discovered. 

“Not yet,” answered Blowhard. “It From time to time one or other of 
is too fuii of mud.” the house-party would flit by them, 

“Excellent,” said Bletherby Marge, humming a song, intent on a game of 
Now take me to the scene of the tennis or a bathe in the lake. Now and 
dme.” then a face would look haggard or 


Who and took the earliest train. Arrived at the sycamore- tree, he strained, at other times the same face 

As soon as he had seen the familiar studied the bark with a microscope, would be merry and wreathed with 
news-bill — and the ground underneath. This w^as smiles. Once Bletherby picked up a 

covcrcd witli dead Icavos. There was large stone under a bush. It had 


^‘ANOTHER GOUNTR MOUSE OWNER no c 
INEXPLICABLY SLAIN,” “ Shov 

be had expected his summons to The hanging, 

Towers. Telegraphing to the 

coroner’s jury to return an open 

verdict at Nettleby Parva, he ' 

finished off the case of the Duke ^ 

of St. Neots, fragments of whom 

had mysteriously been discovered 

in a chaff-cutting machine, and ^ 

made all haste to the scene of 

the new affair. He had now 

dealt with forty-nine mysteries, jl 

and in every single case he had M 

triumphantly killed his man. A 

small silver gallows had been ^ 

presented to him by Scotland Jy 

Yard as a token of esteem. 

“We are in deep waters. Blow- 
hard, very deep,” he said as he 
closely scrutinised the comforter I 

which had been wrapped round \ 

Mr. Ponderby- Wilkins’ throat. \ 

“ Just tell me once more about ^ 

these alibis.” 

“ Every one of them is per- 
fect,” answered the police 
inspector, “ so far as I can see. 

The butler, the cook and the two 
housemaids were' all together 
playing poker in the pantry. 

Miss Brown, the deceased’s step- 
sister, was giving instructions to 
the gardener, and the K.C. was 
with her, carrying her trowel 
and her pruning-scissors. The 
chaperon and the friend were ^ 

playing tennis with Mr. Porlock 
and the major, and the niece 
was rowing herself about on the , 

lake, picking water-lilies. ^ ^ 

A gleam came into Bletherby Marge’s Police 

eyes. “ Alone ? ” he queried. two ends 


no sign of a struggle. 


“ Show me exactly how the body was again. 


an earwig on it, and he put it down 


he said to Blowhard. 



“ ‘ Don’t let go,’ said Blethekby Maege.” 


* Do you feel baffled ? ” asked Blow- 
hard. 

Bletherby Marge made no 
^ reply. 

- Chaptee III. 

^ SUSPENSE! 

^ The house-parfey were having 
a motor picnic at Dead Man’s 
Wood, ten miles from The 
Towers. The festivity had been 
proposed by Bletherby Marge, 
who was more and more endear- 
ing himself, by his jokes and 
wide knowledge of the world, to 
his fellow-guests. Many of them 
had already begun to feel that 
a house-party, without a detec- 
tive in it must be regarded as a 
literary failure. 

“ Bless my soul 1 ” said Marge 
suddenly, when the revelry was 
at its height, turning to Blow- 
hard, who was out of breath, 
for he had been carrying the 
champagne across a ploughed 
field; “I ask you all to excuse 
me for a moment. I have for- 
gotten my pipe.” 

They saw him disappear in a 
two-seater towards The Towers. 
In little more than an hour he 
appeared again ‘ and delighted 
the company by singing one or 
two popular revue-songs in a 
^ fruity baritone. But as the 
^ line of cars went homeward in 
the dusk Bletherby Marge said 
to Blowhard seated beside him, 


A gleam came into Bletherby Marge’s Police-Inspector Blowhard tied the “I w^ant to see you again in the shrub- 
es. “ Alone ? ” he queried. two ends of the comforter to the bough bery to-morrow at 10.30 prompt. Don’t 

“Alone. But you forget that the and wrapped the loop several times begin playing clock-golf.” 
lake is in full view of the tennis-court, round Bletherby Marge’s neck, support- Inspector Blowhard made a note of 
It almost seems as if it must have been ing him, as he did so, by the feet. 


constructedthat way on purpose,” added 
the inspector rather crossly. “ This girl 


“ Don’t let go,” said Bletherby Marge. 
“I won’t,” said Blowhard, who was 


was seen the whole time during which used to the great detective’s methods 
the murder must have occurred, either in reconstructing a crime. 


the time in his pocket-book. 

Chapter IV. 

DISCOVERY! 


by one pair of players or the other.” 


reconstructing a crime. “ Perhaps you wonder why 

“Have you photographed the tree away in the middle of on 


“Tut, tut,” said Bletherby Marge, from every angle ? ” went on Bletherby. outing ? ” questioned Marge as they 


“By the way,” he went on, with a 
slight hoisting of his eyebrows, “ I 


suppose you have been into the pigeon- it ? ” 


“Were there any finger-prints on tree. 


stood together under the fatal sycamore- 


loft ? ’ 


“No,” replied Blowhard, with a slight but leaves.” 


“No,” replied Blowhard. 


drooping of his moustache, 
were too small.” 


“I suspected,” answered Blowhard, 
“Nothing not moving a muscle of his face except 
the ones he used for speaking, “that it 


‘The holes Then together they wandered round was a ruse.” 

the grounds, eating fruit and discussing “ It was,” replied Marge. 
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original position, unlocked the kitchen 
and the tool-house, and came back to 
the picnic again.”^ 

‘‘^And sang comic songs !” said Blow- 
liard. 

Yes,” replied Marge. A great load 



‘•OSEOR TWO POPULATE REVUE-SONGS IN A FRUITY 
BARITONE.” 


Without an other word he took a small 
folding broom from his pocket and 
biTTslied aside the dead leaves which 
strewed the ground of the shrubbery. 

The (lark mould was covered witli 
footprints large and small. 

What do you deduce from 
this ? ” cried Blowhard, his eyes 
luilging from his head. 

When I returned from the pic- 
nic,” explained the great detective, 

I first swept the ground clear as you 
see it now. I then hastily collected 
all the outdoor shoes in the house.” 
-All?” 

--Every one.' I brought them 
to the shrubbery on a wheelbar- 
row. I locked the servants, as 
though by accident, in the kitelien, 
and Uie gardener in the tool-shed. 

I then compared the shoes with 
these imprints, and found tiiat 
every one of them was a fit.” 

Which means? ” 

-That every one of them was 
laere when the murder took place. 

I have reconstructed the scene 
exactly. ’ The marks of the shoes 
stretefa in- a long -line, as you will 
observe, from a point close to the 
tree almost to -^the edge of the 
tenais-lawn. * The heels -are very 
deeply imprinted ; the mark of the 
toes is very light indeed.” 

He paused and looked at Blow- 
hard. • - 

- ^■'•1 suppose you see now how 
the murder was done ? ” he barked 
Icfudly. i 

-- No,” mewed the inspector quietly. 

- -Pondeaby*- Wilkins,” said Marge, 

- had the comforter twisted once round 
h.is-neck, and one end was tied to the 
tree. Then — at a signal, I imagine — 
the whole house-party, including the 
servants,' pulled together on the other 
end of the comforter until he expired. 
You see here the imprints of the butler’s 
feet. As the heaviest man he was at 
the end of the rope. Poiiock ^vas in 
front with the second housemaid imme- 
diately behind him. Porlock, I fancy, 
gave the word to pull Alterw^ards they 
tied him tip to the tree as you found 
him when you arrived.” 

- But the alibis ? ” 

-All false. They were all sworn to 
by members of the household, by ser- 
vants or by guests. That w^as w'hafc put 
me on the scent.” 

I - But how is it there were no finger- 
prints ? ” 

-The whole party,” answered Bleth- 
erhy, - wore gloves. I collected all the 
gloves in the house and examined them 
carefully. Many of them had hairs 
from the comforter still adhering to 
them.- Having concluded my investi- 
gations, 1 rapidly replaced* the boots 
and gloves, put the leaves back in their 


had been taken off my mind by the dis- 
covery of the truth. And I felt it neces- 
sary to put the murderers off* their 
guard.” 

- Wonderful ! ” exclaimed Blowhard, 
examining the foot-prints minutely. 



“ ‘ I THEN COLLECTED ALL THE OUTDOOR 
SHOES.’ ” 


-There is no'w only one difficulty, Mr. 
Marge, so far as I can see.” 

-And that is? ” 

- How am I going to convey all these 
people to the police-station ? ” 

- How many pairs of manacles have 
you about you ? ” 

-Only two,” confessed Blow- 
hard, feeling in his pocket. 

-You had better telephone,” 
said Bletherhy, “ for amotor-omni- 
bus.” 

Chapter Y. 

HA! HA!! 

The simultaneous trial of twelve 
prisoners on a capital charge, fol- 
lowed by their joint condemnation 
and execution, thrilled England as 
no sensation had thrilled it since 
the death of William II. The 
Sunday papers were never tired of 
discussing the psychology of the 
murderers, and publishing details 
of their early life and school 
careers. Never before, it seemed, 
had a secretary, a step-sister, a 
niece, an eminent K.C., a major, 
a chaperon, a friend, a butler, a 
cook, two housemaids and a gar- 
dener gone to the gallows on the 
same day for. the murder of a dis- 
agreeable old man. 

On a morning not long after the 
excitement had died away Bleth- 
erby Marge made his way up the 
drive of The Towers, which, owing 
to -the recent tragedy, was still 
-To Let.” Avoiding the main build- 
ing, Bletherhy Marge went to the 
stables and fetched a ladder. Prop- 
ping this against the pigeon-loft he 
ascended. He put his hand into one of 
the compartments and drew out an 
egg. Stifling an exclamation of annoy- 
ance he tried again, and found a dusty 
bundle of papers tied together with a 
bootlace. 

It was Ponderby- Wilkins’ will. On 
the first page was written — 

Nobody loves me, and I am about to 
commit suicide by hanging myself in the 
sh tibhery. If Bletherhy Marge can make 
%t a murder I bequeath him all my pos- 
sessions, which are lying in jam-jars at 
the bottom of the lake” 

- My fiftieth ! ” murmured the great 
detective as he came down the ladder 
with a smile. Evoe. 


“To let, small boot repairing shop with 
good bay widow .” — AdvL in Local Paim\ 
We prefer the chestnut kind. 

There was an unfortunate man 
Who W’as mentioned in a Limerick that 
didn’t scan. 

It also included a line 
That didn’t quite rhyme ; 

So forget him as quick as you can. 




s/m 
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Fisherman (in extremely sophisticated Cornish town). “AH, FOLLOWING IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF VAN GOGH, SIR 


P^NCH Xi f, Ma\ 5') KO'3. 


LOVE TRIUMPHANT ; OR, AN URBAN PASTORAL. 





C OME with me to Ascot, Phyllis,” 

Strephon piped, and Phyllis came . 
Ail the Season’s Fairest Lilies 

Hung their heads for very shame; 
None so strong in half-a-milhon, 

None so bold as Strephon Brown 
When he bore her on the Pillion 
Of his Palfrey to the Down. 


Phyllis loved him -she inspired him, 
Riding both with Tact and Pace, 

So that everyone admired him, 

He secured the Foremost Place. 
People were delighted doubly 

When they saw him mopping up 
Quantities of Golden Bubbly 
From the famous Golden Cup. 



c 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT ; OR, AN URBAN PASTORAL. 
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All the triumphs of the Season 
Fell to gallant Strephon’s share ; 
Phyllis was the Only Reason — 

Who could fail with Phyllis there ? 
Mead and stream where Men are Menly 
Brought new Laurels to his Brows — 
Victor both of Lords and Henley, 

He was Conqueror at Cow es ! 
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"NOW, THEN. WHAT ARE YOU DOING OUT HERE’ CAN'T YOU SEE THE WHITE UNE ’ 
"WELL. TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH, OFFICER, HE'S COLOUR-BLIND'* 
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•■WILL THE CANDIDATE TELL US WHY THE UNION JACK ABOVE THE PLATFORM IS UPSIDE DOWN''" 

I CAN ONLY SUPPOSE IHAl II IS BECAUSE THE PERSON RESPONSIBLE FOR PREPARING THE HALT, WAS 

SO LACKING IN LOVE FOR THE FLAG OF OUR GLORIOUS EMPIRE AND ALL IT STANDS FOR AS TO BE SHAMEFULLY 
IGNORANT OF THE CORRECT POSITION.” ^ tsu bHAMEi* ULLY 

"WELL. IT ISN’T UPSIDE DOWN” 
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THE CAPULET CRIME. 


to that of the Honourable Paris, the in her vicinity has already, I under- 
popular son of the Lord Lieutenant, stand, suggested a certain hypothesis 


pup"[ras a ’4h! ^^10 done SO much for sport in the to the police, 
nikl exercise, to approach the plays of Shake- coimty. The young athlete lay bleeding And now c( 
SPEAEB from a journalistic point of view. Mr. from a wound in the side. “I could ture in this ej 
Panch hopes that the fol- 


lowing may be of service to 
them.] 

From ^^The Evening 

Sicn^'' — Friday, 

TRIPLE TRAGEDY. 

Three Dead in Tomb. 

Girl Twice Buried. 

Eector Arrested. 

Early this morning 
three persons, among 
them the son of n peer, 
were found dead in the 
family vault of the 
Capulet family, well- 
known residents of the 
picturesque town of 
Verona. Eoul play is 
suspected. The tragedy 
present s several features 
of a baffling character, 
but Inspiector Boot of 
the C.I.D. has the 
matter in hand and is 
pursuing certain prom- 



Flashlight view of the tomb of the Capulet family. 
(Inset) Mr. First Watchman, who discovered the bodies. 


And now" comes the first baffling fea- 
re in this extraordinary mystery. On 
touching the deceased, 
Mr. Watchman is posi- 
tive that the remains 
were still warm, point- 
ing to the conclusion 
that death in each case 
j had been recent. 

' Blit Miss Cajpulet had 
heeUj officially, dead for 
two days ! 

On Wednesday morn- 
ing, following a family 
bereavement, and, it is 
understood, an angry 
scene with her father 
and mother, as to which 
Mr. and Mrs. Capulet 
decline to make a state- 
ment, little Juliet, a 
pretty girl with blonde 
hair, was found dead, 
or perhaps it should now 
- be said,, unconscious, by 
her aged nurse. Death 
g ‘ from syncope and nerv- 

’ ' ous‘ shock w"as immedi- 


ising lines of inquiry. Two arrests have not believe my eyes,’* Mr. Watchman ately presumed, without, it appears, the 
already been made, including the Eev. told me. Near him lay Mr. E. Mon- formality of a medical certificate, and the 
Laurence, the popular Eector of the tague, jun., dead, but bearing no traces body was at once conveyed to the family 
parish church. Poignancy* is added to of violence; and at his side was the tomb. But on the evidence of Mr. 
the drama by the extreme youth of body of Miss Capulet, also bleeding Watchman it is a reasonable assump- 
two of the victims. Below our Special from a ^vound in the heart, as to the tion that, the girl was alive as late as 
Correspondent, who was early on the origin of which the presence of a dagger 3 a.m. on the fatal night, and it can 
spot, gives a graphic reconstruction only be supposed, therefore, that 

of the crime. " T she feigned death in a fit of childish 

The Slain. ll pique, of whiejh many instances are 

The Honourable Charles Paris. Aged 25. ^ Oil record, or was the victim of some 

Mr. Eomeo Montague. , , .Aged 17. ^ form ofparalyticseizure from which 

Miss Juliet Capulet . , ..Aged 14. she woke only to receive the assas- 

Arrested. ^ J sin’s knife in her bmast. Whichever 

The Kov. T, Laurence . . .Aged 41. \^\ \ • hypothesis is adopted the mystery 

A man named Balthasar, aged 26, man- Qf death remains unexplained, 

servant to tho late Mr. Mokxague. Meanwhile Mr. Second Watchman 

Verona {Friday). and Mr. Third Watchman, lollowing 

(From Our Special Correspondent.) their colleague to the scene of the 

Three well-known families have catastrophe, had apprehended the 

been plunged into -gloom by the man Balthasar and the Eev. Lau- 

discovery this morning of a tragedy ' rence, who were both found lurking 

without precedent in the annals of U \ in the churchyard, the latter carry- 

this quiet countryside. A Mr. First \\ 1 ing a spade and mattock. Both 

Watchman, summoned to the old \ will be formally charged to-morrow 

yewed churchyard by a boy, page \\ \ morning with loitering with intent 

to the Honourable Paris, was sur- 1 j j to commit a felony, 

prised to find bloodstains at the 
entrance to the family tomb of the 
Capulet family (famous as the re- 
pository of the last remains of 
Thomas, Fifth Earl Capulet). At 
once suspecting bloodshed, he en- 
tered the tomb, which had been 
forcibly broken open with some 
I metal instrument. In the tomb he 
was horrified by the spectacle of 
three dead bodies. Of these his at- 
tention, naturally, was first directed 



A HAFPr PICTURE OF MiSS JULIET CaPULET. 


“ The Evening Star'' — Saturday. 

TOMB TRAGEDY. 

Startling Developments. 

Death Pact Theory. 

Verona (Saturday). 

(From Our Special Correspondent.) 

Sensation follows sensation in the 
Capulet Crime Conundrum. To-day 
I learn that one more must be added 
to the death-roll. Mrs. Montague, 
mother of young Mr. Eomeo Mon- 
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tague, succumbed last night, due to 
prostration and shock. Meanwhile my 
inquiries have led me into a bewildering 
labyrinth of fact and conjecture. 

First, as to fact. I secured a long 
interYiew* with the late Miss Capulet's 
Nurse, who, unlike some of the partici- 
l^ants in this extraordinary tangle, made 
no attempt to concear the truth. It 
appears that Verona, like other small 
towns, is, socially, split into two con- 
flicting coteries or cliques, one of wliich 
is led by the Montague 
family and the other by Mr. 
and Mrs. Capulet. The 
Capulets are an old-estab- 
lished Oohservative family, 
and were for generations 
recognised as the leaders of 
the little town. The advent 
of the Montagues, however, 
comparative strangers, with 
a strong Free Trade tradition 
and of an intellectual turn of 
mind, in addition to a taste 
for entertaining, 'which the 
late Mrs. Montague’s for- 
tune made it easy to satisfy, 
threw the whole county at 
once into two opposing 
camps. Public quarrels and 
scenes ” have been f requent 
recently, culminating in a 
brawl last Sunday, in which 
two men, Mr. Mercutio and 
Mr. Tybalt Capulet, unforr 
tunatelylost their lives. Ihe 
lata Mr. Eomeo was, it ap- 
pears, involved in this affair, 
but the magistrate, in view^ 
of his youth, bound him over, 
provided that for two years 
he absented himself from 
Verona and its vicinity. The 
presence of the young man’s 
body in the Capulet tomb 
seems to suggest that he 
had ignored the magistrate’s 
order ; but as to that my 
' informant was reticent. 

I then questioned her about 
her iatecharge. Miss Capulet, 
and, in spite of a tiresome ex- 
hibition of grief, I was able to 
piece togethera vivid picture 
of the dead girl- woman. Miss Capulet, it 
seems, was a precocious child, the type 
of our modern girl in the making, not 
yet fourteen, but emotional beyond her 
years. She was of a dreamy and philoso- 
phical temper, much addicted to poetry. 
‘‘She w'ould stand on that balcony,” 
said the weeping old retainer, “ and talk 
blank verse at me by the hour together.” 
Otherwise she bad not a fault. Incapable 
of deception, obedient to her parents, to 
whom she was devoted, the Nurse could 
offer no explanation of the part the 
child had played in this extraordinary 
catastrophe. Questicned, she believed 


that Miss Capulet had met Mr. E. Mon- 
tague only once, at a masked ball at her 
father’s house on a Sunday, to which 
the latter bad obtained admission with- 
out an invitation. But she had no 
“boy-friends” and knew nothing of 
love. Indeed a laughing remark of her 
father’s that one dav she would have to 
marry Mr. Paris bad seriously alarmed 
the child, and was the cause of that 
exhibition of temper of which I wrote 
yesterda 5 ’-. Miss Capulet, I was told, 



The Hoxoueable Paris, one of the victims, a keen 

SPORTSMAN. 

(Inset) Mr. Eomeo Montagno. 

had often spoken of going into a nun- 
nery. 

Here fact ends and conjecture begins. 
Personally I see no daylight. Bid Mr. 
Montague and Miss Capulet form a 
'school-boy affection at the ball on 
Sunday — their only meeting? Bid 
they, after Mr. Montague’s banishment, 
conspire to abscond together after the 
style of some of our current roman- 
tic literature ? Were they interrupted 
by Mr. Paris, walking in the church- 
yard (but for what purpose?)? Was 
there a quarrel, as a result of which 
Mr. Paris fell mortally wounded ? - Bid 


ihe two lovers, alarmed by this unfore- 
seen event, then enter into a mutual 
death-pact? The information of the 
Nurse, whom I have no reason to dis- 
believe, is all against this hypothesis. 
Indeed it is difficult to see how a girl 
so young and carefully guarded can 
have bad the opportunity or the inclin- 
ation for a serious conspiracy with a 
young man not ^persona grata with her 
parents. Personally I incline to the 
view that the affair will be shown to 
have been in its origin no 
more than a childish prank 
which, through some un- 
expected turn of fate, had 
tragic consequences, 
assisted, it may be, by the 
modern taste for the litera- 
ture of crime, violence and 
sudden death. 

But then what was the 
Eev. Laurence doing in the 
churchyard at 3 a.m. with 
the spade and mattock? 
Which died first — Mr. Paris 
or Mr. Montague ? Was the 
death-pact, if any, between 
Miss Capulet and Mr. Paris ? 
These two perished by 
weapons of violence, but 
Mr. Montague,. it appears, 
by poison. Bid young Mr. 
Eomeo, his insane suit re- 
jected by. Miss Capulet, first 
slay his rival with the sword, 
then stab the girl with his 
dagger, and at last, in a mad 
fit of remorse, poison him- 
self? Who can tell?. Turn 
which., way one will, the 
mystery grows deeper. And 
there,, till the inquest on 
Monday, I must reluctantly 
leave this unparalleled 
enigma. 

A leading article in ^^Tlie 
Sunday Sun"' 
“PRECOCITY.” 
Whatever may be the solu- 
tion of the many perplexing 
problems which present them- 
selves in connection with the 
shocking affair at Verona, 
there are certain side-issues about which 
something may be said at once. Eeaders 
of The Sunday Sun will not be surprised 
if we draw from this deplorable curtail- 
ment of three young lives the same 
moral which we have fearlessly advanced 
in these columns before. All is not 
well with our modern youth. Some of 
our contemporaries, we observe, speak, 
more charitably than wisely, of “ child- 
ish pranks,” “precocity ” and so forth. 
Some of us, who have more regard for 
the future of the race, might use harsher 
expressions. A society in which a young 
girl of thirteen is permitted by her 
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parents to meet strange young men at in lavender and black, confirmed her was dressed in black and appeared to 
a masked ball can only end one way. husband’s evidence, but in a dramatic feel his position acutely. 


Such a condition presages a. loosening moment, during which a pin could have 
of standards and the break-up of the been heard to drop in the crowded court, 


In level tones the Bector told his 
story — surely the strangest story the 


home. Harmful reading and light ex- confessed with sobs that during the old walls of the Cow and Beanstalk ” 

ample may lead many of our boys and had ever heard. 

girls to the bloody end of the unfor- MWJ Secbet Maeuiage. 

tunate Miss Capulet if our fathers and ‘‘I married them.*’ 

mothers do not bestir themselves. Calmly the clergyman described the 

clandestine nuptials of young Borneo 

NEXT WEEK. v Montaguo and Juliet, the child-bride, 

(Exclusive to “ The Sunday Sun,"') f'Z / \ and his own subsequent attempts to re- 

“MY LIFE WITH THE f /Ll \ \ unite them after the banishment of Mr. 

CAPULETS.” I \ Alontague ; how he supplied the girl 

Being the Fillip Franh, First and L I | anaesthetic which should induce 

Only Narrative of " U | unconsciousness for forty-two hours 

Miss Juliet’s Nurse, ^ J I and cause her parents to suppose her 

i)i which the home-life of the Cajni lets \ v dead ; how his message to Mr. Montague, 

IS fearlessly revealed, \ apprising him of the situation, was not 

Order Now, 'vV | delivered ; how at dead of night he pro- 

" y ceeded to the tomb in order to rescue the 

Fi'am “ The Morning Star ” — Tuesday, lL% awaking from her ghastly 

TOMB TRAGEDY INQUEST. prison; how he arrived, by an unlucky 

A HW chauce, a minute or two too late, to find 

Astounding Discloslees. . M 

Girl- Wife s Secret Wedding . Paris andMr. Montague lying dead beside 

Deat^Brire Doped. \ the young woman, the latter, unhappily, 

Bectoe Speaks at Last. ^ \ having assumed her dead from the fact 

rv } ona {^ londay ), ^ T^ Coroner Dr Rroric of finding her lying motionless in a tomb, 

“Truth, it has been well said, “ is ’ ‘ ‘ and having then impetuously taken his 

stranger than fiction.” Certainly no quarrel already referred to she had ex- own life ; how Miss Capulet then awoke 
author could expect to find credence pressed the wish that her daughter was (again, unhappily, a minute too late) ; 
who presented his public with a tale so in her grave. ' how he was about to lead her to safety 

incredible as that which was unfolded “ Call the Bev. Laurence ! ” when a noise caused him to leave the 

to-day in the sunny coiurt-room at the The cry rang out along the corridors, tomb ; how, during bis absence, the 
“ Cow and Beanstalk.” The court was All eyes Were turned upon the ascetic headstrong girl decided to do away with 
crowded when Dr. Block the coroner face of the clergyman in the box, who herself and did so; how, meanwhile, the 
took his seat, many fashionably- reverend gentleman found a mat- 


dressed women being noticed in the 
well of the court. Mr, aod Mrs. 
Capulet met with a hostile demon- 
stration from a section of the on- 
lookers as they approached the 
building, following a rumour that 
harsh treatment in the home had 
contributed to the dead girl’s demise. 
A representative of the N.S.P.G.C. 
was present. Sir Henry Sloop, KC., 
appeared for the Bev. Laurence. 
Mr. Montague, a pathetic figure in 
black (his wife died the same night 
as his son), identified the body of 
the latter. 

After the police evidence Mr. and 
Mrs. Capulet were the first witnesses 
to be taken. A thrill ran through 
the court as Mr. Capulet, a tall 
soldierly figure, was questioned as 
to the alleged quarrel between him- 
self and daughter on Tuesday, the 
night previous to her (presumed) 
death. Sharp questions from coun- 
sel elicited the admission that he 
(Mr. Capulet) had commanded his 
daughter to marry Mr. Paris on 
Thursday. 

Counsel, A girl of fourteen ? 

Witness, Thirteen, 

Counsel, Thank you, Mr. Capulet. 

Mrs. Capulet, a rotund woman 



Miss Oapulet’s Nuese, 

{ Inset ) Her small charge : an early portrait.' 


reverend gentleman found a mat- 
tock and spade with which to inter 
the superfluous bodies in the tomb ; 
and how with these incriminating 
implements he was arrested. 

The Sector’s tale, simply told, 
caused a profound impression in 
the court. 

A Juror, That’s all very well, 
Mr. Coroner, but -we ’ve nobbut 
parson’s word for it. 

“ Call Miss Capulet’s nurse.” 

The aged servant, dressed simply 
in black, denied all knowledge of 
any intrigue between Mr. Montague 
and her charge, repeating with curi- 
ous fidelity the story w^hich has 
already been printed by one of our 
contemporaries. Breaking down in 
cross-examination, however, she 
confessed to being privy to the clan- 
destine marriage referred to by the 
Bector, and described in homely 
terms the secret meetings of the 
ill-fated couple on the verandah of 
Miss Capulet’s room, where, un- 
suspected, she (the nurse) had been 
a constant and interested eaves- 
dropper. 

This evidence, following on and 
corroborating that of the previous 
witness, turned the w^hole course 
61 the inquiry. The coroner, in his 
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address to the jury, during which there 
was a great deal of coughing in court, 
directed them to find that Miss Gapulet 
had committed suicide while of un- 
sound mind, and that Mr. Montague had 
murdered Mr. Paris while sane and 
taken his own life while of unsound 
mind. During the last hour of his 
address Dr. Block made certain obser- 
vations on the subject of passion, re- 
marking that no doubt the unhappy 
protagonists in this case would be held 
up as examples of a pure and ennobling 
passion ; but if ordinary people behaved 
as these young people behaved they 
would be locked up, and if everybody 
behaved in that way the world would 
be uninhabitable. 

The jury returned a verdict dn the 
terms mentioned above, with a rider 
that in their opinion the supervision of 
the young was inadequate. The Bev. 
Laurence was released, but was re- 
anested ou the charge of unlawfully 
administering a noxious drug. 

From ‘‘ The Sunday SunT 

NEXT WEEK 

Exclusive io “ Tlie Sunday Sun.'* 

The Rev. IjA-UnENCE, protagonist 
in the Verona Mystery, will contribute 
a stirring article on — 

GIRL-BRIDES. 

How I Maeeied Miss Gapulet. 


From “ The Evening Star'' 

We learn that Miss Capulet'S 
Nurse has been engaged for three 
weeks to appear at the London Palla- 
seum in a song-and-danee turn. 

From “ The Moining Moon." 

Mr. Balthasar, man-servant to the 
late Mr. R. MONTAGUE, has received 
several offers of marriage. He states 
his intention, however, of devoting 
himself to film-work. A. P. H. 


WHEN HILARY SAW THE SIGHTS. 

When Hilary came to London Town, 
We took a bus to the Zoo ; 

We saw a baby elephant there, 

And a tall giraffe with a lofty stare. 
And best of all was the Polar-bear 
(We liked the brown one too). 

W"e watched the lions and tigers fed, 
'‘But they didn’t look dreadfully fierce,” 
she said ; 

“They were all shut up in a great long 
shed, 

With nothing at all to do.” 

When Hilary came to London Town, 
We visited ,Peter,Pan ; - 
We sailed right by in a lovely boat 
Where all the ducks and the ihoor-hens 
float, 

And Hilary splashed her n&sif red coat. 
As only a' small girl can. 


We watched, but the fairies never came, 
Though Hilary *d thought of a lovely 
game, 

But we heard them fluttering just the 
same 

As over the grass we ran. 

When Hilary came to London Town, 
We stayed up late o’ nights ; 

Once we went to a truly play, 

And everything ended the proper way, 
And we had our breakfast in bed next day, 
i With shaded electric lights. 

We didn’t do all that the guide-books told, 
But a wonderiul spell of /o, and behold I 
Had made old London a realm of gold 
When Hilary saw the sights. 


Pigging It. 

“ Mr. and Mrs. are stying at the 

Hotel.” — Euenos Aij'es JPape?'. 

Smith mi. Again. 

“ Tlie Magna Carta was a large v/aggon in 
which the dead were collected during the 
Black Death.” _ 

Hence the expression Habeas Coiyiis." 

When Should n Lecturer Stop ? 

“ Lectures, 

The subject dealt with was the ‘Roman 
Question.’ Miss — , who spoke for years, 
with lantern illustrations, showed a masterly 
grasp of the subject. The Lect uro will appear 
in our next issue .” — From a Magasine. 

It should be a, bum per number. 



Tomig Lady {s^jinning for choice of partners), “Rough or SMOOTH 9” 
Novice. “Hush, they’ll tt far you.” 
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THE DESIGNEE OE THE TOWEB OF BABEL INVITES A FEW FKIENDS TO A PEIVATE VIEW 

OF THE SCALE MODEL. 
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that flowed silently past him to join the you with mechanical details. Sufliee it 
OUT OF THE TOILS. Hutch a few miles further on. One or to say that it was what his comrades 
In deference to the demand for ac- late fishermen in their ^^kliows” called a ‘"dud,” and, though the Oolonel’s 
curacy of local detail Miss Hilda Bleat dragged the deeper pools for “gong,” ingenuity enabled it to leave tbe Mess 
has enlisted the aid of the following staff which are similar m appearance to hall- under its own steam, the ne^ lew miles 
of experts in writing this story, thoiic^h but, though their is vastly revealed its weaknesses. The wheels 

here and there the urge of her inimitable different. Gong have been known to had long since ceased to revohe. 


style has led her to transcend the strict- swim twenty-three miles wdth young 
est adherence to fact 

thoughts occupied Anthony’s mind. 
Topograi)]Ly : . . - . , . , . 

Prof. Mapplebeck, F.H.G.S. 


Chapter II. 

The bungalow was early astir. Out- 


roo mdeoTrtr^e 

Lru Jam Singh (Failed B.A. Bomliay;. of t,,e Army-it was im 


Thirty pounds, to be paid in a week, side the hoarse cries of coolies, wallahs 
If not-:-well, the Colonel was omni- and bheesties omened unusual activity, 
potent at Eamgunge. The prospect was In front of his mirror Anthony tied his 
too hideous to be faced. A Ifolliott tie with trembling hands. He buckled on 


Natural History : 

Elsie Throstle. 

Brass : 

Yvonne. 

Medicine : 

Diggory Bliss, M.B.jCh.P). 

Army : 

General St. John Burn. 

Chapter I. 

In the dusty main street 
of Eamgunge (situated on 
a tributary of the Ghool; 
pop. 547 ; jute, rice, flax, 
teak, mahogany, and chut- 
ney) Lieut, ffolliott walked 
slowly towards the river. 
Behind the Himala 3 ^as the 
golden rim of the sun could 
be seen sinking to rest, and 
the moon, in the east of 
course, rose slowly to assume 
her nightly reign. The sky 
emptied itself of colour save 
for the silvery glow of Ursa 
Minor and Taurus, visible 
in the north. 

Anthony, in disobedience 
to His Majest^r’s Eegula- 
tions regarding conduct of 
troops in the East (para. 
34B), leaned over the rail 
which fringed the river bank 
and plumbed the moonlit 
depths of the river for a 
solution to his troubles. 


* possible. 


Si 

miMi 


‘“There is danger, dearest. This^s tot mating season 

FOR GNUS.’ ” 


his Sam Browne and sword, ^Docketed his 
Field Service Itegidations and glanced 
at himself. He was read}" 
novx 

, ^ A large tear welled up in 

liis e^’es as he stood over 
Ills wife, still sleeping. The 
purple rays of the sun 

i Altered in to caress her sweet 
face framed in a mass of 
black curls. He paused be- 
forewaking her. ‘‘Beaman, 
Anthony,” said he to him- 
self as he brushed away 
the tear and shook her 
gentl^L 

“Darling, I am going 
away — hunting.” 

“Oh, 'why, Anthon3% 
why ? There is little hunt- 
ing now. All our four-footed 
friends are enjojdng their 
winter sleep. The jungle no 
longer echoes with the fur- 
tive pad of the lioness forag- 
ing lor her cubs. The ibexes 
or ibices are at all times ex- 
tremely elusive and seldom 
venture from their lairs till 
the late .spring. There is 
danger, Nearest. This is 
the mating season for gnus, 
when they are particularly 
savage and intolerant of 
man’s interference.” 

3^ SEASON He took her up in his 

strong arms. “ Look,” he 


depths of the river for a , gnus.” strong arms. “Look,” he 

solution to his troubles. How vividly he I'emembered Colonel said tenderly, “ at y-onder mount ain- 

Even in that dim pale light his Gore inveigling him into buying the peak (probably Mt. Oojah ; 26,317 feet 
handsomeness was not obscured. The machine.^ It was a 7-h.p. Boom-Stiffley, according to Phelps, but Munchausen 
clean-cut chiselled features revealed the with a double cam, four-speed gear, insists upon 26,828 as the more accurate 
characteristics of the fl'olliotts. For overhead valve and electric horn. Pie figure ; it was ascended by MeWhortle 
generations they had kept the flag of had emphasised upon the young man in ’96, only after losing two coolies and 
Old England flying in the remote out- the necessity of possessing modern a mule) shrouded in snoAV* Among 
posts of the Empire. The day he was means of locomotion and dwelt pictur- those slopes, crested with coniferous 
born his name Jiad been put down for esquely, upon the happy days he had and deciduous trees, elephants are to 
Eton, Sandhurst and the Harlequins, spent on or in the road speeding with be found. As you probably know, dar- 
t hough at various times he had longed open throttle from Kabul to Kandahar ling, elephant- tusks are valuable owing 
to be an engine-driver, a tram-conductor and back rid Peshaw'ar. “ I am too old,” to the increasing popularity of the game 
and a bank-clerk. Yet he would stifle he had said, “ for my motor-bicy'cle ; of billiards, and at the moment stand 
those ideas. Had not his father, the you must have it, ffolliott ; ” and the at 94— 94| f.o.b,” 
bluff old Brigadier, declared in a voice 3 ^oung soldier clicked his heels smartly ‘ “Must you go, dearest? ” 
hoarse with emotion, “Go East, my together, saluted and signed an I.O.U. “It is to settle a debt of honour, 
son, go East. The East would go Avest in triplicate. Bitterly he remembered Angela. Love must not stand in the 
without the ffolliotts ” ? the gibes his brother-officers had made wa 3 ^” 

Anthony gazed at the quiet Avater about his purchase. I will not weary He put his arms round her tiny 


He put his arms round her tiny 
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slioulders, pressed bis lips to hers and, 
carryiDg his ‘270 elephant-gun at the 
slojje, \vent out, 

Hur ryup ! Get tonwithit, wallahs I ” 
he shouted as he rejoined his followers, 
speaking in the dialect they understood. 
They rose from their prayer-mats, rolled 
them up gravely, put their Korans in 
their pockets and answered, “Allah 
ekbah, Huzoor” (Allah knows it will 
be a difficult business, “ great white 
master, but we can do no more than 
our best), using in the excitement of 
the moment the Hoodoo future-imper- 
fect where they might in more normal 
circumstances have used the perfect- 
optative. 

So, at one word from 
its leader the expedi- 
tion moved offi in close 
column of route, save 
for those members 
w ho, havin g consult ed 
tlie entrails of a sacred 
pig, in accordance with 
their religious sciuples, 
and iound the omens 
unpropitious, had 
tacitly withdrawn. 

Chapteu III. 

The punkah (fan) 
slowly rose and fell, 
for in spite of the 
snow, owing to the 
prevalence of seasonal 
simooms and trade 
winds, which are dry 
winds, but in crossing 
the Bay of Bengal pick 
up sufficient moisture 
to produce abundant 
rainfall in the North- 
ern latitudes, it was 
warm at Eamgunge. 

With trembling hand, 

Angela knitted the 
final “e” of “Wel- 
come” on the front- 
doormat in expecta- ' 
lion of Anthony's return. ‘ , ... 

“Onepiad, tw^o plain,” she cooed to 
herself, and, as the last stitch 'was 
completed, ran to the glass to tidy 
her hair. She was in her best frock — 
a creation of mushed velvet. ' Its quiet 
tones of j)eriwinkle were relieved by 
festoons of organdie and hummocks of 
shot silk, the W’aist-line of course being 
calculated by the rMative leng-th of the 
corsage. ■ ' 

Her heart missed a beat. In the 
glass was reflected the face of a man. ' 

“Hopp ith quikb,” he snarled to the 
punkah-wallah (fan-operator). 

They were alone. 

Ihe kindly benevolence which his 
long white moustache and bald head 
lent him was belied by the fierce passion 
of his voice. 


“Mrs. ffolliott — ^no, Angela ! ” 

“You here, Colonel,” she 
throwing back her head in cold disdain 
and stifling the fear that clutched at 
her heart. 

“Yes, my dear. Although it was 
calculated to encourage insubordination 
amongst the men and contrary to the 
condnet usually attributed to senior 
ranks of the service, not to mention the 
possibility of its encouraging a spirit 
of unrest among the 'subject races, I 
organised a game of hide-and-seek in 
the Mess and stole over here — ha 1 
h'a !— ^under~the cover of night. Angela, 
I love 3"Ou.” He leant forward to kiss 
her. 



“ ‘The' Colonel is i)e.ad. He asked me to give you these papers/” 

. “ Neyerl” she cried and, lashing a 
tiger-skin rug' tightly round her breast, 
placed a w'aste- paper -basket on her 
head. - * - 

/ Very well, young woman, ” he an- 
swered with a devilish laugh, “ I must 
force you to*kW me. ' Look at this.” 

He flaunted the I.O.XJ. in triplicate 
before her eyes. " * . * 

\ “ Thirty solid jimmy o' goblins 1 ” he 
went oh in his rough soldierly way, “ and 
your dear Anthony isliunting elephants 
that* don’t exist: I shot\'em' all last 
Monday.'" Hal Ha! * Kiss me once, 

Angela, and I 'll hand over one of these 
I.O.U.'s; kiss me twice and I’ll tear 

up the whole d set. But refuse and 

I send him on a very dangerous expedi- 
tion against the Hugabcos (a fierce and 
unscrupulous tribe which is a con- 


stant source of annoyance to our troops, 
and, though nomadic, frequently inter- 
rupts the milk supplies at Eamgunge), 
which moves off Friday, 24th November, 
seventeen hours.” 

She stood with her back to the writ- 
ing-table. In spite of her proud pose 
of defiance her courage was ebbing. 
After all, she was only a woman. Her 
fingers tapped the table nervously. Sud- 
denly she thought — the kris ! The kris ! 
Her only salvation. 

It may seem difficult at first to imag- 
ine what a kris is doing here, being, 
as readers are aware, an instrument 
peculiar to the Malayan Peninsnla and 
used with deadly effect in Dyak war- 
fare ; but Anthony had 
presumably picked it 
up during his travels 
or had been presented 
with it by some rela- 
tion. He may have 
used it as a paper- 
knife. 

Her fingers closed 
round the handle. The 
Colonel stood in front 
of her, leering gro- 
tesquely and brandish- 
ing those pieces of 
paper that, meant so 
much. He laughed a 
guttural laugh. 

Suddenly, with a 
movement so swift 
that the tiger*rug, 
taken off its guard, 
became unlashed and 
slipped from her breast 
to the floor, she swept 
the weapon from the 
table and was about to 
plunge it in his breast 
when the man doubled 
up and collapsed like a 
felled ox. 

The extreme pitch 
of emotional excite- 
ment had reacted upon 
the normal action of the heart, which 
was already somewhat impaired owing 
to long service in tropical climates to 
such an extent that cardiac oscillation 
resulted with the attendant failure of 
the semi-lunar valves and retardation 
of the auricular systole. The strongest 
heart cannot suffer this phase without 
risk. ’ Death must have been instan- 
taneous. ' 

The door opened — or, rather, the 
hangings of the entrance parted. 

" “Anthony,” she cried, “the Colonel 
is dead. He asked me to give you these 
papers,” 

' The young soldier saluted, removed 
his topee (hat), sang “God save the 
King,” followed by the School Song, 
and murmured reverently, “Then he 
was a gentleman after all.” 
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MADAME POMME D’OR. 


Madame Pomme d’Or (oh ! unless you ’re a dunce 
You ’ll note the true blue of the blood in her veins) 

Is a lady by birth, though, I ’ll tell you at once, 

She works for her living like work-a-day Janes ; 

You shall see her ; she ’s (shortly) 

Tall, just a bit portly, 

A well-preserved blonde of distinction and brains. 

Yes, her years have been kindly to Madame Pomme d’Or, 
Still her eyes are pure gentian, the sun 's in her hair ; 
And she rules like a queen on a calm second floor 
And all the best duchesses visit her there ; 

For both home and her duty 
Is her Temple of Beauty, 

The Sign of the Apple, Old Bond Street, Mayfair, 

The Eollses glide up with an opulent purr ; 

At her door there ’s an absolute love of a page 
(With a torch on his buttons) to name you to her. 

To Madame, who, smiling and kindly and sage, 

Oan (of-words to be thrifty) 

Make twenty of fifty 

And assure after sixty triumphant mid-age. 


For her Cyprian Cream ’s not the usual mess, 

But the smoothness of bliss and the blandness of joy ; 

And h.eT'Bloo77i Aphrodite is magic, no less, 

To the matron who’s falling in love with a boy. 

Oh 1 no Eve lacks for Adams 
Who ’ll patronise Madame’s, 

Whose Mead of Mount Ida ‘‘ makes Helens of Troy.” 

She was feeding the sparrows to-day in the Park, 

Taking tea, and the pigeons persistently coo’d 

And craved of her bounty some similar mark, 

When she bent with a smile to the clamorous brood 
That (scuffle and flutter) 

Thought brown bread and butter 
And curranty cake most ambrosial food. 

And softly she said, ‘‘ Do you take me — ^how dear ! — 

For Someone beloved long ago, a great while, ' 

Grown old ” (but her voice was like music to hear), 

“ Who the doves and the sparrows could always iDeguile ? 
Ah, the blue-eyed Sea Pansy, 

The Foam-Born. Well, fancy I ” 

As she crumbled her cake she continued to smile. P. E. C. 
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OUR YACHT AGAIN. 

I. 

Okce more, it appeared, Capb^jn 
Percival wished to sign on Crew Apple 
for a yachting trip on the high seas of 
the Norfolk Broads ; for only the other 
day the devoted crew, while complac- 
ently recalling happy days on (and 
sometimes off) the Merry Widoio, was 
roused by a telegram from his old cap- 
tain : — 

“Ahoy my hearty will you come 
fortnights voyage in gay caravel stop 
heave anchor littlehurst Wednesday 
week percival.” 

After a hurried reference to maps of 
Norfolk, Crew Apple wired back: — 

“ Delighted sign on galleon if neces- 
sary stop what part broads exactly is 
littlehurst stop map here uncom- 
municative stop respectful obedience 
apple.” 

A decidedly brusque wire resulted 

“What hell mean stop littlehurst is 
in hants anchor in main crossroads.” 

This was too much for poor Grew 
Apple. He soon located Littlehurst in 
Hampshire all right, but could find no 
water, ornamental or useful, anywhere 
near the main crossroads or even near 
the village. Peeling, however, that 
perhaps the poor old lower-deck brain 
was at fault, he restrained his natural 
inclination to be offensive and wired 
politely : — 

“What depth water anchorage 
littlehurst crossroads.” 

Captain Percival may have experi- 
enced the same natural inclination, but 
failed to restrain it. His wire ran : — 

“Consult mental specialist stop 
urgent percival.” 

After which there was a cold silence on 
the wires for about two days, till Apple, 
suddenly realising that possibly the 
game, instead of being for two players 
only, had been for three, including a 
telegraph operator, went over to see 
Percival in the flesh. 

He was right. It turned out that 
PercivaFs idea had been to have a cara- 
van trip, leaving the Anchor Inn at 
Littlehurst on Wednesday week. . . 
So perhaps this had better not be Our 
Yacht Again, but 

OUR CARAVAN 

(FOR THE FIRST TIME,) 

I. 

Percival is not good at organising. 
His first attempt at writing round to 
his friends to collect a mixed half-dozen 
for caravanning resulted in five feminine 
I acceptances, wutli himself as the only 
! man. This party, smacking as it did 


of an Oriental potentate touring Eng- 
land incog., had to be hurriedly dis- 
solved, and Percival started all over 
again. The next effort resulted in five 
men and one girl, and after a four-page 
letter from the girFs mother Percival 
apologised and had another try. This 
time, after the ensuing correspondence 
had been dealt with, recounts demanded, 
Board of Trade regulations complied 
with, and all telegraphic errors explained 
to that old sea-dog, Apple, Percival found 
himself with a team of four men and 
two gills. 

His next move was to write to us all 
full instructions as to what we were to 
bring in the way of utensils and clothes, 
and to ask who among us knew how to 
look after the horse. He then followed 
this with a hurried wire to each of us, 
asking urgently if we knew of a caravan 
to hire. From subsequent letters we 
learnt that he had only just remembered 
to tell the man at Littlehurst, whose 
caravan he had been proposing to borrow, 
of his intention and now found it had 
been promised elsewhere. Somehow I 
don’t think Percival has a methodical 
mind. 

Nothing falls so flat as a caravan 
trip without a caravan, and so we all 
made strenuous efforts. I think it was 
lucky that we didn’t each one of us 
secure a caravan simultaneously. We 
should have been an impressive sight, 
only needing a sea-lion in a cage and a 
few monkeys to make us indistinguish- 
able from the real thing. As it was, 
Percival wured to us all two days later 
to say the man had put the other people 
off. 

At lunch-time on the great day we 
converged in cars on the Anchor Inn at 
Littlehurst. Percival had been there 
a day, and by the time we arrived he 
practically %oas the Anchor Inn at 
Littlehurst. We garaged our cars for 
the fortnight, surreptitiously extracted 
the numerous volumes on “Horse Man- 
agement ” and “Equine Care” which 
’we had all brought, and went out to in- 
spect the caravan, which stood in the 
yard. It was a gleaming daffodil-yellow, 
varnished over, and looked-like a miss- 
ing portion of sun, but by the time we 
had shaded our eyes and got it in focus 
it wasn’t so bad. 

We then prepared to inspect the 
horse. Percival gazed blankly at us 
and dropped his jaw on his chest. 

“ Hell ! ” he said. “ I knexo I ’d over- 
looked something.' . . 

^ All the local hoise-owners having had 
time to size Percival up, we found that 
there was unfortunately not a horse for 
hire in the village, so by a five-to-one vote 
we selected PercivaFs car and called 
it Dobbin. We are leaving the Anchor 
this afternoon. Percival as a treat is 


being allowed to organise the payment 
for the farewell lunch, but a couple of 
us are going to supervise him doin£ it. 


DANGER AT TABLE. 

Mr. Henry Ford, of Detroit, XJ.S.A., 
is a man of theories, and one of them 
is that crime is the result of bad dieting; 
but he refrains from telling us explicitly 
what foods are the sources of what sins. 

Does gorgonzola, for example, incite 
to murder, or lobster mayonnaise to 
blackmail ? Is haggis an instigator of 
robbery with violence? Are nine out 
of every ten embezzlers clotted-cream 
addicts? For what, if any, criminal 
impulse may {a) roast pork and (6) tripe 
be held responsible ? Is raspberry mould 
demoralizing? And what of dressed 
crab ? Does a passion for dressed crab 
explain the evil designs of the company- 
promoter ? 

If Mr. Ford’s theory is a sound one, 
the diet served up in our prisons and 
penitentiaries will need a deal of watch- 
ing. It might be very well to take an 
inveterate forger in charge and strictly 
keep him off marmalade-pudding (sup- 
posing marmalade- pudding to be the 
basic nutriment of the forgery impulse) 
during the term of his sentence. But 
of what avail would that be if by allow- 
ing him to partake of onion broth we 
eventually released him with his stomach 
seething with the urgent instincts of 
the habitual cat-burglar ? 

Mean^vhile, lacking expert guidance 
in the matter, those of us who are as 
yet only potential criminals must, I 
suppose, continue with our ordinary 
feeding and take the risk of acquiring 
felonious tendencies. 

It may be if to-morrow I indulge my- 
self in the consumption of cucumber 
sandwiches at tea, or of canard sauvage 
at dinner, I may be sowing the seed of 
libel or arson. Or you, perhaps, mas- 
ticating a seemingly virtuous mutton- 
chop at the luncheon -hour may be 
qualifying for some feat of motor- 
banditry. 

We shall just have to carry on and 
take the risk. The only certain way of 
avoiding it — by starvation — would only 
end in self-destruction, itself a detest- 
able (and in this form very painful) act 
of crime. 


You Pays Your Money and You Takes 
Your Choice. 

“A Young Parliament. 

Grey-bearded or bald-headed men seem al- 
most entirely to have disappeared.” 

“There was a surprise yesterday for those 
who thought that the new House of Commons 
was a House of youth. Bald heads, white 
heads and grey heads were in a very large 
majority .”— Daily Pajpers tinder the same 
p>roj)rieto7'sM^, 
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TRIALS OF OFFICE. 

Two corn-buntings swayed on the 
solitary telegraph-wire that led to the 
Glen Post-Office and Store. Safe from 
disturbance, a collie dog lay flat in the 
middle of the hot white road. Tonal- 
willie the postmaster slumbered as he 
sat on a coil of rope with his check cap 
over his eyes. Morag, his monolithic 
assistant, leant motionless against the 
lintel of the open door. She stared un- 
winkingly at the road dipping through 
bog and heather towards the cliffs and 
the policeman’s cottage. 

“Yonder’s a man,” said she, moving 
no visible muscle. 

Tonalwillie lazily arose to see the 
strange sight, and slouched to the door, 
pushing his cap rakishly over one ear 
and scratching the free side of his head 
with arboreal abandon, 

“My conscience!” he ejaculated as 
he saw the figure in the distance draw- 
ing nearer. He seized his field-glasses 
and focussed them, “It’s himself,” 
said he — “the police-inspector, the new 
man from Glasgow whateffer! And 
Jimsie out in the boat I If that is not 
too unfortunate. Eun, Morag, and blow 
the whistle that is in the cart ! ” 


Morag, uprooting herself with a pain- 
ful effort, yawned her way to the back 
of the shop where lay the cart and there 
blew two shrill blasts upon the whistle. 

Jimsie the. policeman, out on the bay 
at ease in his shirt-sleeves, hastily drew 
in his line and anchor and rowed for 
shore, for that double blast signified, he 
well knew, the advent of an inspector 
or some such inquisitive person, who 
would be interfering with the liberty of 
hjs hard-working fellow-man. Indeed 
now he saw the wretched Lowland 
fellow for himself, and he was going 
from the police-house towards the post- 
office. 

“And the wife away at her good- 
sister’s and me out and all 1 ” groaned 
Jimsie. “ It was very foolish indeed of 
him to come without telling, and he 
would not have found me in whateffer, 
for it is this very day I should have 
been at Finabeg.” 

❖ ?!< s;*- 

“ Did Jimsie not get my letter yester- 
day saying I was coming to-day? ” in- 
quired the inspector, hot and irascible, 
of Tonalwillie. 

Tonalwillie rearranged his cap and 
thought deeply. 

“I could not be saying as to that, 


Sir,” he replied at last, “but this would 
be his day for Finabeg, I am thinking.” 

Then a horrid sinking sensation took 
Tonalwillie beneath his crocheted waist- 
coat, for it flashed across him that a 
letter On His Majesty’s Service had 
come for Jimsie the previous day, but the 
postman, remarking that “they things 
were not of much account,” handed it 
over to Tonalwillie, who undertook to 
give it to Jimsie some time when that 
guardian of the law would be passing 
the post-office, and had straightway 
dismissed the matter to the deeps of 
his Unconscious. 

The inspector, complaining that his 
car had broken down on the Mallin hill 
and he had walked the three miles from 
there on his two feet, sank down with 
a weary groan upon the coil of rope, 
lamenting that he had ever left civilisa- 
tion for this Hebridean outpost. Tonal- 
willie, feverishly discoursing upon the 
weather, the price of eggs and the im- 
mense amount of work that devolved 
upon a country postmaster who is also 
the storekeeper, furtively searched the 
shelves for the letter. There were old 
accounts there and chunks of tobacco, 
jujubes and ink-bottles, stumps of pen- 
cils and the twopence-halfpenny left by 
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Very Obliging Barber, “And would you like sie to sharpen the pencil 

BEHIND YOUR EAB, SlE ? ” 


Mrs. MacDonald for the stamp to be 
put on her letter to her son in Brazil, 

And there now was another wony 
for Tonalwillie ! Had he put on that 
stamp *? Sighing deeply over the hurly- 
burly of life, he slipped the coppers into 
his pocket, and his fingers felt an en- 
velope. Unobtrusively he drew a corner 
of it out, discovered that it was the 
missing letter and hastily pushed it 
back again. He misdoubted that the 
inspector would not be sympathetic 
towards the postal ways of the Glen. 

“Indeed and it would be difficult to 
say what letters would be coming,” said 
he evasively in his sweet soft drawl; 
“there is too many altogether for to be 
remembered.” 

Abstractedly he killed a cheese-ex- 
ploring fly and with the ham -knife 
flicked it on to the floor, remarking that 
one might spend a day at it and yet not 
be rid of them. However, for he was a 
Highlander, the duties of hospitality 
became paramount. “Morag,” he 
bawled as that hefty damsel hove into 
sight, “ bring refreshment ! ” 

Eefreshment with its healing touch 
provided, Tonalwillie, with incoherent 
murmurs about hens, cows and that girl 
Morag, sidled from the shop. Once 
round the corner he set out hot-foot over 
the fields and met Jimsie, now correctly 
garbed and hastening towards the post- 
office. He drew him into the shelter of 
the little Dree Church porch and hur- 
riedly explained the situation while 
Jimsie read the belated letter. 

“ Mphm ! And would he be knowing 
that it was me out in the boat now? ” 
inquired the policeman thoughtfully. 
“And indeed moreover I was but try- 
ing to catch a flounder for his tea.’' 

In perfect unspoken accord the two 
hastened shopwards, Jimsie taking the 
high road that led to the front-door, and 
Tonalwillie the low road that led to the 
back-door. As the latter strolled into 
the shop he was dismayed to find the 
inspector having words with the post- 
man. 

“And is it to be expected that one 
man will remember all the places he 
will take the letters to ? ” demanded the 
postman in shrill indignation. “Look 
at this very morning: 1 would be having 
as many as three-dozen letters for the 
Glen ! The policeman’s might be one of 
those letters and again it might not be 
one.” 

The inspector pointed to the long 
weary stretch of road that led to the 
policeman’s solitary cottage. “ You ’d 
remember if you ’d gone there,” said he 
grimly, “ and I shall inquire into the 
matter. You ’d better look in your bag.” 

There was the sound of a smart 
footstep, and Jimsie, severely official, 
appeared and saluted the inspector with 


brisk precision before giving expression 
to his desperate grief at being out when 
his superior officer called. He mentioned 
the flounder for tea as extenuation. 
Eggs, he explained, were not to be had, 
for the hens had laid away. “And,” 
said he, “ if you will be excusing me for 
mentioning it, Sir, you would not be 
telling me here the time you would be 
coming.” 

He drew the letter from his pocket, 
and the postman as he saw the missive 
gave an involuntary sigh of relief. His 
honour as a Government official was 
vindicated. 

He turned to the inspector. “You 
see ? ” said he, adding more in sorro\v 
than in anger ; “ what was it that I 
would be telling you just this very 
moment ? ” 

The inspector gone at long last, Low- 
lander routed by Highlander, the three 
officials, with other men of the Glen, 
sat on wooden cases in the shop and, as 
their thoughts ran upon the happenings 
of the afternoon, basked in the bliss of 
conscious communal rectitude. 


The heavy silence was broken by the 
policeman. 

“ Ay, ay,” said he with a comfortable 
sigh, “them that’s set in high places 
needs the subtlety of the serpent.” 

“ Ah ! ” agreed the postman, “ we do 
that.” 

Tonalwillie smiled dreamily, an an- 
gelic light in his eyes. “Yes, now,” 
said he, “a lie wiU be a very wicked 
thing indeed. But with the wisdom 
that the good God has seen fit to give 
to us ” — he took a long soul-satisfying 
suck at his pipe — “ it is not necessary ! ” 

Morag, who for a diversion had 
attended Election meetings in the school- 
house, lunged at the little group with 
elephantine playfulness. 

“ Y’ M.P.*s ! ” said she admiringly. 


POULTRY, CAGE BIRDS. 
Seasonable Hints. 

Never allow fowls to mope about under a 
hot sun. Keep them exercising with gentle 
exercise of an amusing kind .” — Irish Paper, 

Egg-and-spoon races, however, are to 
be avoided. 
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ODCI line: -rn xa/iaadi srnnM posses or potiiisses of police, to the countenance again. The crowd really 
PRELUDE TO WIMBLEDON, outer precincts of the tennis - shrine, was thickening. And afterwards I was 
The first day at "Wimbledon is a mar- \Yhere he selects one of the countless able to feel quite undisting aished 
vellous tribute to something or other — officials doing nothing at the turnstiles amongst the throng which waited for the 
I am not sure what. Implacable effici- and boldly demands admission to the arrival of foreign champions in pen- 
ency ’ ’ perhaps would be the best phrase, ground. noned cars. 

If you say to a friend, “I am going to Not so. He must first have change. Hiked this ceremony, because themod- 
see Tilden and Cochet and Boeotea,” The tolerant police, the kindly officials, est champions, disemboguing hastily 
“ Have you got tickets ? ” he wall inquire, gather round and tell him wTere to get with bundles of racquets into the club- 
you answer meekly. “Then you it. Did he suppose he could walk entrance, were almost invisible as the}^ 
must rise at dawn, the day before yes- through a turnstile as easily as that ? did so. How they would have envied, 
terday,”he will tell you, “and take with As a matter of fact, if he is going to the I thought, had they known it, the 


noned cars. 

I liked this ceremony, because the mod- 
est champions, disemboguing hastily 


you sandwiches and a camp-stool and a centre court, he gets his change, chooseE 
flask.” what ticket he wall buy, goes through a 

It is very true that the gates are turnstile, walks up a long empty alley. 


As a matter of fact, if he is going to the I thought, had they known it, the 
centre court, he gets his change, chooses majesty and pomp wdth which I, a mere 
what ticket he wall buy, goes through a spectator, had been received ! 


opened for the first day's play at Wim- buy 


}ile, W'alks up a long empty alley, I then wandered round a little and 
a ticket, goes through another looked at the lawms. A lawn at Wimble- 


biedon at eleven o'clock, and that long, turnstile and even then is not inside the don is so perfect and so shaven that it 
long before eleven o’clock a queue is ground. He gets (at last) inside by show- looks like a piece of cork matting painted 

T _ • • J _ (* T 1 M T • III /> *^1 111 i • 1 I 1 . J- T i. _ - : 


tried to imagine a 


there. In a spirit of dare-devilry I ing at the final rampart the ticket he has bright green. I tried to imagine a 
determined to do none of these things, so gloriously w'on. Now almost past moment when by some inconceivable 
but just go to Wimbledon. I found it hope and resisting the temptation to carelessness a plantain had made its 








V. j '-V 


rather amusing. But 
queueing for queueing's 
sake has become a habit 
amongst Londoners. It 
is a kind of perverted ^ 

during wffiich 'almost 
nobody arrives at all. 

After that the ticket- 

holders annear UcckJess Driver [loith m%icli-endorscd licence), “Any chan 

m -r A'WAY BEFOEE THE POLICE SEE IT ? ” 

10 anyone, tnereiore, ^rafirc. “ Dunno, Zur. That ’s THE POLICE-STATION YOI 

making the great ad- 

venture during these three hours a I believe that it w’as only in order to buy 




UccJclcss Driver {tvith mneh-endorsed licence) , “Any chance of getting 
THIS AIVAY BEFORE THE POLICE SEE IT ? ” 

Native. “Dunno, Zur. That ’s the police-station you’ve run into.” 


__ appearance upon a 
Wimbledon lawn — the 
hasty gathering of select 
committees, the harried 
telephone message to 

H Scotland Yard, the sack- 
ing of groundsmen, the 
consternation of the 
populace, the green- 
■ and - purple ball - boys 
discovered sobbing as 
though their hearts 
would break. But the 
f: strain on my imagina- 
t tion w^as too terrible, 
[ and, having diligently 
, searched the labyrinths 
u " ' and passed through 

survey of three or 
four more policemen 
and five or six more 
OF getting officials, I found, my 

; EUR INTO.” 

court. 

There I saw Tilden and there I saw 


\-ery curious spectacle of EngUsh life a ticket and not in order to see the play Cochet and Boeotea. A. racquet is 
unfolds itself. You may travel by car that he has performed these many rites tossed into the arena. Tilden magnifi- 
dowrn long leafy lanes placarded with he does actually get in. cently follows it. He serves. When he 

helpful notices and instructive arrow’s “ Go through that turnstile and join hits the net-band the ball comes back 
and punctuated by policemen on foot the queue,” I w^as told very solemnly at nearly to his feet. A champion, I notice, 
and on horse, and for the sum of half- one of the outer barricades. I went begins to play in a sweater and takes 
a-crown acquire the privilege of park- carefully through the turnstile. I was it off after the first set to show that, 
ing your motor-car in a vast deserted the queue. since he is not yet playing another 

meadow, assisted by the kindly offices ^ Never in my life have I seen so mag- champion, it is so far mere child’s-play 
of some forty or fifty A. A. men or E. A, 0, nificent a retinue of badged and uni- to him. He carries no fewer than four 
men, whichever you please. Scarcely formed attendants so occupied in the racquets, whereas a man wrho is merely 
i any of the queueists have come by car — marshalling of a ci'owd consisting of a playing a champion must not carry more 
I they have probably crawled on all-fours single man. I should have felt happier than two. It is hard to see why this 
I for the purpose of torturing themselves if I had been w’'earing robes and a crown should be so, since any first service by 
j — and the serried ranks of officials greet and could have had one lackey at least Tilden or Boroxra looks to me as if 
I the rare stranger with frenzied gesticu- in my own private pay. Still, I got in. it would knock a hole in an ordinary 
I lations of delight. They have forgotten By lunch-time, when I was trifling racquet, if an ordinary racquet should 
nothing. The whole field is pegged and with the hard-courb crust of a portion be so presumptuous as to get in the 
taped into partitions for motor-cars, in- of veal-and-ham pie in the thorough way of it. A champion smiles when he 
eluding a special ciAche for baby motor- di'aught admitted by an open tent on a misses a stroke and (if he is from America) 
cars. Hi:5 lonely vehicle left to the min- wdndy day, enough ticket - holders and says “ Shaht ! ” or (if he wears a beret) 
j istrations of this enormous bodyguard, umpires and straggling strangers like “ 0 oui 1 ” The man playing against a 
i the visitor proceeds on foot, escorted by myself wxre about me to put me in champion smiles all the rest of the 
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time, as who should say, am merely 
here to show you how wonderful the 
champion is.” Both men smile at the 
end, but the beaten man more warmly, 
because he is far more hot. 

Still the champions do lose rallies 
occasionally, even against their will, 
and I honour those who can make them 
do it. It is like staying the stars in their 
courses. 

Tbe ritual of the centre court, even 
on an opening day, is awe-inspiring as 
ever. Nothing is changed. The glass 
bowl is still there. It still has no gold- 
fish inside. At a casual glance there 
seem to be about eight strong and grave- 
looking men seated round on chairs, 
from one of whom, at the least expected 
moment, comes a loud roar, when one 
has almost forgotten his existence, in- 
dicating that a ball has missed a line by 
an inch. And the ball-boys (though 
they are not very safe about “lets”) 
have a pleasant little game of their own, 
throwing up balls to the principal ball- 
boy, who is going to throw them up to 
the server. 

Ex-King Manoel is watching. Micro- 
phone and amplifiers re-echo the score. 
I am fascinated by the centre court. 

How on earth, one asks oneself, can 
any game be conducted at all oh the 
minor courts where poor Austin has 


to play, where there is only one official 
besides the umpire on the ground ? 

As he changes over from game to 
game the photographers still pursue 
Borotka with an alacrity worthy of his 
own. Tilden seems to grow taller, 
CocHET more impassive, with the years. 
But the true connoisseur of Wimbledon 
should sometimes cease from watching 
the pi ay. Every now and then he 
should watch the spectators oppo- 
site. Then he sees the extraordinary 
spectacle of a crowd turning its faces 
mechanically left — right, left — right, 
exactly as we used to do for the physical 
drill instructor in tbe Great War. An 
elderly Oriental in a blue turban, stand- 
ing opposite, seems to the eye of imag- 
ination to be giving them the time. The 
rally ends and they stand at ease again. 
It is a vronderful sight. The neck- 
muscles of forty different nationalities 
are being loosened at once by the inter- 
change of a little white ball. Forty 
different languages are being spoken 
around me. Whang. Whang. Whang. 
This is the hub of the universe. This is 
the true Geneva. Now Borotea is serv- 
ing again. Men and women of forty 
different nationalities are envisaging the 
concept — Forty — Love / ” 

x4.1as, that my exit from Wimbledon 
is not so triumphant as my arrival. 


The squadrons of police, the battalions 
of A.A. men almost justify their exist- 
ence. The car-park is a turmoil. The 
procession to Putney Bridge is a cata- 
falque. With no more honour and no 
more glory than a mere queue-maniac 
or a millionaire ticket-buyer, huddled in 
the mob, I return. Evob. 


The Predominant Partner. 

“ Mr. Webb has chosen the title of Baron 
Passfield of Passfield Corner in the county of 
Southampton. 

Mrs. Webb yesterday told me of her decision 
in one sentence, writes a Daily Matl reporter : 

‘ I intend to continue to be Mr. Sidney 
Webb,’ she said, and nodded her head in deter- 
mined emphasis .” — Daily MaiV^ 


No More Tuppenny Damns, 

“ For exhibiting a poster containing the word 

‘damn,* Peter incurred the maximum 

penalty at Govan (Glasgow) Police Court on 
Tuesday, when he was fined £1, or 10 days* 
imprisonment in default of payment.” 

Daily Dajper, 

Whatever politicians may say, post-war 
prices are still very high. 

“Criminal proceedings are to be taken 

against Major on a charge of conspiracy 

with a bus owner to bribe in respect of a bus 
route concession, with full orchestra,” 

Daily Paper, 

Selections from “Trial by Jury ” seem 
indicated. 
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Miss Betty Nuthall is to have a 
hundred pounds if she reaches the age 
of twenty-one without having smoked, 
and it is hoped that the L. T. A. will 
not take the view that abstinence for a 
financial consideration savours of pro- 
fessionalism. 

The Freedom of Inverness is to be 
ofiered to Mr. Eamsay MacDonald and 
Mr. Baldwin, whose mother was a 
MacDonald, in recognition of the dis- 
tinction they have brought to the clan. 
In certain quarters it is felt that it 
would be a delicate compliment to 
Mr. Lloyd George if they made him 
an honorary MacDonald. 

A racing-pigeon has succeeded in fly- 
ing two thousand miles in America. It 
is only fair to the intrepid Frenchmen 
who recently flew the Atlantic to say 
that the bird did it without a stowaway. 

The police recently arrested an 
eighty-two-year-old burglar. In house- 
breaking circles it is felt he ought to 
retire and let youth have a chance. 

i'lC 

Before ceasing to exist as an authority, 
the Metropolitan Asylums Board is to 
be officially photographed, and it is 
hoped that souvenirs of this picturesque 
feature of our national life will be 
obtainable in postcard form. 

We see it suggested that cricket 
spectators develop a sixth sense. This 
may be the explanation of their habit 
of following the game with their eyts 
shut. 

‘‘Miss Gleitze Does the Wash in 
Thirteen Hours,” says a headline in a 
morning paper. It doesn't say whether 
this includes the^ying and starching ? 

Sound-films of weddings are expected 

to become the vogue in America, and 

the feeling in Hollywood is that no time 

should be lost in making arrangements 

for similar records of the subsequent 

divorces. ,,, ,,, 

* 

Lord Castlrrosse complains that the 
conversation he has to listen to in 
fashionable crowds is more than his 
temperament can stand. It is gi-eatly 
to his credit that he doesn't allow his 
hyper-sensitiveness to interfere with 
his gossip-^Yriting, 

To Liberals, acKiording to Lady Ox- 
ford in a letter to The Tivies^ 't\s 
always morning somewhere in the 
world.” Wherever Mr. Lloyd George 
goes the dawn is visible. 

With reference to Dean Inge's sug- 
gestion that there should be a distinc- 
tive dress for every profession, it is said 
that the Amalgamated Union of Burg- 
lars and Burglars’ Assistants is strongly 
opposed to the idea. 

Eoman cross-roads have been dis- 
covered near Lichfield, but no evidence 
of dirty work at them seems to have 
been brought to light. 

When a sound of snoring detected by 
a judge in the Chancery division the 
other day was traced to a man in the 
public gallery, some surprise 'was felt 
that the Bench failed to remind the 
offender that the Court was not a place 
of amusement. 

A medical writer is sceptical about 
so-called “miraculous ” cures by shock. 
We ourselves have never felt any better 
for seeing our doctor’s bill. 

We read of a cliess-pla5^er who takes 
the precaution of ordering an extra 
pair of sleeves with each new coat. It 
may not be generally known that con- 
firmed chess-players are distinguished 
by callosities on the elbows. 

t\i ^ i|: 

In view of the prediction that the 
piece of sculpture which Mr. Epstein 
is now completing on the new Under- 
ground building will flatten the bour- 
geois, we trust that every care will be 
taken to ascertain that it is securely 
attached. ... 

It is stated that many Americans are 
too shy to come to this country. Quite 
a number, however, manage to over- 
come this diffidence. 

❖ 

Southall people are protesting against 
the building of a gasometer three hun- 
di'ed feet high . This is another set-back 
for the organisers of the Campaign for 
Bigger and Brighter Gasometers, with 
which is incorporated the Society for 
the Propagation of Eoadside Petrol 
Pumps. .u 

The latest American innovation is a 
huge organ, incorporating all the pre- 
sent jazz effects, which can be played 
by one man, who is concealed from the 
audience. “ Safety first,” as the Tory 
slogan said. 

-!• 

At a West-End wedding the other 
day there were twelve bridesmaids. We 
note that the old custom of having only 
one bridegroom was still followed. 

Norwegians ai'e now making use of 
aeroplanes to catch whales. It seems 
rather a heavy variety of fly-fishing. 

In the discussion on a famous view in 
Lakeland a writer regrets that so many 
poets are too short-winded to climb the 
necessary height. Our feeling is that 
he shouldn't judge them by their 
attempts on Parnassus. 

We understand that laundries object 
very strongly to the newly-formed Men's 
Dress Eeform Party, on the ground that 
it is extremely difficult, even wdth the 
most up-to-date machinery, to put a 
nice fine edge on soft collars. 

s|s 

A professional dancer in Vienna 
danced continuously for seventy-four 
hours. It is understood that he sat out 
the next dance. 

LYRA LUNATICA. 

I 'm fond of horseback exercise 

Upon a quiet gee, 

But find the camel's action tries 

The nether part of me ; 

Turtles I carefully eschew, 

And honestly I feel 

I 'd sooner sit a kangaroo 

Than ride a conger-eel. 

I 'm very fond of singing-birds, 

And yet, to be sincere, 

The cuckoo's preference for thirds 
Wounds my fastidious ear; 

The bulbul’s song I dote upon, 

And yet I sometimes think, 

Were I a king in Babylon, 

I 'd ban the bobolink. 

I reverence the canny Scot 

And have abundant cause 

To like the Jocks and Macs, but not 
The clan of the Maca'ws ; 

I never knew a cockatoo 

Whose singing voice was nice, 

And yet I love the cockatoo 

More than the cockatrice. 

From certain beasts, through fear 
or doubt. 

Instinctively I swerve, 

But others I admire without 

A shadow of reserve ; 

And, if I had a million pounds, 

Or preferably two, 

I 'd make the feature of my grounds 

A really perfect Zoo. 

For there I 'd build a hippodrome 
With terraces and cliffs, 

A happy hippocampal home 

For weary hippogriffs, 

Where kinkajous and cachalots 
Should warble in the shade, 

And marmosets be fed on pots 

Of Oxford marmalade. 

The Monstrous Regiment. 

“ After the ceremony, Mrs. held a re- 

ception in the Caledonian Station Hotel. 
25,8CX) girls.” — Glasgow Fofper. 
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“ Oh, yes, I ’VE SEEN THIS PLAY BEFORE— VERY THRILL- THAT ’S THE VILL.AIN — THE ONE -WITH A BEARD— THOUGH 

ing; you ne%ter know what’s going to happen next — NO ONE SPOTS HIM. And Eric hasn’t really stolen 

THE DIAMONDS — HE’S ONLY SHIELDING DORIS ; AND SHE’S 
NOT REALLY THE MAID, BUT WE DON'T KNOW THAT YET — 
AND SmTH ISN’T REALLY THE BUTLER ; HE ’S A DETECTIVE, 
AND NOBODY GUESSES IT UNTIL THE END — 



Now Sir James is going to be shot in a anNUTE, And now Mrs. Arkwright is going to find the will 

THROUGH THAT WINDOW ON THE RIGHT, AND NO ONE SEES BEHIND THE CLOCK ON THE MANTELPIECE, BUT IT ISN’T 

IT DONE— IT’S RK\LLY DR. ROBINSON, BUT E\^RYONE THE WILL REALLY, IT’S A FORGERY; THAT WE DON’T 

THINKS IT ’s Eric— find out till the last Act— 



Now Captain Holdsworth is going to drink a whisky- And now very shortly a man in the stalls, who’s 

AND-SODA THAT’S BEEN SECRETLY POISONED BY THE CON- BEEN SPOILING EVERYONE’S ENJOYMENT — 

TESSA— BUT HE ISN’T RK\LLY GOING TO DIE; HE KNEW 
ABOUT IT ALL THE TIME.” 



IS GOING TO HAVE HIS SILLY MOUTH SHUT WITH KIS 
OWN OVERCOAT— 


AND THE BODY IS GOING TO BE DISPOSED OF UNDERNEATH 
THE SEAT, 
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A SCHOOL FOR SERIALS. 

At 10 A.M. Mr, Bertram Coke, founder 
and senior member of the Coke School 
of Serial Writing, was seated at his 
office desk. At 10.5 a.u. the other mem- 
ber, Lancelot, the office-boy, opened 
the door with a suddenness that told 
of high training and made the following 
observation : — 

“Mr. Dudley Sparks, Sir.” 

“Show him in,” replied the founder 
and senior member without looking ii]). 

A tall pale youth of seven- 
teen or eighteen years 
walked quickly into the 
room. 

“Good morning, Mr. 

Sparks. Sit dowm,” said 
Mr. Coke. “You are, let 
me see ” — he was referring 
to a note-book he had taken 
from the desk — “ah, yes, 
here w^e are : ‘ About leave 
school anxious devote life 
serial writing daily Press.’ 

Good. And I see that on 
your last visit I gave you 
our exercise 3b, which is to 
write an instalment repre- 
senting chapter iv. or v. of 
a serial so that it would in- 
terest and satisfy those who 
start the story at that chap- 
ter.” 

“I have it here,” said 
Mr. Sparks eagerly. 

“ This morning,” con- 
tinued Mr. Coke, taking the 
sheets of paper held out to 
him, “I shall go through 
it ^Yith you and criticise it 
in detail.” 

Mr. Sparks flushed 
slightly and his hand shook 
with nervous excitement. 

“ * Passion Bleeds,’ ” read 
out Mr. Coke, ‘ specially 
written for ... by Euby 
Sprot.’ Yes. I told you, I 
think, that as regards 
titles 3 ^ou will find it ad- 


tically essential now^adays to adopt 
a feminine nmn de plmne. Men do not 
show^ that knowledge of life possessed 
by women, and, apart possibly from 
purely detective stories, the public are 
becoming less and less inclined to read 
anything in the serial line written or 
acknowledged to be written by a man. 

“‘Summary of story up-to-date. 
Thdma Blake, a pretty browm-eyed 
bingled blonde with a broad brow*’, deli- 
cately chiselled nostrils suggesting re- 
fined sensitiveness, small ears and 




NUMBERING OUR OFFICERS. 

We understand that in future the War Office will allot 

OFFICIAL NUMBERS TO OFFICERS. 


visable, at any rate until you become 
known to the public, to include some 
reference to love or blood. You, I see, 
have contrived to combine the tw^o. A 
little strong, possibly, but you err, if 
at all, on the safe side, Sir. ‘ Specially 
WTittenfor . . .’ Good again. Nobody’s 
going to read a story that might be just 
casually thrown off for anybody w^ho 
cares to publish it. You, of course, are 
not quite sure at the moment w’hat 
journal you are specially writing it for, 
but that can be filled ia later by the 
editor who accepts the serial. 

“ ‘ Specially wnritten by Euby Spot — 
Sprot,’ I beg your pardon,” continued 
Mr. Coke. “Eight again. It’s prac- 


mouth and a bold round chin, beneath 
which is partially hidden its only blem- 
ish, a minor mole ’ — oh, no, no, no, Mr. 
Sparks ! Come. I told you that you 
must describe your characters in detail 
and leave nothing at all to tax the 
reader’s imagination, but it would be 
fatal to your chances to attach any un- 
savoury physical feature to the heroine. 
She is the heroine, I suppose? ” 

“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Sparks; “she’s 
the heroine,” 

“I presumed so,” said Mr. Coke. 
“ The heroine should, of course, always 
head the synopsis. Very well. Cut 
out the minor mole. If she must have 
one to satisfy your artist’s conception 


and enable you to put your soul into the 
work, well then disguise it from the 
reader, please. ‘ — a minor mole, hurry- 
ing down the escalator at EaiTs Court 
station one morning bound for the 
office, steps off with the wrong foot first 
and stumbles. Her head is within a foot 
of the concrete floor when she is sud- 
denly and mysteriously saved. She finds 
herself in a vertical position once more, 
and clasped firmly in the arms of, and 
staring straight into the face of, 

“ ‘ Kenneth Boscmnbe, who has been 
stupidly approaching the 
descending escalator under 
the impression that it is 
ascending. He is a hand- 
some young man with flaxen 
hair, long nose and ears, a 
close-clipped auburn mous- 
tache and commanding eye- 
brows. Thelma is confused, 
not by the shock of the fall 
but by the strange feeling 
she experiences in the pre- 
sence of Kenneth. Is she 
in love? She is unable to 
answer this question, but 
she feels pained when he, 
though having appeared to 
be sri'angely interested in 
her, abruptly raises his bow- , 
ler hat and leaves her on 
the platform . But that very 
evening, while taking some 
light, refreshment in the 
company of 

“ '%IagnoUa Bice, her office 
companion, she is surprised 
and vexed to see her res- 
cuer of the morning feeding 
in the company of 

Calorie Fender, a 
former \sehoolmate of 
Thelma’s,’ a pretty but de- 
praved" girl who had been 
expelled from Grainger’s 
Academy for putting live 
beetles in the matron’s 
linen-basket. Thelma feels 
strangely uncomfortable. 
Shall she go across at once 
and tell him of the kind of girl with 
whom he is associating? Somehow 
she cannot. And she is surprised and 
annoyed to find herself at this poignant 
juncture on the verge of tears.’ 

“ ‘ Poignant juncture,’ ” repeated Mr. 
Coke. “H’m. I know the schools of 
journalism advise the frequent and un- 
restricted use of the words ‘ poignant ’ 
and ‘ piquant,’ but so far — the fashion 
may alter, of course — there ’s no such 
demand for them among serial readers. 
I should be inclined to avoid them, at 
all events in the synopsis. 

“ ‘ At this moment Magnolia casually 
remarks, “ Why, there ’s Calorie Fender 
and her handsome brother, Ken.” 




my 


7 - 
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‘ Thelma feels she ought to be re- 
lieved at the news conveyed to her by 
this observation, but for some mysteri- 
ous reason she finds herself wondering 
what right Magnolia has to call him 
Ken or handsome. Then to her amaze- 
ment she sees at the next table but 
three 

'^'Marmadulce Brandenburg, the boy 
with damp carrot- coloured hair she met 
at ’ ” 

At this point, Lancelot, the junior 
member of the Coke School of Serial 
Writing, opened the door suddenly and 
made the following interruption : — 

“The Duchess of Plumstead and 
Mr. Barton have arrived, Sir.” 

“Ah,” replied Mr. Coke, “I’m afraid 
I shall have to cut your time rather 
short this morning, Mr. Sparks. I have 
two clients down for 10.30 : the Duchess 
of Plumstead, who gives all her spare 
time to this class of work, and Mr. Bar- 
ton, the famous professional footballer, 
who intends to occupy himself with it 
during June and July when apparently 
for some reason they don’t play foot- 


ball. They are both talented — dis- 
tinctly so ; and I am thinking of advis- 
ing them to collaborate. 

“As regards yourself, Mr. Sparks, I 
have pleasure in saying that your work 
shows very great promise indeed. You 
appear to have mastered the basic prin- 
ciples without which no serial can 
succeed. By the way, my eye caught 
something down here. Where was it ? 
Ah ! Having finished the synopsis you 
write * To-day’s magnificent instalment.’ 
Again you err on the right side. It 
may come to that; it probably will; 
but at present it ’s more usual to wait 
till the end and then write * Another fine 
— or powerful — ^instalment to-morrow.’ ” 

Mr. Coke rose from his chair. “ You 
go ahead too fast, Mr. Sparks,” he said. 
“That’s all that’s the matter with 
you ! ” 

And he laughed as he showed his 
client to the door. 

Mr. Dudley Sparks did not laugh. 
But he looked very happy. And he 
continued to look happy for some time 
after he had left the oflice. C. B. 


MUMPS DEFERRED. 

[The Headmaster of Rugby on Speech 
stated that school epidemics were on the in- 
crease, and that he attributed this to the 
great care which boys received both at home 
and in the Preparatory Schools, which were 
the places where they should have these minor 
ailments.] 

Goon keeper of the circumspect 
Preparatory College, 

Your sanitary schemes erect 
A bar to useful knowledge ; 

So in your new curriculum 
Be good enough to mentiem, 

Though many a parent’s look be glum, 
That ’tis your firm intention 
To introduce next term a few 
Preparatory ailments too. A. K. 


Now that the contents of Lloyd 
Geoege’s chest 

Have largely in the late campaign 
“gone west,” 

Rejected Candidates, dismayed and 
stunned, 

Re-christen it the Liberal Sinking Fund. 



First Theatre-goer {returning after hiterval in the ojpen-air). I SAY, THE Second Act doesn’t seem to have much 
BEAEING ON THE PlBST.” 

Second Ditto, “ Of coukse it doesn’t. We ’ve co3HE back to the weong theatke.” 







OUR VANISHING CRAFTS. 

It is a dour village, this, to whicli a 
convalescing measler has hurried the 
lamily. Its main street winds uphill 
all the way — yes, to the very end. It 
is the sort of place you wwld go to if 
you wished to write a sequel to WtitlieV’ 
ing Heights; it even suggests that, 
having finished your manuscript, it 
could accommodate you with a Low 
Fever as well. Its shops deal only in 
Necessities, which, broadly speaking, 
mean sardines, bibs, linoleum and 
maize, and its natives are, like their 
cottages, neutral - tinted, flinty and 
, exclusive. 

The fabric of the church, of course, 
badly needs restoring, and the Vicar is 
in the usual despair. His extremity 
was such that he came to tea with us, 
bringing his nephew, Angus, with him. 
The parish is a poor one; nobody likes 
bazaars; whist-drives have ceased to 
attract, and the village has had seven 
jumble sales in^tlie past year. 

It was the old story. 

As the \'icar left we promised to do 


what we could to raise the wind, and 
it was while I was gloomily looking out 
at the village street that my inspiration 
came to me. 

We ’ll have a Progressive Witch- 
Drive,” I said. “Isn’t this village 
terrible and grim even when the sun is 
out? And dating from Celtic times? 
And full of Druidical remains, plus a 
ducking-pond ? And doesn’t the guide- 
book distinctly state that Baal was 
worshipped on that knoll by the oak- 
trees we walked to yesterday? And 
aren’t the villagers silent, repellent and 
self-contained? And ill-favoured ? And 
known to hate visitors? And doesn’t 
the combined result give you the 
perpetual pip? It does? Very well. 
Market that Organize the local 
malignance.” 

“ Say It With Curses ! Mobilize ^^-oiir 
mutterings,” beamed thoVicar’s nephew. 

Slowly the notion caught on. “Have 
you any old witches ? We pay highest 
prices for them,” said Mother. 

“ Quite. It ’s known that witchcraft 
is still practised in Wales and Corn- 
wall, and, now the newspapers have 


given the trade a pufi, they’ll come 
out into the open.” 

“I believe we could raise no end of 
’em in the High Street,” said my sister, 
adding hopefully, ‘ ‘ An old woman made 
a frightful face at me as I passed yester- 
day, and I think she muttered some- 
thing.” 

“ Give me her address,” I responded 
prompt^. 

“Eose Cottage.” 

“ You’ll want a few warlocks,” cau- 
tioned Mother, who thinks of every- 
thing. 

“What ’s that ? ” 

“A male witch, you fool,” answered 
the invalid with that candour that pre- 
vails between sisters, notably during 
the offensive stage of convalescence. 

“I want this affair to be a money- 
maker. We ’ll charge a shilling ad- 
mission. Come to our Fancy Coven. 
We might have hourly demonstrations | 
of the Black Mass if the Vicar -would 
lend his lawn.” 

“And cattle-maiming contests for 
prizes.” 

“And passenger-flights on broom- 
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Tlie BunTcer King . “A little more sai^d, please,” 
His Caddy. ‘‘LUIVIMY, AIN’T YOU ’AD ENOXJOH?” 


sticks at two-and-six,” gloated the Vicar’s 
nephew. know an awfully sound 
fella at the Flying School ten miles off, 
and I ’m sure he ’d wangle us a machine. 
Have to camouflage it, of course, an’ 
lash your broom-sticks laterally.” 

I smote the table. ‘‘ And a Love- 
philtre Bar.” 

*‘But — they might loorh,'' objected 
Angus. 

“ Well, I ’m on your waiting-list if 
they do,” piped the convalescent, who 
sufl'ers all the year round from suscep- 
tibility. 

“ Perhaps,” said Angus, “ it might be 
more prudent to dilute the philtres with 
soda-water. Or ice-cream an’ nuts. A 
Witches’ Sundae, you know. You see, 
we aren’t addicts.” 

“What are philtres made o/? ” wor- 
ried the invalid. 

“Powdered dormice, one grain; leg 
of frog and tum-te-tum — we ’ll look it 
up. In any case that’s the witches’ 
affair. No non-brewers need apply. 
And they must all bring their cats.” 

“ Oh, I say ! They ’ll fight like damall.” 

“ j^ll the better. Sounds of keening 
and conflict will be part of the noises 
OFF. And we’ll have a side-show of clay 
models. Patrons with Grudges will 
pay sixpence, select their mommet, and 
witch in attendance will stick pins in 
same. Death of Enemy guaranteed.” 

“Oh, great work! ” and Angus beat 
me painfully about the shoulders, 

“I ’ll send to the Stores for a dozen 
witch-balls, ’’promisedMother, “they’re 
really only large Christmas-tree orna- 
ments.” 

“ And now let ’s go and dig up the 
old dears.” 

t'fi :\t jji t]i 

At the end of the week we assembled 
to compare finds. The result was de- 
pressing. Half tho village took advan- 
tage of the fact that their Vicar’s nephe'w 
had “called them out of their name” 
to demand extra soup, snuff, blankets 
and coal ; the other half, representing 
presumably the literary coterie, in- 
stantly perjured themselves, and ram- 
pant was the ambition of each beldam 
to prove herself the most notorious evil- 
doer of the village. (Their claims in 
this respect were singularly monotonous 
and Angus remarked that he was at last 
in perfect sympathy with the Eoyal 
College of Heralds.) 

But, wdaen it came to proofs of actual 
artistic ability, fortunes with tea-leaves 
and cards were all they were able to 
contribute, and ei>f4te consisting entirely 
of thirty clairvoyantes \vas too much 
for us. Even besoms Tvere scarce, the 
popular mode of cleansing being with 
dust-pan and brush, bar- soap and pail. 

I myself hastened in desperation to 
Eose Cottage. 


“Mrs. Galer,” I began, “when my sis- 
ter passed you the other day she tells me 
you — er — gave her a very odd glance.” 

“ Would she be the one with reddy 
hair? Eh, but she’s purty. I just had to 
stare. She ’s like my EUen, in service. 
She went wrong, like ; ” and the crone 
wept and offered me a huge slice of 
“ seedy ” cake. 

“Bless you!” I muttered morosely, 
and left. 

You can guess the end, of course; 
how at the (eighth) jumble-sale one con- 
tribution consisted of a mound of glitter- 
ing witch-balls, and how, as the sale 
drew to a close, we marked them down 
and down and down. . , . Eachel, 


High Jinks at Horncastle. 

The Mes.srs, Strawson and Waddiugworth 
were dressed in pale salmon satin, with wreaths 
of flowers, and carried baskets of maidenhair 
fern, axabis and forget-me-nots.” 

Horncastle Baper. 


High-water Mark. 

Along the shore, among the shells and 
weed, 

Strange things lie gleaming as the waves 
recede ; 

So, high and dry, when Labour’s billows 
ebb, 

Sballshinethecast-upcoronetofWEBB. | 

! 

“ One of the screen’s most dramatic pictures 
of underworld life is to be seen in ‘Man, 
Woman and Wife.’ ” — New Zealand Baper. 

Few of our municipalities would permit 
this sort of thing. 

“ We opposed in this journal, strongly and 
persistently, the lengthening of hours in 1026 ; 
and everything that has happened since has 
confirmed us in our opinion of the unwisdom 
of that act of Mr. Baldwin’s Government.” 

Weekly Bajper. 

This date of course is incorrect, as Bald- 
win did not become King of Jerusalem 
until 1100 A.D. 
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DRESS REFORM. 

Head C2dfer {to Customer ordering shorts). '‘Well, Sir, being required, as you say, for a wedding, I would suggest 

THEY SHOULD BE JUST A HAI^F-INCH SHORTER THAN THOSE YOU ARE ”S\’EARING.” 


Wpiy is it that the authors of to-day, 
while prepared to go to any lengths to 
achieve originality in their work, are 
yet content tanaely to^ offer for our 
inspection the identical out-of-date and 
insipid dedications that have disfigured | 
the books of the last half-century ? 
There is in truth a sad sameness, a 
stupid standardisation about them all. 

We have the type that deals in 
initials, either plain or with secret jokes 
attached, as To A. B.’' or "To C. D. 
in return for Topknots.’' There is the 
simple and devout “To my Mothei',” 
balanced by the verbose "To my dear 
Wife without -whose constant aid and 
unfailing devotion this little work 
would never have been written.” There 
is the soulful and heart-to-heart dedica- 
tion, " To all who suffer from gravel in 
the kidneys,” or "To the groaning mil- 
lions of Baluchistan.” Most formal and 
least interesting of all is the Latin style, 
"Gulielmo Smith, amico fideli.” 

It is in our opinion high time that our 
: authors realised that the public forms 
its impression of a book not merely 
by turning to tbe last page to see who 
married whom, or killed wdiat, but by 


glancing at the frontispiece, to form 
an idea of the writer’s powers and the 
forcefulness of his style. If they are 
to meet the competition of wireless, 
talkies and (soon) smellies, they must 
not only put more pep into the body 
of their works, but must strive to hand 
out a real punch right from the front 
page. 

I have appended a few sample dedi- 
cations and am in a position to supply 
quantities in any style required — ^whole- 
sale rates for mass-production authors. 

Poetical. — "Cogs.” To that great 
artist, OsBERT Sitwell, with the hum- 
ble offer of the World’s Megaphone 
Eights. 

Sex . — Dustbins of Desire.” To 
Messrs. Mudie, in the fervent hope that 
they Yvill ban this book. 

Philosophical . — " Pragmatism and 
Personal Valuation.” To Silas E. Kort- 
macher, the Seattle Sophiologist, wlio 
sure xmt the Me into Metaphysics. 

Social . — "The Night-life of Wigan.” 
In respectful memory of the author 
of that old favourite, "Watching the 
Trains come in and watching the Trains 
go out.” 

“Velazquez andhis School.” 
To The Tailoi' and Cutter and Mr. 


Clive Bell, whose critical labours in 
the service of Art have been determining 
forces in English painting. 

Biographical . — "The Life and Times 
of Noah.” To The Spirits of Shem 
AND Ham, without whose invaluable 
assistance from the Other Side this 
sniall tribute to their distinguished 
father would have lacked much interest- 
ing contemporary material. 

Historical . — " From Agincourt to 
Waterloo.” To Lords Beaverbrook 
and Eotheemeee, whose free insurance 
schemes are playing a noble part to-day 
in maintaining unimpaired our British 
heritage of coolness and courage in the 
face of death. 

Political . — "The Art of Surtaxation,” 
To My Creditors, without wdiose ten- 
der forbearance and amazing credulity 
this book could never have been pub- 
lished. 

Essays . — "More Moans of a Mer- 
cenary Man.” To Myself, from wdiose 
last tw^o books the present work is 
gratefully re-hashed. 

The present article is reverently dedi- 
cated to "The Editor of Punch, 
without the hope of whose financial en- 
couragement it would never have been 
submitted for publication.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Tuesday, June 25th , — The more Gov- 
ernments change the more they say the 
same things about the Speaker-elect 
and the duty of Parliament to be a 
model to the legislative assemblies of 
less enlightened democracies, about the 
judiciously deaf ear and the diplomati- 
cally blind eye, and the happy combin- 
ation, in the person of the House’s 
choice, of the hand of steel in the velvet 
glove and the guide, philosopher and 
friend. 

That is only to be expected ; but those 
concerned have no excuse for not trying 
to say the old trite things in a new 
and interesting way. Mr. Gillett, who 
moved that the Eight Hon. Edwaed 
Aloernon PitzRoy take the Chair of 
the House as Speaker, apologised for 
not adorning his re- 
marks with the tradi- 
tional Latin quotation. 

He might just as well 
have run the whole 
gamut of hoary conven- 
tion, since, even if the 
Finsbury Fabians re- 
gard the language of 
Cj3SAr with justifiable 
suspicion, there is no 
reason why a banker 
should not have a little 
Latinity. Reviewing 
Captain FitzEoy’s 
many qualifications for 
the Chair, Mr. Gillett 
warned the new Mem- 
bers not to be overawed 
by the fact that he had 
been trained as a man 
of gore. He was, they 
were advised, the mild- 
est-mannered militarist 
that had ever said “’Shun!” to an 
awkward squad. 

Lord Hugh Cecil, who seconded the 
motion, made, as might be expected, the 
polished oration demanded by the occa- 
sion, enlivening the natural solemnity 
that the subject called for by referring 
to his old friend, the Member for 
Twickenham — soon to be translated to 
a more tranquil sphere— as “angel face.” 

Captain FitzEoy, rising to submit 
himself to the House, modestly dis- 
claimed the handsome things said about 
him. Only the austerity and accuracy 
that bankers habitually practised caused 
him to accept at their face value some 
of the flowery compliments of the hon. 
Member for Finsbury. Plowever, if 
the House did him the honour of choos- 
ing him as its Speaker, he would en- 
deavour to carry on the traditions of 
the office in the dual capacity of stern 
and impartial occupant of the Chair 
and personal friend of every Member. 


One would like to record — again in 
the interests of tradition— that Captain 
FitzEoy at this point made a bolt for 
the door or hid behind Lady Astoe 
(whose coveted seat he had temporarily 
filched) or otherwise exhibited with 
some show of realism the resistance 
the Speaker-elect is supposed to show 
to those who come forward to escort 
him to the Chair. It cannot be done. 
Edward Algernon went quietly — too 
quietly for Lord Hugh, who is a stickler 
for tradition, and was obviously aching 
to impart a bit of cave-man stuff to the 
ceremony. 

Later came the felicitations of the 
leaders — Mr. MacDonald, who spoke 
like a prologue; Mr, Baldwin, more 
desiccated than is his custom, and Mr. 
Lloyd George, arrayed like Solomon 
in a new summer suit, but lacking his 


usual felicity of expression. Indeed 
one noted a certain stony absence of 
expression on the faces of all the Liberals 
present, but whether it was due to a 
sense of awe at finding themselves on 
a front bench again or a sense of dis- 
gust at finding Sir Nicholas Geattan- 
Doylb firmly anchored in the middle 
of it, one cannot be sure. 

While these matters were in progress 
the House of Lords was busy committing 
a grave breach of the ancient and 
honourable liberties of the Press by 
hoofing the reporters out of the Press 
Gallery — it being then 2.45 p.m. — “ un- 
til after prayers.” At the same time, 
it appears, the Commons’ Gallery was | 
also locked in the faces of those Mem- 
bers who were unable to crowd'd up to 
the Bar of the House to hear the 
Commission read. 

As prayers, if they come at all, do 
not come until after this ceremony is 
performed, it was obvious that “some- 


one had blundered." It remains to be 
seen whether Mr. Speaker, who, after 
interview’ing the Commission on Wed- 
nesday, assured the Commons that the 
King had graciously confirmed “all their 
ancient and undoubted rights and priv- 
ileges,” exacts a proper apology. 

Swmring-in time is the only time 
when Dukes are three-a-penny on the 
actual floor of the House of Lords. 
Their influx to-day was preceded by 
the ceremonious introduction of the 
new Lord Chancellor. He was already 
there, of course, as Lord Chancellor, 
but it took a red robe and any number 
of obeisances and the repeated raising 
of three-cornered hats to make Baron 
Sankey op Moeeton in the County of 
Gloucester thoroughly at home. The 
scene “ featured,” as the film people 
say, the young Duke of Norfolk, be- 
dight for the first time 
in t he panoply of Hered- 
itary Earl Marshal. 

Wednesday, June26tli, 
— The Speaker-elect 
duly presented himself 
before the Commission 
for the approval of His 
Majesty, the same be- 
ing graciously accorded 
as well as the ancient 
and undoubted privi- 
leges of the House of 
Commons, which in- 
clude the placing of a 
most favourable con- 
struction on all their 
« actions. The Speaker 
then returned to the 
House of Commons 
amid cries of “Hats off, 
Stranger I” and other 
glad noises. 

Swearing-in pro- 
ceeded apace in both Houses, a new- 
comer to the Lords (with the ceremonial 
as before) being Viscount Bridgeman. 

Thursday, June 27th . — It is a pity 
the elevation of Sir Willam Joynson- 
Hicks to the peerage had to await the 
Dissolution Honours List. He would 
have made such an attractive foil to 
Baron Passfield, whose unimposing 
presence is more suited to the placid 
haunts of statistics than to the pomps 
of state. Howwer, he did his best to 
look natural in his three-cornered hat, 
and his obeisances, conducted under 
the eye of Mrs, Sidney Webb, wwe all 
that could be desired. 


The Gabbles* Chorus. 

“Mr. Ben Smith does not forget the days 
when he drove, first a horse cab and then a 
taxicab, in London’s streets and cabmen have 
a staunch champion in him. 

‘(‘-tyiw yowaof yowam wogab kogabq,” 

Daily Pa^ycr, 

And so say all of us. 
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-p-.i- after the second minute he came out and would be up bright and early for his 

TH E I M POSTO R. explained it. morning fly. 

This is, I regret to say, a true story. The idea was this. Mr. X. was a He then revealed that he also wrote 
I have always wanted to meet a flying-fan and belonged to a Lon -Ion little personal sketches in The^ Sunday 

genuine “im^oostor,’* one of those fabu- flying club. One of the things he . Two spaces he had, one six inches 

lous people who elaborately pretend to said, by the way, was that flying was long and one about four (he was very 
be something vrliich they are not (and food and drink to him ; he had an hour’s exact and measured them off with his 
get away with it), one of the large-scale flying every day of his life (in his own fingers). Could he perhaps write some- 
liars on which the plots of so many machine), as you or Ido the morning thing about some of the company ? So 
comedies depend. Now I have met one, exercises. (I want to mention every- he was taken ‘^behind ” and solemnly 
a master impostor, and have been my- thing, because it is just possible that “interviewed ’’the three principal ladies, 
self, with others, imposted; and I am glad, something the gentleman said was true, who were all delighted to meet the 

Not that I give the man much credit, in which ease it may be a clue for his amusing Mr. X. of The Daily . 

Most of us in this honest age 2 j:^primd- capture.) Well, this flying club had All through, the industry and thor- 
facie (as the lawyers say) disposed to some kind of a “do” or show on the oughness of the rnan were remarkable, 
believe what people say to us, especially following Thursday, and his idea was He spent about thirty-five minutes “in- 
if there seems to be no point in their that the whole cast should be invited terviewing” the ladies, filling page after 
lying; and therefore, given the necessary to this “do” — ^for the purposes of page with shorthand notes of their past 
impudence, deception must be fairly mutual “publicity” and a jolly after- history and future hopes. He had a 
practised and a con- 
scientious air, took great 
pains to get everything 
clear and was most 
anxious not to put any- 
thing down which the 
ladies might not like. 
One of thejadies had 
in her hand-bag an arti- 
cle by Mr. X. which 
she had cut out because 
it amused her so much. 
Mr. X. was modestly 
pleased to hear this. 
Unofi&cially, all the 
ladies were invited to 
the flying party. On the 
stairs we met some of 
the chorus and they 
were invited too. 

But work is work, 
and Mr. X. had to tele- 
phone to his office. I 
said that, if he liked, he 
could come to . my 
house, not far away, 
and telephone comfort- 
ably from there. After 

he wished for a paragraph or two noon. They would all have free flights ; 
al out the play for the miscellaneous and I thin'k he said that the Prince 

gossip-page in The Evening , which op Wales would be, quite informally, 

he had recently taken over. I happened there. 

to know that the editor of that page had He mentioned, by the way, that he 
recently given it up, and the onl;^ thing had been that evening to Drury Lane 
which surprised me was that this csle- with the same proposition, but Drury 
brated writer should find it necessary to Lane had been rather “ up-stage ” about 
do this sort of work as well as his it, and now he had decided to cut 
original articles ; but one never knows. Drury Lane right out of it, 

(Laterheexplained to methat there was The manager said he was sure that 

more money in gossip and he was trying the company would be delighted to fly. 
to save.) We gave him a drink and he told us 

Well, Mr. X, was very pleasant. He things about the hard life of a gossip- 
mentioned modestly his article on writer, which interested me. He had 

“ Cows ” which we bad all read that visited that evening already the A 

week. He took down in shorthand on Hotel and the B — Eestaurant (besides 
a reporter’s pad a number of interesting Drury Lane) ; and when he left us he 
observations by the manager. He even wmuld have to go to the Embassy Club, 
watched the play foracoupleofminutes. Lady M.’s ball and probably Some- 
After the first minute he said it was a body’s party. Bed about four, -after 
very fine show and he had had an idea ; sending in his paragraphs. Yet he 


that, I thought, we would have a yarn 
about the world of humour. He accepted 
readily. (By this time, by the way, at- 
tracted, no doubt, by my company, he 
had given up the idea of going on to the 
Embassy and the Ball.) 

While I was getting out the light 
refreshments he sat down, business- 
like, at the telephone and got out his 
notebook. “ Afraid I ’m going to bore 
you now,” he said. “ Not at all,” said 
1. And indeed I was thrilled to see a 
real paragraph- writer really at work. 

I did not hear what number he asked 
for, but very soon he was having a hot 
argument with somebody at the Daily 

office. The man at the other 

end was clearly upbraiding Mr. X. for 
not being present at some important 
function or other. But Mr. X. took 
a strong line, saying he was tired and 
didn’t feel like it. “Well, put me on 


easy. Still, I am inter- ‘ 
ested to have met the 
snake ; and he has made 
half the comedies and 
farces of the world sud- 
denly seem plausible 
and real. 

I w'as (speaking of 
comedies) at a certain 
theatre, and the mana- 
ger asked me to go to 
his private room and 
meet Mr. X. of The 

Daily . Mr. X. of 

The Daily is a 

well-known humorous 
writer who delights me 
weekly, so I hastened 
gladly to be introduced. 

(I had better say at 
once that, as we know 
now, he was not Mr. X. 
nor anyone connected 
with any newspaper.) 

He had walked in, it 
seems, announced him- 
self as Mr. X. of The 
Dailv and said that 






^ \ J 




PAR NOBILE.. 

“We are Peers of lofty station, 

Paragons of legislation, 

Pillars of the British Nation ! ” 

After lolanthe. 

Lords Brentford (ni Jix) and Passfield {v4 Sidney Webb). 
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“Please, Sir, bo you waxx a stowaway?” 




to the Night Editor,” he said at last 
petulantly. He had words with the 
Night Editor too, but they parted 
friends, and he was put on to Tom. 

^ Mr. X. then carefully and wearily 
dictated a series of paragraphs dealing 
with his supposed doings earlier in the 
■“"ening. 

<<At Eestaurant I met Lord 


He told me that in the last 
thirty-two years he had only backed 
a winning favourite once. 

^ “ The new ball-room at will be 

eighty feet long, etc., etc. 

“The Duchess of York, etc., etc. 
“Eumours of a new amalgamation 
in the Sound Film world are rife, etc., 
etc.” 

I drank it all in. 

^ Itwasarnasierlyperformance. Some- 
times the imaginary Tom questioned 
Mr. X.’s grammar, and then Mr. X. 
would irritably reply that if Tom didn’t 
like the sentence he could re-write it 
himself. Sometimes he would throw 
oft* a few w^ords airily and ask Tom to 
develop the theme. Once Tom accused 
him of intoxication, which w^as hotly 
resented. 

There were several references to the 
article on “Cows,” Once he said an- 
grily, “Well, am I running this page 
or are you ? ” Tom was quieter after 
that, and Mr. X. told him about the 
play he had just seen and the arrange- 
ments he had made for the flying party. 


The whole conversation lasted at least 
ten minutes. At the end of it Mr. X. 
wearily replaced the receiver and said, 
“ Well, that *s hard work.” 

I agreed, and gave him refreshment. 

We then had a yam. He knew the 
world and was very wise. He told me 
he had a play running in Paris. He 
wrote it in English and all the managers 
I'efused it. Then it was translated into 
French ; and it had now been running 
for three-hundred-and-twelve nights. 
Knowing Mr. X.’s versatility even this 
did not surprise me. 

The play, by the way, is to be pro- 
duced in London by Sir Gerald du 
Maurier. 

He then invited me to lunch with the 

Editor of The Daily . I was too 

busy. No matter. He lunched with 

the Editor of The Daily neaiiv 

every Monday. 

The man was temperate. He refused 
a second drink. He spoke charmingly 
of my work and thought he might be 
of use to me. We talked ; it grew late. 
He spoke of bed but found that he had 
left his latch-key in his flat. What of 
that ? He would go to a Turkish Bath. 
I offered him a sofa, all the beds being 
occupied. 

He protested, unwilling to give 
trouble. I pressed the distinguished 
author to remain. At last he agreed. 
A thorough Bohemian, he slept in his 
clothes, was up early, refused the loan 


of a razor and talked brightly at break- 
fast. 

He invited my wife and me to dinner 
and the play. Again we were engaged. 
No matter — he would ring us up and 
arrange another day. And any time 
we wanted to go to Paris he would fly 
us over in his own machine. 

Then he went off to the office. . . . 

So passed out of my life oue of the 
most remarkable men I have ever met. 

I learn from The Daily that this 

thing has happened several times al- 
ready . Always he is Mr, X. , and invalu- 
ably he presents himself at a theatre. 

And what is it all for? That night 
the man worked hard for four or five 
hours. And what he got for it, so far 
as vre can discover, was two whiskies- 
and-soda and a free sleep on a sofa. 
Scarcely worth it, one would say. He 
never suggested borrowing money ; on 
the contrary he offered to lend some 
to one of the actors who found himself 
short — held out a real ten-shilling note 
in his hand. 

As for me, I have had a good deal 
of entertainment from the toad. 1 
do not however advise him to try it 
again. A. P. H. 

“ There is no fear of trouble in the railways 
while Mr. J. H. Thomas is in the saddle.” 

Daily Pqper. 
Nor in the racing world while Lord 
Lonsdale is on the footplate. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

*^The Stkanger Within” (Garrick). 

The Stranger W^th^7^ is ripe melo- 
drama. The plot, I should say, owes 
something to Tess of the D'Urbervilles, 
and something to Bain. There is also 
a dens ex machindj the macliina in this 
case being an inyalid-chair. Its aged 
occupant is completely paralysed and 
dumb, except for a few gasps and 
splutters during the Third Act. But 
he is not deaf nor blind. A very restful 
part is this, especially in these days of 
talkie cinemas, and one that I should 
like to play myself. It is not, however, 
the only silent part in the piece. There 
is also a baby who neither moves nor 
speaks, but is dropped on 
the fioor and killed at the 
beginning of Act III. It 
seemed to me to be a great 
pity to spoil a perfectly 
noiseless baby like that. 

But we must turn to the 
more articulate characters 
in the play. Outside a lonely 
ranch in the Middle West 
an express train had an 
accident, which caused the 
sudden projection into a 
God-fearing Bible -reading 
family of two or three 
actor folk. One of them 
died immediately. He was 
the man who had backed the 
show, and that very night 
he had forced Molly, a young 
chorus-girl, to come into his 
sleeping saloon. Molly (very 
naturally) remained at the 
lonely ranch to marry the 
youngest of the three God- 
fearing brothers, though it 
should be mentioned in 
youth*s defence that he only 
feared God slightly, whereas 
of the other two one was practically a 
nincompoop, and the eldest, marked out 
for villainy from the start, read passages 
of the Bible aloud every night. He was, 
in fact, just reading, ‘Ht is better to 
marry than to burn ” (I, Cor. vii. 9) when 
the railway accident happened and his 
barn began to burn, (it didn’t smell 
like a burning barn in the least.) 

The plot is now plain, A man who 
has done all that farming and Bible- 
reading on a lonely ranch is bound to 
be full of pent-up desire. On a Sunday 
morning, then, ail in the house but the 
paralytic father, Molly and her baby and 
the eldest brother, who says he has an 
injured foot, go oS. to church, and whilst 
Molly is amusing the paralytic with 
some comedy scenes from her past life — 
rather a good situation this — the Bible- 
reader comes from his room and tells 
her that he is going to do his worst. 


He has a secret hold on the girl because 
he has overheard her seven months ago 
telling the old invalid what happened 
to her in the railway train. She has 
not confessed this to her young hus- 
band, although he confessed to her be- 
fore marriage an indiscretion of his own. 

The agony is rendered more poignant 
— too poignant for me— by the fact that 
the eldest brother makes his announce- 
ment at the moment when Molly is 
about to feed her baby. This is, I ven- 
ture to think, almost the only thoroughly 
original situation in the play ; but not 
a very pleasant situation, since the baby 
has to be rushed about the room on her 
mother’s arm, pulled this way and that, 
and finally dropped on the stairs. I 





AN UNDEMONSTRATIVE AUDIENCE. 

Idarh Mardy ........ Mb. Reginald Back, 


Molly 


IHiss Olga Lindo. 


doubt whether even a prolonged course 
of Bible-reading would make a lonely 
rancher treat a young woman with a 
hungry baby so ill. He should, I think, 
have forced her to put it down in its 
crib. 

At the moment when the baby’s 
neck is broken the family returns from 
church, and the great question Who 
did it ? arises. Molly, for the time being 
insane, is unable to give any account of 
what occurred, and the eldest brother 
accuses her of murder, saying that she 
wanted to get rid of the baby because 
it was not her husband’s child. He tells 
the sheriff and the doctor this when 
they arrive, but is faced with the sudden 
indignant testimony of Molly, now re- 
stored to her wits. The paralytic father, 
pressed by doctor, by sheriff, by Molly, 
by Molly's husband alike, to reveal the 
truth, indicates by gurgles that Eldest 


Brother is Slayer of Child. The con- 
science-smitten man then rushes out to 
shoot himself, but is apparently cap- 
tured OFF, so that he may meet the 
righteous doom of bibliolaters, and the 
drama closes to the sound of the express 
train passing by the lonely ranch once 
more. 

It is not really so bad as it sounds. 
There is a good deal of “grip” in the 
piece in spite of the tendency of sensa- 
tionalism to overreach itself. But I am 
rather tired of provocatively dressed, es- 
sentially virtuous young women who 
turnround with righteous moral indigna- 
tion on lascivious and God-fearing men. 
I should like for a change to see some 
colony of rough Bible-reading women, 
amongst whom a provoca- 
tive but essentially righteous 
male film-star was suddenly 
thrown. Was not Orpheus 
torn into pieces by the 
women of Thrace ? 

Miss Olga Lindo, who 
was Molly, had an extremely 
strenuous part, and played 
it with remarkable skill. She 
had to portray the whole 
range of melodramatic emo- 
tions — frivolity, love, fear, 
hate, hysteria, repentance, 
madness, rage — in fact, 
everything you can imagine. 
Mr. Malcolm Keen as 
Simon, the eldest brother, 
was also very good, perhaps 
too good for _ melodrama, 
since one felt a certain mild 
compassion for him. There 
is not very much in the 
other parts, for that of John, 
Molhfs, husband, though it 
gave Laurence Olivier 
some romantic scope in the 
First Act, left him .with 
little .to do but look horrified 
the later scenes; nor could Annie 
Esmond as Abigail, the old man’s wife, 
do more than suggest the simple Funda- 
mentalism of a Middle-Western home. 
Mr. Eeginald Bach, the producer, was 
the motionless old man in the chair. 
I think he is to be complimented on 
his acting. And so is the baby. No 
dramatic baby (except of course Mr. 
Punch’s) has suffered more grievous 
pain. Evoe. 

“Murder on the Second Floor” 
(Lyric). 

Mr. Frank Vosrbr is to be heartily 
thanked for Murder on the Second Floor, 
a most agreeable and amusing entertain- 
ment. If I say that it is a blend of Mr. 
G. K. Munro’s At Mrs. Beam's and the 
latest gush of blood from Mr. Edgar 
Wallace’s pen, I shall be saying no 
more than the author himself admits in 


m 
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the first scene. The v/himsical method 
of presentation makes this criticism in 
no way derogatory. Murder on the 
Second Floor is at the same time a 
crook-play and a pleasant piece of satire 
on a erook-bonnd stage. 

Hugh Bromilow, it seems, was com- 
posing some highbrow stuff for the 
serious theatre in the drawing-room of 
a Bloomsbury boarding-house. He is 
in love with the proprietress’s daugh- 
ter. She urges him to write some- 
thing more profitable, something more 
gripping, something more like the plays 
of Leonard Swanage, which make so 
many thousands of pounds. Well, then, 
he wdlL The boarding-house shall be 
the scene, the boarders shall be the 
charaoters. If Sylvia will come to the 
corner of the stage and watch for a 
moment, she shall see a blood-curdling 
drama begin. And begin it does. 

Mr. Joseph JReynolds, a not too re- 
fined gentleman suffering from corns, 
re-enters as a gross libertine, the lover 
of Sylvia's mamma, the betrayer of the 
boarding-house maid -of- all -wwk, and 
deeply concerned in the traffic of dope. 
Jam Singhi the comic Indian student, 
is his helper in this nefarious trade. A 
huge box of cocaine is to be smuggled 
into the house that night when all are 
in bed. Add to this that the betrayed 
servant-giii has vowed revenge and that 
Mr. Armitage, Sylvia's father, is to be 
away at Brighton for the nighty which 
is Saturday night. Only Mtss Snell, a 
poor bridge-player and an inconsequent 
prattler, preserves (apparently) her spin- 
ster simplicity. 

* At breakfast-time on Sundayinorning 
! horror upon horror is piled. Mr. Bey- 
nolds is found murdered in his bedroom, 
a knife in his throat. Lu-cy, the maid- 
of-all-work, had been seen at midnight ] 
entering his room by Hugh Bromdow ’ 
and Sylvia as they stood on the stairs; 
for they too are now merged in the 
drama of thrills. The aiidienee has seen 
the box of dope arrive. Lucy in the 
morning has disappeared . J am Singh is 
not in his bedroom, nor is Miss Snell in 
hers. The police are called in. No one 
may leave the house. It is proposed to 
t mp the other inmates when t hey return. 
Miss returns. She refuses to speak. 
The suspicion against her is terrible. 
She struggles wdth the police. Then 
she whispers to Sylvia and is allowed 
to pass to her room. It turns out that 
she had been to church without her 
teeth. Jam Singh letuYBB. Seeing the 
police, he imagines that the dope game 
is up and tries to bolt down the stairs, 
for the splendid mise en scene of this 
Act is the staircase and two landings of 
a boarding-house. Just that and no 
more. The banisters break as Jam Singh 
tries to bolt, hurling him and a police- 


man down into the hall. They are not 
badly damaged, and Jam Singh is able 
to convince the inspector that cocaine, 
not murder, is his crime. 

It is clear now'' that Lucy, the ser- 



AN ASSAULT ON THE LAW. 

Mi&s Snell . . . Mxss^ Muriel Axed. 
Police-Constable 

Bogers .... Mr. Erxest Hain-es. 

vant-maid — ^but is it ? Hugh Bromiloio 
suspects — the police are incredulous — 
I will say no more. 



Inspector {Mr.EuiiESTMAJNWAm^G). ^‘You 
AMATEUR DETECTIVES THINK YOU lOsOW A 
LOT.” 

Hugh JBromiloio (Mr. Vosper). 

‘‘ WeI*L, as author of this play I OUGHT 
TO KNOW SOMETHING ABOUT THE CRIMINAL.” 


Anyhow, this grisly drama ends, and 
once again the boarding-house charac- 
ters reassert themselves in their primal 
and innocent fatuity. Then one of them 
reads out loud from a newspaper the 
notice of a triumphant new success by 
Leonard Swanage, The play is the 
play we have seen, a play of boarding- 
house thrills. Who then is Leonard 

Swanage ? Can it be ? Why, of 

course it is. 

The ingenuity of this treatment is 
commendable because the murders in 
this piece are just so far removed 
from reality as are the murders in a 
detective novel, and as the murders 
in a crime-play are not ; and the gaiety 
of many of the incidents becomes the 
more care-free in consequence. And of 
gaiety there is no end. Miss Saba 
Allgood at every time, and especially 
when confronted by the police, is superb. 
I do not suppose she could be anything 
else. Miss Muriel Aked as Miss Snell 
caused delighted laughter throughout 
the play, and Mr. Feedebick Leister 
was not a bit less good as a thoroughly 
bad man than as a boring boarder with 
tribulations in the feet. Mr, Frank 
Yospee as Hugh Bromiloio sustained rhe 
whole show on the stage as ably as he 
had contrived it on paper, and Miss Nora 
Swtnburne as Sylvia, though romance 
was a little out of place in this combina- 
tion of mirth and murder, helped him to 
give such a delicate tone of raillery to 
their love-making that the burlesque 
was in no way marred. The standard 
of stage police-inspectors at the present 
time is almost incredibly high. It is 
every actor’s ambition, I doubt not, 
as Hamlet used to be, to fill this 

great part worthily and well. I will say 
of Mr. Eenest Mainw^aeing that he was 
every inch a cop. 

The house (in the second week) seemed 
veiy full. It laughed. It laughed and 
was terrified by turns, and then it 
laughed again. Evoe. 


“Light Blue Bowlers Treated Lightly.” 

Headline in Western Paper. 
We too refuse to take freak headgear 
seriously. 

“And there was Mr. Winston Churchill, 
with a cigar and a twinkle in his eye.” 

Lady Eleanor Smith in Sunday Paper. 

A better arrangement is one in each eye. 

“ Jean Borotra scintillated like a sunbeam in 
beautifully creased trousers.” — Daily Paper. 

Few sunbeams are scintillating in bare 
legs this season. 

“Five-roomed Cottage, conveniences, suit 
cows, fowls, Moonah, 5 acres.” 

Advt. in Tasmanian Paper. 

If it’s good enough for Moonah, the 
cows and fowls can hardly complain. 
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found a new amusement in guessing how 
AT THE PICTURES. the captions were going to be worded, 

Eeteogression ! I enjoyed too the unceasing comment- 

WiTH great courage— considering that ary of the orchestra, for The Wo7iderful 
it is the least suitable auditorium in 
London for films— the Hippodrome is 
filling in a gap in its ordinary pro- 

grammes by showing a silent picture, 7^ 

The Wonderful Lie, I wish this film 
were better, so that the diehards might 

enjoy themselves more. But, although | \ M 

well acted and well photographed, it is I I W 

far from satisfactory, principally because I I 

each member of the triangle fails to win I 1 y 

our sympathy. Nina Peirowna (Miss 

Brigitte Helm) fails to win it because / Xu ^ 

her infidelity to her protector strikes J \ /( 

us as unfair; the CoZo?ieZ, her protector / \ 

(Mr. Warwick Ward), fails to win it r . I / T\ 




what the time is, accurate animated 
photographs of clocks assail us: first 
the dial, then the hands moving to the 
hour and , then a new picture of the 
works showing us the hammer striking 
the gong— eight strokes, twelve strokes, 
whatever it is. The GoloneVs clock is 
an elaborate ormolu affair, very florid 
and costly. When, however, the ca- 
pricious light - 0 * - love exchanges the 
guilty splendour of his mansion for 
a small apartment more suited to the 
circumscribed means of the Cornet^ and 
again we have to know the hour, the 
information is conveyed to us by the 
agitated inhabitant of a cuckoo-clock, 
who has to utter his cry a round dozen 
times even though the hands point to 
midnight. Here the sound accompani- 





THE COBNET TAKES OVER FROM 
THE COLONEL. 


Cornet (to very sinuous heroine), “Nina, 
THE worst op you IS I NEVER KNOW 
WHETHER you *RE GOING OR COMING.” 

Lie is silent only as regards the actors’ 
vocal chords. Every moment has its 
more or less appropriate musical note. 

A German production^ — Ufa— this 
film has all the German emphasis on 
detail; and, if for no other reason, 1 
look forward to a German talkie to see 
how the passion for minutiae is either 
gratified or sacrificed. Since on several 
occasions in the story we have to know 


The Colonel . 
The Cornet 
Nioia Tetrowm 


Mr. Warwick Ward. 
!Mr. Franz Lederer. 
Miss Brigitte Helm. 


because of his malignant enmity to 
his rival, and that lival, the Cornet (Mr. 
Franz Lederer), fails to win it because 
be is such a Joseph — an incredible 
Joseph to anyone who knows anything 
of the manners and customs of officers 
in the Russian army before the revolu- 
tion. We are indeed put by the author 
cf this melodrama into a very awkward 
position : we don’t want Nina to be so 
naughty, and we want the Cornet to be 
naughtier. Being thus unsatisfied we 
are never carried avray by anything that 
happens — as at a good film we should 
be. Nor are we convinced either that 
Nina was so enchanting or that the 
Cornet would cheat at cards, 

I heard my neighbours remarking 
how they missed the talking; but that 
experience was not mine. Personally 
I enjoyed the absence of speech and 





THE AUTOGRAPH AIHUM. 
Colmel (having comjposed CorneVs ccrnfes- 
simi of card-cheating), “Sign, please.” 











THE ORCHESTRA CATCHES THE 
I SPIRIT OF THE DRAMA. 

ment may be said to be carried too far. 
Either the hands or the cuckoo, not both. 

If the minds of German audiences^ 
for whom, I suppose, Ufa films are 
primarily made, are so slow that they 
need this iteration, these italics, well 
and good ; but I can assure Herr Erich 
P oMMER, the producer, that in this little 
island we are quicker. Not one of us, 
for instance, was in any doubt as to 
what shoes Nina had put on before she 
committed suicide. We had divined 
that we were to see them again when 
we saw them first, both in her hands 
and in the close-up ; but in his fear that 
we might not grasp this symmetrical 
sentimental touch Herr Pommeb takes 
a final “still” of the dead woman’s 
ill- shod feet, shouting the while, “ You 
shan’t miss the point, you shan’t, you 
shan’t!” B. V. L. 
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I THE PRODIGY. 

j When Johnson rang up to tell me he 
i was bringing a man along “to play 
I cricket on Saturday,” I went straight 
to the point. 

“Is he any good? ” I asked suspici- 
ously. 

Johnson seemed highly amused. 

“My dear old Coot,” he replied, “ star 
performer — old College cricketer — once 
bowled two Blues in an over.” 

I am always rather doubtful about 
Johnson's star performers — his swans 
so often turn out to be ducks — but this 
certainly sounded good enough for 
village cricket, and in any case we of 
Little Dithering are always short of 
bowling. So I told Johnson to bring his 
friend along on Saturday. 

When brought along on Saturday the 
friend was revealed to us as a tall and 
weedy young man with glasses. 

“Would he like to go on first?” I 
said quietly to Johnson. I had as usual 
lost the toss. 

“I shouldn't put him on first if I 
were you,” he advised. “He 'd rattle 
' 'em out too quickly, I expect ; spoil the ^ 


j game. Keep him up your sleeve, old 
boy.” 

I kept him up my sleeve with, the 
result that the opening batsmen col- 
lected 50 for the first wicket. Every 
time I suggested putting on the star 
bowler Johnson demurred. 

“Plenty of time,” he said cheerfully. 

At lunch the score was 103 for one 
wicket, so after lunch I took my cour- 
age in both hands and frankly ordered 
the star bowler to bowl. He seemed 
amused at the idea and then somewhat 
startled, but, in response to my urgent 
appeal that he should bowl, and bowl 
with all the cunning at his command, 
he finally consented to have a try. 

“ How do you like the field ? ” I 
asked him. 

“Charming, charming,” he replied. 

“I mean,” I said, “how would you 
like them placed ? ” 

He gave me a friendly smile. 

“Oh, I see,” he rejoined. “I don't 
know that it matters much. Leave 
them as they are.” 

“ See some fun now,” Johnson whis- 
pered to me. 

We did see some fun. The star 


bowler after a stately run delivered 
three slow wides. He was then no- 
balled twice and subsequently delivered 
six highish full-tosses to leg which were 
suitably dealt with by the batsmen. 
His first over cost us 29 runs and I was 
for taking him off. 

“No, no,” said Johnson. “Wait till 
he finds his length.” 

The star bowler’s next over only 
cost 24. 

“ He ’s not coming off to-day,” John- 
son declared. 

“Ob, yes, he is,” I returned, “he's 
coming off now.” 

We lost the match. 

Eesolved to get to the bottom of the 
matter I tackled the friend in the p avilion 
afterwards as he was sipping gently at 
a ginger-beer. 

“I hear,” I said pleasantly, “that you 
once bowled two Blues in an over.” 

He gave me another friendly smile. 

“Yes,” he replied, “I did once. It 
was when I was up at the Varsity. We 
had a sort of rag game and I went on 
to bowl. One of them was a running 
Blue and the other one was President 
of the Boat Club.” Woon. 
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A BABBLING BALLAD, 

Oh 1 listen to the love-affair of Christopher and Barbara, 
That started while the latter was a visitor at Scarborough ; 
Some elderly relations in the place the giddy flapper owned, 
Who sent her to the promenade inadequately chaperoned ; 
And consequences serious as serious could be arose 
From talking to a stranger as she listened to the Pierrots. 
Because he wore a bowler hat and treated her with deference 
She took him for a somebody — a baronet for preference. 

But frequently in judging by appearances the best are wrong, 
And Chris was just a waiter in a place he called “The 
Eestarong.” 

Yet, spite of his position (a comparatively lowly one), 

The love of this ridiculous romantic little soul he w^on ; 

And, though he fully recognised a sort of social barrier, 

He came to the conclusion that he ’d really like to marry 
her; 

And, when to give an answer to his suit he would insist of her. 
She murmured rather coyly, “ Well, 1 11 think about it, 
Christopher ; 

I thank you for your offer ; though I ’m all agog to seize 
it, I 'm 

Afraid with Pa and Ma we shan’t exactly have an easy time ; 
For Ma is so particular and Pa is so cantankerous 
It won’t be simple sailing in the Port of Love to anchor us.” 
(And, if you say you ’ve never heard of people in her set 
afore 

Indulging in the luxury of parabolic metaphor, 

You 11 please to bear in mind that she ’d been sent to school 
at Tottenham 

And learnt a lot of fancy tricks and hadn’t quite forgotten 
’em.) 

Her mother, who in early life had practised as a milliner. 
Some social aspirations had endeavoured to instil in her ; 
And Pa was very worldly ; his prophetic soul would fancy her 
Respectably affianced to a prosperous financier, 

A City-going gentleman with topper, spats and toffish airs, 
"Who ’d made a pretty fortune out of rubber, tea and coffee 
shares, 

And so, when Chris confronted him and stammered out, 
“ I promise I ’ll 

Attempt to make her happy in my humble little domicile,” 
He answered him indignantly, “To talk of wedded bliss is sin 
For such as can’t afford a proper home to keep a missis in.” 
And no appeals of Christopher could Father’s sense of duty 
dim ; 

In point of fact from out bis house he violently booted him. 

I Then Barbara declined her food, got pallider and pallider, 
Behaving very rudely to her mother when she rallied her. 
(For, reader, if, neglecting proper use of knife and fork, you 
pine, 

You’ll find yourself as fretful as the ghost-in-iTamZ^^’s 
porcupine.) 

And Christopher got melancholy; all the season through he 
sighed, 

And, though he never actually contemplated suicide, 

He did so far forget himself — ^incredible but true it is — 

As not to put bis hand out for the customers’ gratuities. 

Well, that ’s the end of chapter one. I ’ve got so much 
material . 

I tried to get the Editor to print it as a serial ; 

But, since he won’t agree to this, objecting to the ditty’s 
size 

(A point that I acknowledge he ’s a perfect right to criticise), 
I ’ve had to scrap the middle, for at this he rather sniffed, 
a part 

That tells us how it is the lovers gradually drift apart ; 


(Their various emotions and a hundred lines or thereabout 

Of character-analysis he didn’t seem to care about) ; 

And, since on such affairs as these the last word (and the 
first) is his, 

Imaginative reader, you must fill up the interstices. 

Though this of course the strong dramatic interest diminishes 

And ruins all the story, I can tell you how it finishes. 

The father never prospered since he warned Chris off the 
premises ; 

The mother too eventually felt the force of Nemesis 

And wished again for Christopher, at whom she ’d been a 
caviller, 

For Barbara skedaddled with a coarse commercial traveller ; 

And Chris became director of the Eestarong and married an 

Immoderately wealthy but unprepossessing harridan. 


THE SHORT CUT. 

It was an obvious short cut across the two meadows 
to the village and already in imagination we were lolling 
in the shady inn porch dallying with tankards of nut-brown. 
Small wonder that we were annoyed when a half-baked 
rustic attempted to stop us. 

“Yew can’t goo across them medders,” he said; “my 
guv’nor ’s got ” 

“ Can’t what ? ” interrupted George, fixing him with a 
glittering eye. “Since when, my friend, have the footpaths 
of this green and pleasant land been forbidden to free-born 
thirsty Englishmen ? ” 

The fellow scratched his head. “Bean’t no footpath 
’ere,” he murmured, “and my guv’nor ’s got ” 

“ My dear friend, will you cast your eye upon that ? ” I 
broke in, thrusting out an ordnance map. “See, here is 
the north, here the east and here are we — ^roughly, of course. 
Now behold this dotted line traversing your sacrosanct 
meadows and dare to tell me there is not a footpath here.” 

' The fellow stared at the map. “ Doan’t unnerstand maps,” 
he said, “ but you can’t goo across there because my 
guv’nor ’s ” 

“The fact is,” said George sternly, “we want more 
Hampdens in our villages, men who will stand on their 
ancient rights and defy usurpers and guv’nors ! Why, my 
friend, you *ve allowed half your commons and footpaths to 
be pinched from you already and here you are backing up 
thepincher. Ginger is the substance wanted, ginger three 
times a day in a little strong ale.” 

Withbut waiting for a reply we vaulted over the gate 
and set off alewards across the meadows. 

“You can always get over these rustics “with a little 
bluff,” chuckled George. 

“ And a map,” I added. 

“ Held upside down,” said George. 

“ The whole mixed with a nice selection of longish words,” 
I concluded. 

We laughed joyously ; it was a glorious summer day. 

I suppose it must have been about three minutes later 
that we found ourselves back again at our starting-point. 
George was now in a prone position, while I was seated 
in a clump of nettles. We had landed thus after tumbling 
over the gate at break-neck speed. 

The rustic fellow helped us up and dusted us with his 
red pocket-handkerchief; he was not laughing, but he was 
distinctly cheerful. 

“ The guv’nor’s old bull doan’t unnerstand maps neither,” 
he said slowly. 0. M. 

“An Exclusive Self-contained Estate, containing 8 well-planned 
Houses. . . , Designed and hnilt in harmony with the delightful 
and soi-disant surroundings.” — Advt. in Evening Pajper, 

Probably they only go half round, if the truth was told. 










OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. P^mcVs Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I ALWAYS thouglit that Clio, like Hanging Hermistcni, bad 
“no call to be bonny,’’ and that justice, not acceptability, 
was the prime requisite of the historian. So, though it is 
probably true, as Mr. Pishbb maintains, that the writer does 
not exist who could describe Italy “ sympathetically ” for 
everyone, I feel that that is hardly sufficient reason for 
suspending the original rule of “The Modern W orld ” series to 
present none but “ balanced” survey s of contemporary states. 
However, the gesture with which Mr. Fisher hands the job 
over to Professor Luigi Villaei, if intellectually defeatist, is 
sufficiently candid. Professor Yillari is “ a frank defender 
of the Fascist regime,*' and his book, Italy (Benn), gives a 
detailed and useful picture of the special qualities, tempera- 
mental, political and economic, which render Italy inapt to 
assimilate constitutional government. It traces a decline 
of Liberalism, which is not restricted to Italy, a decline 
which has betrayed the high republican ideal of men like 
Mazzim and rendered Liberalism dangerously democratic 
when democracy is barely a step removed from Communism 
and anarchy. All this I would allow Professor Yillaei, 
while wishing he had lavished more generosity on political 
opponents. Why Mazziki should be decried because' he 
“lacked the sense of hate ” ; why Benedict XY. should be 
denied the praise due to his “political agnosticism” — an 
excellent quality in a pontiff — I cannot imagine. Nor can 
I easily swallow the notion that the Liberalism of the 
Corriere della Sera, continued until that paper was bought 
up, persisted because of its owner’s disgust at his exclusion 
from Fascist pickings. On th^ other hand, the book’s 


presentment of Fascist ideals, particularly its exaltation of 
disciplined personal work, is a genuine contribution to 
political thought and an effective argument on the side of 
Order in Order’s unadjusted quarrel with Liberty. 

When Mr. F. E. Smith, an unknown member of a small 
and depressed party in the House of Commons, made Par- 
liamentary history in a long-remembered maiden speech, 
few persons present can have realised what manner of man 
this really was, or guessed what was the career opeoing 
before him. That masterpiece of studied insolence, with 
nearly twenty other examples of a type of oratory which 
Lord Hugh Cecil justly compares with that of Lord 
Macaulay, is now available in The Speeches of Lord 
Birkenhead (Cassell) for leisured study. These examples 
of the spoken word make distinctly better reading than 
most of his essays, published not long ago, yet, whatever be 
the topic, whether he is subtly insinuating into an American 
audience unpalatable British definitions of honesty and 
honour in respect of war-debts, for instance, or expounding 
an uncomplimentary scheme of House of Lords’ reform, the 
main fascination of the volume lies in its revelation of the 
author’s persistent duality of character. In handling 
Divorce Law reform or in recommending a statesmanlike 
Irish treaty, he weighs the evidence with all the masterful 
resource of a great and impartial logician, and when arraign- 
ing one accused' of High Treason in time of war his utter- 
ance attains a memorable dignity ; but with the turn of a 
page arises some question that he feels to be really in dis- ] 
put^e, and he is all the politician again, the same exultant | 
fighter who laid artful traps on that first occasion for a 
crowd of helpless opponents, his first-person-singular well 
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I thrust forward, and his faculty for seeing 
both sides of a question cast aside as a 
useless encumbrance. So much the 
better for the reader, I think. His dis- 
quisitions on Female Suffrage and In- 
ternational Law may well be filed for 
reference; his occasional talks on nothing 
in particular amount to nothing in par- 
ticular; but his fighting sallies will be 
read and chuckled over long after the 
occasions that provoked them are for- 
gotten. — 

Six Mrs. Greenes, by Lorna Eea, 
Indicates in a general way 
That the various wives in a family tree 
Do not invariably agree. 

Grandmama spots the minutest flaw 
That exists (or not) in her daughter-in- 
law ; 

And she in her turn the like detects 
In the bright young woman her son 
selects. 

The youngest bride quite probably 
thinks 

Her husband’s sister-in-law a minx, 
And as for his earlier females, they 
Went out of date in Victobia’s day. 

Themes like this, and others beside, 
Far less obvious, more untried, 

Lorna Eea works into the plan 
Of her excellent book (from Heinemann) . 


Under the spell of the tenets of 
psycho-analysis — in particular of Dr. 

Adler’s views on the inferiority com- 
plex — Mr. Sisley Huddleston has 
written a biographical study which is 
honestly enriched and not complicated 
by its author’s prepossessions. Loicis 
XIV. in Love and War (Cape) is a suf- 
ficiently over-laboured theme. If the 
reviewer exists who is not letter-perfect 
in the amatory and military operations 
of Le Boi Soleil he must either take his 
duties veiy lightly or have an extraor- 
dinarily happy knack of forgetfulness. But the motives of 
these operations are another story ; and it is this story, the 
sub-conscious side of it especially, which Mr. Huddleston 
sets out to relate. Louis, he maintains, was first and fore- 
most a puzzled mediocrity, a very ordinary little person in an 
extraordinarily great position. The morbid self-assertion of his 
reign was a natural answer to the repression of his minority. 
Bullied and neglected by his mother and Mazarin, yet 
acclaimed d^s^puer triumphator on the Cardinal’s war-medals, 
the boy found his kindliest monitor in his valet. In after 
life he preferred the company of inferiors, partly, thinks his 
biographer, from sympathetic chivalry — this I am inclined 
to doubt — ^partly because his patronage and their adulation 
magnified his puny stature for himself and his world. His 
relations to women, ministers and generals are explained 
on these grounds. Only in religion he is allowed — quite 
rightly, I think — a less adulterated outlook. Mr. Huddle- 
ston is so sensitively critical where his hero is concerned 
that I wish he had knit his thesis even closer and avoided 
such general disquisitions as his unhappy chapter on the 
Eevocation of the Edict of Nantes. His psychological 


estimate of Louis and the material with which he feeds it 
constitute his book’s claim to sustained consideration. 


Sheila Botli-Ways (Benn) is one of those books of which 
my brain approves while my heart does not quite like them. 
Miss Joanna Oannan writes extremely well and often very 
amusingly, even funnily, and can draw character, but by 
proclaiming loudly that she doesn’t expect all this romantic 
gilt on the plain gingerbread of life and love she creates such 
an atmosphere of bleak intellectual honesty that creatures 
of sentiment like myself are not even able to raise protest- 
ing voices with any effect. Her heroine, Sheila^ marries, in 
the first chapter, a worthy prosaic young man (yes. Miss 
Oannan, I quite agree that there are lots of them) and has 
three pleasant children ; then, meeting another young man 
who, if no more worthy than her husband and something of a 
bounder, is yet more attractive, she considers his invitation 
to elope with him to America, and, for the sake of her children, 
decides against it. And then middle-age comes quickly, and 
comfort instead of adventure, and contentment instead of 
hope. (It may all be true, Miss Oannan, but need you rub 
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ifc in? Hope and adventure are so lovely, and some people wickets are responsible for these prolonged encounters. The 
keep them to the end,} After all these kicks of sentiment blame, in his judgment, rests with the bowlers. ‘‘ The need 
against the pricks of common sense, I must confess that of the moment,” he tells us, “is for men of the stamp of 
her alert half -amused attitude to her characters and some Tbumble, Tubner, Howell, McKibbin, Feebis, J, T, 
of the things they say and do could scarcely be bettered, as, Heabne, Barnes, Ehodes and other medium-pace spinners 
for instance, when Sheila “ sat in silence darning socks and to lift the game out of the Marathon class into which it 
wondering a little scornfully that a spoilt pudding could so has drifted in recent years, not, let me repeat, because of 
damp the immortal spirit of a man.” I should have enjoyed prepared wickets or defensive batsmanship, but simply 
this book enormously if Miss Cannan could have spared me because of lack of bowlers to cope with the situation.” Many 
just the least little bit of gilt. of us who are keenly interested in cricket will think that 

these are words of wisdom. 

Those who enjoyed, which is to say those who read, 

Extremes Meet will be glad to rediscover a number of old Mr, Chaelbs Cooper, for many, years editor of The Ejpi- 
acquaintances in The Three Couriers (Cassell) ; for in this mre and The Table, writing in a vein that suggests that in 
book, which for a transient moment is his latest, Mr. his time those journals would have been very intelligently 
Compton Mackenzie pursues the adventures and ingenuities filled, crowds a great deal of miscellaneous learning into The 
oi Gom77ia7iderWaterloiv,B,N,V.B.,oi the Secret Service, end Ejiglish Table (Sampson Low), surveying and commenting 
of his queer and poetically nicknamed accomplices. It will on our national habits as trencherman from the gross plenty 
be remembered that at the end of the earlier volume of this (for the governing folk at least) of Plantagenet and Eliza- 
chronicle of surreptitious events which, though presented as nethan days down to our own decadent age, when, though 


fiction, are probably in 
their essentials true his- 
tory, Com7nande-r TF., as 
his fatuous but not alto- 
gether inefficient lieut- 
enant, persisted 
in calling him, was hop- 
ing to get free from the 
meshes of intrigue and 
to be sent after German 
submarines in one of 
those fantastic Q-boats 
of which a recent film 
has revived the memory. 
We have not travelled 
farinto the sequel before 
we know that he is to be 
disappointed, and that 
he is to spend some fur- 
ther time in that neutral 
Balkan capital, the 
anonymity of which is 
one of Mr. Mackenzie’s 
neatest touches of farce, 

I in the hectic hunting of 













“ Look, George — there ’s ;Mr. Perks, and to think that we ’ve 

BEEN WITHIN A STONE’S THROW OP HIM ALL THE AFTERNOON I” 


we are sane enough to 
eat less, we have in 
general completely for- 
gotten how to cook ! 
Mr. Cooper gives us 
learned notes of many 
worthies — the cookery 
book-makers, ^Mrs, 
Glasse (she; alas ! was 
a man, and “ first catch 
your hare ” was merely 
a misprint), Dr. Kit- 
CHiNER, “Meg Dons” 
and his own predeces- 
sors, the commentators 
‘ * Original ’ ’ Walker 
and Abraham Hay- 
ward. Many delightful 
and gorgeously extrav- 
agant recipes are given. 
And among them one 
notes those for the solid 
and heady beverages, 
mead, metheglyn and 
hydromel. Perhaps one 


mare’s-nests or in the endeavour to put salt on the tail of an of our Bright Young Hostesses will start Metheglyn and 
elusive Teutonic bird of passage. The Time Gou7'iers, as HydromelBoutstoreplacethefoolishcocktailpartiesofto- 
its title implies, is a triptych ; and it is gratifying to British day? Congratulations, Mr. Cooper! But why, why so 
pride to find in the third panel an apotheosis of British sparing of commentary on your most intriguing illustrations? 
enterprise and cunning. But it would^ not have mattered We are not all as learned as you. A good index completes 

very much had all three of the Teutonic birds homed safely to this excellent book, - 

I Berlin, for the stoxy of their endeavours and the counter- -cv. ' . 

endeavours to bar their passage is such excellent fun. -Exom Miss P.- B, Mills Young we can always expect 

: a thoroughly competent and thoughtful story, and her 

The Fight for the AsJies, 1928-29 (Harrap), with its admirers will find that their expectations are fully realised 
excellentillustrations and informing diagrams, can be backed Ba7i'ier (The Bodley Head), Its scene is laid in 

for a place in every cricket-lover’s library. Mr. M, A. Noble Capetown, where a self-willed doctor offends his young wife 
makes no excuses for Australia's lack of success, but be does ^7 adopting a girl of mixed parentage. At the time of this 

give one reason* why, in his opinion, Australian cricket was adoption he thought that the girl was his daughter, and, 

for the time being under a cloud. “We have been,” he says, be subsequently discovered that she was not, his 

“up against a stonewall in the Board of Control.” Upon fatherly devotion changed into feelings far from decorous, 
a question so entirely domestic it would be impertinent to Once more we are given good reason to recognise how para- 
comment, but it cannot be intrusive to say that there was the question of colour is in South Africa and how 

general gratification in England when the younger Austra- intense the feeling against those who try to ignore it. A 
Mans were given a chance to show their ability. After the tragic story, sincere and full of purpose, 
protracted Test matches, of which even those of us who had 

orfy to reaa of ' them grey weary I was eager to see what The Cyme at the Linotype. 

^th nSoS; ^ ofthenew Jeers in therecentBirthday Honours 

with a time-hmit, nor does he consider that present-day list, has taken as his title Baron of ."-Daily Poser. 
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Me. P. F. Waeneb advocates putting 
on a googlie bowler just before an 
interval, when the batsmen have their 
eyes on the clock. Another good plan 
is to instruct the wicket-keeper to 
whisper to them that there are shrimps 
for tea. 

It is stated that Americans never 
refer to collar-studs as anything but 
“buttons.” Over here, of course, the 
best people never refer to them at all. 


There has been a bitter 
controversy in Washington 
as to who discovered 
America — a Spaniard, an 
1 1 alian or a N orwegi an . All 
Americans have to face the 
fact that it wasn’t an 
American who discovered 
America. ^ 

When stalking with a 
camera, writes a big-game 
hunter, it is advisable to be 
accompanied by a man with 
a rifle in case of attack. 
Press - photographers have 
no such protection against 
infuriated celebrities, 

A London omnibus-driver 
has won a prize certificate 
for an essay on fathercraft, 
in which he quoted Confu- 
cius, CoNFUCius'was rarely 
quoted by the old horse-bus 
drivers. ... ... 

Sheffield is now exporting 
thousands of safety-razor 
blades to Turkey, and an 
authoritative pronounce- 
ment by Mustaph.4. Kemal 
as to the disposal of used 
ones is anxiously awaited. 


exhibited. It is a moving thought that 
with better luck it might have been 
Phaeaoh’s button-hole. 

By way of announcing his recovery 
from an operation, Signor Gabeiele 
D’Annunzio caused a salute of eleven 
guns to be fired from his private battery. 
Conjecture is rife as to how many guns 
he would consider appropriate to the 
birth of a poem. 

On the authority of a lady professor 
of Egyptology it is stated that wizards 
are still numerous in England. Sup- 



Agriculturists all over the country 
complain that the effects of the pro- 
longed drought are bound to be serious, 
but it seems only fair to remind them 
that Mr. Eaimsay MacDonald gave no 
pledge to put an end to it. 

Indications that the North Sea coasts 
of Germany are again idsing are re- 
ported, and the French vie^v is that 
expansion in this direction is contrary 
to the spirit of the Treaty of Versailles. 

Little surprise is expressed at the 
recent discovery of prehistoric sling- 
stones and arrow-heads in 
the Transvaal, where so 
many outrageous fortunes 
have been found. 


The victory of a tbirteen- 
year-old boy in the Marbles 
Championship of New York 
will have revived regrets 
that British supremacy at 
this fine game has been lost 
through the neglect; of our 
public schools. 


Afigry Employer. “Can’t you heae the telephone?” 
Typist. “ It ’s all eight. It ’s only one op my boys, and 

I ’VE FINISHED WITH HIM.” 


In compliment to the 
United States, five South 
American republics were en 
fete on Independence Day, 
and developments of the 
sympathetic holiday idea 
are predicted. A simul- 
taneous observance of 
August Bank Holiday, for 
instance, should materially 
assist the entente between 
Thanet and Hungary. 

In a recent newspaper 
interview, Leon Teotsky 
says everything will come 
right in the end, but he 
omits to say whose end. 


Mr. Beveeley Nichols has stated 
that in his opinion London is bright 
enough. The Brighter London move- 
ment may therefore safely be aban- 
doned. ... 

Dalmatian hotel-keepers are reported 
to have had difficulty in catering for 
Mr. G. B. Shaw. As a strict vegetarian 
he would of course reject “ spotted dog.” 

“ Gladstone’s wonderful smile,”- says 
a political writer, “ is still talked about 
where Parliamentarians foregather.” 
They often mention it in connection 

with what he said in ’79. 

* 

A sweet-pea grown from a seed found 
with an Egyptian mummy has been 


porters of Mr. Lloyd Geoegb cling to 
the belief that there is only one in 
Wales. ... 

The famous U.S. army pigeon, 
“ President Wilson,” has died, but there 
are good reports of the U.S. naval dove. 

Patience is advocated by a school- 
teacher in dealing with the timid child 
who is given to telling lies. Improve- 
ment comes with confidence and prac- 
tice. ^ 

Mr. James Douglas describes his 
personality as containing a Caliban and 
a Pros^pero, who have terrific tussles. 
The winner of the week edits The Sun- 
, day Express. 


If it is true, as we hear, 
that a new musical instru- 
ment combining the saxophone and the 
bagpipes has been invented, then the 
worst has come to the next worst. 

The talkies are said to be bringing 
a new type of face to the films. And 
yet there are people who decry this 
form of entertainment. 

Norwegians are now making use 
of aeroplanes to catch whales. It 
seems rather a ponderous form of fly- 
fishing. ^ 

“Bags and shoes must match,” says 
a fashion article. At the risk of being 
considered dimodes we shall continue 
to wear yellow brogues with our beige 
flannels. 
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OUR CARAVAN. 

IL — Westward Ho! 

PercivaVs car, “Dobbin,” having been 
satisfactorily attached to our caravan 
(which was luckily designed for horse- 
power in any shape), we left the yard of 
the Anchor Inn at Lit tlehurst at 2.30 p. m., 
Greenwich Mean and Closing Time. Cap- 
tain Percival was driving ; Crew Apple 
was out in front doing what he called 
“conning caravan,” and the four others 
of the party \vere fully occupied in get- 
ting out of the light. We took away 
with us pleasant hopes, high hearts and 
part of the gatepost of the Anchor yard. 

Por some hours we bowled merrily 
along under a blazing sun towards the 
south-\vest of England. Percival was 
still at Dobbin’s helm, Henry beside him 
reading the map, the two girls chatter- 
ing in the back of the car, all the tinned 
food and teaspoons clattering in the 
rear of the caravan, while Crew Apple 
and David w’ere sitting dustily on the 
caravan’s back porch. Crew Apple’s 
function was to apply the brake at steep 
hills, and David’s to remind h‘m to take 
it off when the bottom was reached. 
In between hills they thirstily discussed 
Shakespeare and the musical chink of 
glasses. 

At 5.30 P.M. Greenwich Mean and 
Opening Time, Cre'sv Apple, hot, dry] 
and dusty, discovered a new use for the 
brake. A likely-looking inn approached, 
and Percival and Henry, deep in argu- 
ments about roads and maps, showed 
every intention of cutting it dead. So 
C.ew Apple, braking with all his force, 
neatly brought the caravan to a stand- 
still at the Private Bar entrance and 
dropped off* for a glass of milk (David 
concurring). 

At 5,35 P.M, they came out to find 
Percival and Henry bent double in the 
i road and looking at the back end of the 
car and the girls sitting in the hedge 
looking at the back end of Percival and 
Henry. 

I Crew Apple unobtrusively resumed 
I bis seat on the back porch and released 
; the brake. Dobbin and the caravan at 
: once started to move gently forward 
I down the slope, whereat with cries 
j of self-congratulatory triumph Percival 
1 and Henry and the girls leapt into their 
! seats— and haven’t found out to this 
t day. Once more w^e bowled merrily 
I along, Crew Apple now keeping a sharp 
! look-out ahead, with one baud on the 
; brake, not necessarily for hills. 

I We had intended to camp near Wil- 
ton, but Percival said the girls made 
such a row laughing that he thought 
Henry said “Turn left,” and the girls 
I said it was because Henry couldn’t read 
i a map, and Henry said it was because 
I Percival wasn’t paying attention to his 


directions, and the result was that we 
found ourselves in a narrow bumpy 
lane. The first intimation poor Crew 
Apple had of the misunderstanding in 
front was being jerked up off! his back 
porch and not coming down again till 
it had moved too far on to be of much 
help to him. 

We came to a standstill, Captain 
Percival talking about his tyres and 
Crew Apple about his back axle. It 
was then discovered that one cannot 
back a caravan drawn by a ear. A cara- 
van drawn by horse is of course differ- 
ent. You seize the bridle on either 
side, assume the expression of II Duce 
on the eighteenth green and gaze into 
the animal’s face, whereupon be starts 
back in alarm and continues to do so 
until you get him where you want him, 
when you switch off the power of the. 
human eye. A car, on the other hand, 
is unaffected by the power of the human 
eye. So we had to continue forward. 
Crew Apple, who said he preferred not 
to sit lor a little while, thank you, 
walked ahead, reporting all pot-holes, 
ground sw^ells and heavy ruts in nautical 
terms. 

By evening we had penetrated deeper 
into primitive rural England than any 
caravan had ever done before, and 
decided we ought to outspan and form 
laager for the night. So Henry went 
on. ahead to a small aboriginal farm- 
house to ask if we might use a field and 
to reassure the natives in case they had 
never yet seen motor-cars in these parts. 

An hour later w^'e were encamped, and 
Henry, David and Apple were taking 
it in turns to try to work the Incom- 
parabiiis stove. An aged farmer stood 
by in an interested manner, while 
Percival talked to him in a superior 
fashion about the advantages of civili- 
sation, wonderful modern inventions 
and the Incomparabilis stove. . Twenty 
minutes later still the Incomparabilis was 
winning full marks as a beacon, but as 
little .else. Then it was that the antique 
native, now quite intrigued with the 
wonders of civilisation, offered to help. 
This suggestion, savouring as it did of 
the request of a fascinated Soiitb Sea 
Islander to be allowed to adjust the 
magneto of a motor-launch, we turned 
dovm, whereupon the farmer withdrew. 

He returned in five minutes, just as 
Crew Apple was seriously considering 
whether he had not better go and ask 
him to make fire by rubbing two sticks 
together. Carefully shielding it from 
the w’ind, he bore with him an Incom- 
parabilis stove alight and roaring. 

“Here you be, gemmen,” he said 
affably; “you borrer this. I got the 
missus to start up one of ourn for ye. 
They be mortal tricky things if you 
don’t know ’em.” A. A. 


AT HENDON. 

The Air Display, it would appear, 
Grows more exciting every year; 

And -we who gratefully descend on 
The broad champaign of breezy Hendon 
May witness with a pleasant thrill 
Yet bolder feats and subtler skill. 

With sullen dronings deep and gruff 
The heavy bombers do their stuff ; 

The speedy seaplames let it rip, 

The saucy Siskins reel and dip 
In mimic combats which recall 
The brightest lines of Lockslei/ Hall ; 
And every sort of agile ’plane 
Gyrates about the vasb inane, 

Providing plalpitating shocks 
For pretty girls in summer frocks. 

While wondering laymen press to see 
This brave aerial pageantry, 

The seasoned experts puff their pipes 
And quiz the latest super-types. 

Their sharp discriminating eye 
Explores the wherefore and the why 
Of gadgets which I must confess 
To me are wholly meaningless. 

Their countenances quickly kindle 
At sight of some new slot or spindle, 
Or they ’ll exclaim with lively joy, 
“Observe that trunnion block, dear boy ; 
Now what could be more neat and 
snappy? ” 

And oft’ they trot supremely happy. 

Elsewhere (a long-awaited treat) 

Old friends from distant Stations meet ; 
They slap each other on the back 
And talk of, evenings in Iraq, 

Eecalling with a pleasant glow 
Binges and japes of long-ago. 

Oblivious of the stunts and loops 
They chat in animated groups, 

Or seek the cool refreshment pav. 

And ask each other what they ’ll have. 

Thus out at Hendon everyone 
Enjoys his own congenial fun. 

The simple soul may stand and gaze 
In admiration and amaze ; 

The Service veteran grins with glee 
And greets a pal from oversea ; 

The keen technician smacks his lips 
And resolutely gets to grips 
With quadrant arms and pivot clips ; 
But they are all agreed on this — 

That here ’s a show too good to miss. 

C.L.M. 

A Parochial Apology Which Impends. 

” At my church last Sunday we had no music 
at all during the collection ; the choir just sang 
an anthem instead .” — Incumhent at Suburban 
Church Council Meeting, 

“Mr. Ramsay MacDonald is another who 
enjoys a cigar; he usually takes one after 
lunch, when he can settle down in his hair and 
enjoy it quietly .” — Daily Pajper, 

We always thought that this capillary 
scheme was the copyright of Mr. Lloyd 
George. 




“I WANT YOU.” 

A Little Grouse. 

Will people who are rich and busy 
enough to have private secretaries and 
telephone -operators kindly remember 
I that there are other people who may 
also be busy but are not rich enough 
to have these conveniences ? 

Mr. Cube (shall we say ?) wishes to 
speak to me, though it is on the cards 
that I have no wish to speak to Mr. 
Cube. Mr. Cube is in a large ofl&ce, 
well-manned, or rather well- womanned ; 
and it is nice and easy for Mr. Cube to 
say to his secretary, Miss Potts, 
! ‘<Eing up Mr. Haddock.” Having 
said that he goes into the next room 
or wanders about the building. Miss 
Potts rings through to the private 
operator, the private operator calls the 
Exchange, and the vile bell rings at 
Mr. Haddock’s house. 

It is a hot day and I am woiking in 
the garden. I rise mutinously, put 


down my papers (which the wind bloivs 
into the pond) and run into the house. 

I remove the receiver and pant into 
the transmitter mouthpiece. The girl 
at the Exchange says, “ Are you Eiver- 
side 18943?” I say ‘‘Yes,’” and she 
says, “ I ivanb you.” I say, “ Who are 
you ? ” but she has gone away. 

After a minute another girl says, “ Is 
that Eiverside 18943 ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Is that Mr. Haddock’s house ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“Is Mr. Haddock at home? ” 

“Speaking.” 

“Is that Mr. Haddock ? ” 

“Yes!l” 

“I ivant you,” she says brightly; 
very brightly and happily she says it, 
as if I were just going to hear that I 
had been left a fortune. 

I say, “Who are you?” Eufc she 
has gone away. 

^ I wait for a minute or two, drawing 
pictures on the wall. 


Then a third girl says, “ Hullo ? ” 

“ Hullo.” 

“Is that Mr. Haddock’s house? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Is that Mr. Haddock ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

‘‘ Mr. A. P. Haddock ? ” 

“ Yes ! ! ! ” 

“ I want you,” she carols, bird-like. 

“Who are you?” I say; but she 
has gone away. 

I have no idea who any of these 
young women are. They pay no atten- 
tion to anything I say. They all want 
me — feiv men can have been wanted 
so much — but the moment they have 
got me they go away. The incalculable 
mystery of Woman ! 

I wait. I waifc a full minute. Tired 
of drawing on the wall I kick holes in 
the sideboard. 

At last the third young woman ivho 
ivants me says, “ Are you there ? ” 

“I am. Who are you and why do 
you want me, please ? ” 
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“I am sorry to keep you waitmg/’ 
she says very sweetly ; “ Mr. Cube has 
gone out of the room.” 

“Who is Mr. Cube? ” 

“Would you mind holding the line? 
Mr. Cube wants to speak to you.” 

“Then why did he go out of the 
room ? ” 

No answer. She has gone away. 
Fanatically devoted to Mr. Cube’s in- 
terests, she takes no more notice of what 
I say than if I were a sheep bleating at 
the entrance to the.slaughter-house. 

Against my better judgment I hold 
the line. For all I know Mr. Cube may 
be an editor or the Prime Minister’s 
secretary; he may have to tell me that 
all the time I held a winning ticket in 
the Calcutta Sweep. Besides, the third 
girl has a sweet voice. 

I hold the line till my ear swells. 
Then the sweet voice says, “I am 
very sorry, Mr. Cube cannot be found 
at the moment, but he is somewhere in 
the building.” 

“ What is the building? ” 

“I will call you again.” 

“ Who is Mr. Cube ? ” 

But she has gone away. 

The episode has lasted about five 
minutes. I return to my work, fuming. 

Five minutes later the foul bell rings 
again. Again we go through the pro- 
tracted ritual by which Mr. Cube is put 
in touch with the outside world. Again 
the three girls pass me along, as men 
throw bricks from one to another, un- 
loading a barge. They do not care how 
long I wait or what questions I ask — I 
am mere telephone-fodder for Mr. Cube. 

At last a loud and masterful male 
voice says, “ Hullo ! ” 

“Hullo.” 

“ Look here, old chap, about to-night. 
You know there ’s no doubt in my mind 
that we ’ve got to be firm with Footle 
and his lot or he 11 stampede the whole 
Committee. Well, I’ll tell you what 

I ’ve done ” 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” 

“Hullo? Hullo? Is that you, Mor- 
timer ? ” 

“No. It ’s Mr. Haddock. I was told 
somebody ” 

“Mr. Haddock? Ob, I beg your 
pardon. I thought my secretary said 
— Hullo ? Is Mr. Haddock there then ? ” 
“Yes. Speaking.” 

“Is that you, Mr. Haddock? ” 
“Yes.” 

“Mr. ’ a. P. Haddock?” 

“YES!” 

“ Oh I Well, Mr. Haddock, I hope 
you don’t mind my ringing you up. It ’s 
like this ” 

But let us not prolong the painful 
story. Mr. Cube has no idea of giving 
me money. On the contrary, he wants 
me to do something for him ; he wants 
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Irishman (in the boat). “Hi! H.^nny, I want ye to meet a friend av 
MINE. SH.AKB HANDS WID MiSTHER O’HOOLiaAN,” 


me to make a speech at some ghastly 
dinner, he wants me to lecture at a 
school, he wants me to write an article 
about a deserving charity, he wants me 
to insure my life . . . And he has 
taken up ten whole minutes of my valu- 
able time besides poisoning my mind 
with irritation. Curse you, Mr. Cube 1 
Let me tell you that my time is as 
valuable to me as yours to you, and, 
having no young women to assist me, 
I have even less time to spare. I do 
7wt mind your ringing me up, but I 
hotly object to your ringing me up on 
the instalment system. 

Curse you, Mr. Cube I A. P. H. 


He-Women at Henley. 

“L. H. P. Gunther, who comes from Hol- 
land, is also out for the Diamond Sculls. 

There is an unusually large number of 
women competitors .” — Evening Pajger. 

If they mil give diamonds as prizes 
this is only to be expected. 

“Ladies Take Pride in Knowing Venus 
H.AD NO Shape. 

Famous Artists And Dressmakers Declare 
De Milo Was Too Fat To Get Into A Taxicab 
And Would Hot Be Accepted In Police Society 
Today .” — Headlines in Hanhoio Paper. 

But if police night-club circles are half 
i as exclusive in Hankow as they are in 
I London this means nothing. 
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Qp... p--. jp- They seemed to me to be very good, few moments, regained their seK-com- 

SCULPTURE IN 1929. j should not have guessed off-hand posure and went by. 

I don’t think that the people of that a wind or whatever it was would The figure of Night is a grim sitting 

England definitely resent sculpture, be represented by the figure of a stout shape with one massive stone paw held 

On the whole they acquiesce in it. female Channel-swimmer whose legs above a body prostrate on its knees — 
Once given the lead, however — well, werefatterthanher head, but, on think- the body of an old or a tired man. 
what happened to the statues that the ing it over and looking at it again and Is it beautiful ? ” I asked my friend. 
Romans left behind in their villas and again, I found myself wondering how “I don’t know what you mean by 


Is it beautiful ? ” I asked my friend. 
“I don’t know what you mean by 


the effigies of the saints when the any wind could be represented more ‘ beautiful,’ ” he said. ‘‘It is Night.” 
Ironsides of Oliver* Cromwell got at beautifully and significantly than that. “It is not administering corporal 
them ? Rouse his attention and every The Underground Railway is the cave of punishment to Day, is it ? ” I inquired. 
Londoner has a stonebreakei'’s hammer the winds, and no one who has gone “ It is blotting-out the exhaustion of 
in his attach6-case. round a corner and been suddenly over- Toil,” he told me. “It is magnificent. 

The daily papers, therefore, do no whelmed by one of those wild gusts It is tremendous. An eternal gesture 

rronrl f.r\ -hUA /yanapy nf i” ~ in csfnvin ** 


good service to the cause of 
peace in taking note of the 
various carvings, bas-reliefs | 
and specimens of statuary 
which are breaking out like 
a rash on our new residential 
and industrial mausoleums. 
These things, if no fuss were 
made about them, would pass 
off quietly enough and in a 
few years’ time be sufficiently 
dirty to fade unobtrusively 
into the rest of the surround- 
ing grime. A city that has 
allowed Trafalgar Square to 
become an arena for the dis- 
play of its most blatant ad- 
vertisements is not going out ' 
of its "way to be bothered by 
a few statues stuck up half- 
way to the sky in its narrower 
streets. 

Stung against my own 
better judgment by curiosity 
about the new Underground 
Offices at St, James’s Park 
Station, I made a special 
journey to behold them, tak- 
ing with me aman who knows 
the right thing to say about 
sculpture (however fierce) 
when it occurs. An anxious 
little knot of persons (holding 
newspapers) was already 
gathered on the pavement, 
hurting their necks in the 
efforb to appreciate the col- 
ossal-building which soared 
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iu stone.” 

“You are sure it is no'; 
meant to be Lord Ashfield ? ” 

“No.” 

“Well, I think it’s very 
fine,” I said. “Let’s come 
and. look at Day.” 

“The infernal idiocy of all 
this criticism,” he burst out 
suddenly, “lies in the fact 
that everyone in Eugland 
who looks at a piece of sculp- 
ture expects it to be vaguely 
Greek, They forget that all 
sorts of races have hewm 
grotesque and terrible gods 
out of the mountains, that 
kings have wished to repre- 
sent themselves with tremen- 
dous feet and arms to show 
their strength, with huge 
wings, with great eyes ” 

“ Andbignoses,” I broke in. 

“ Or anything you like,” he 
said impatiently. “Just be- 
cause the Greeks concentrated 
on certain harmonious propor- 
tions of the human figure 
people seem to think that that 
is the only imaginative idea 
which sculpture can properly 
express,” 

By this time we were look- 
ing up at Day. I knew im- 
mediately, from what he had 
told me about Night, that we 
were on to another good 
thing. -Superficially thisother 


whitely up intotbe sky. But there was smelling of brown-paper which rage grim monster, in front of which a child 
no serious traffic-jam. Now and then a through it can deny the symbolical seemed to be standing with arms uncom- 
large yellow motor-bus, full of Ameri- truth of these charming bas-reliefs. forbably twisted back so that the palms 
cans, would arrive and, slowing down I then lowered my eyes to contem- were laid upon the monster’s shoulders, 
but not stopping altogether, permit the plate Epstein’s monumental figures of might not have seemed to represent 
guide, shooting out one hand, to explain Night and Day. They surmount pouti- Day, any more than it represented 
what the imiQ furore w^as about. British cos, or what I imagine will be porticos. Devolution or the late Cabinet’s Local 
workmen were poised here and there You have to walk round the corner from Government Bill 
on scaffolding-planks, wearing the sar- Night to look at Day. After that, if “ This is the morning youth of Toil,” 
dome look of those who serve Art you are not run over, you Avalk round said my friend. “ See how the hands of 
indignantly and at trade-union wages the corner from Day and look once Day support it as it goes out reluctantly 
^ , J .1 , more at Night. Several people were to face the struggle renewed.” 

I opened my mouth, threw back doing this. Others happily going about “I thought he didn’t look very 
head and scrutinised first of all the their paths, busy middle- aged men, slim bucked,” I said. 

suddenly “ I suppose you ’d have liked to see 
-nr conscious that some accident had hap- a god racing through the clouds on a 

the East Wind, Bed Dragon and Pung. pened, gazed up uneasily, wavered a chariot ? ” he suggested. 




I thought about this for a while. 

Ai*e you quite sure that the larger 
figure doesn’t represent Lord x^sh- 
FiELD ? ” I asked. 

“ Quite.” 

*^And the smaller one a strap- 
hanger?” 

Quite.” 

I wonder why Day has such a very 
flat head,” I said at last, not knowing 
what else to say. *^It will be a vron- 
derful rendezvous for the pigeons.” 

x\nd then, moving a little apart from 
him, I tried to overhear the words of 
another Londoner, who was also talking 
about Day. 

“ S’ far as I can make cut,” lie was 
saying to his companion, ‘‘it’s all a 
kind of joke to get publicity for the 
thing, as you might say. They gefc 
people talking about it, and they come 
and see it and write letters to the 
papers, and the whole thing acts as a 
kind of advertisement, if you take my 
meaning.” 

The other man chewed the cud of 
this great thought. Then his face 
brightened. 

‘‘Ah, well,” he said, “I dessay in a 
few weeks it T1 all be forgotten.” 

Not far off from the white head of 
Day I noticed a bronzed and burly 


English workman holding a rope and 
looking down at us with infi.oite scorn. 
Then I heard the first man speak 
again. 

“What I say is,” he argued, “that 
before doing anything like that they 
ought to submit it to the public, and 
put photographs up in the stations. 
Like a beauty contest, if you take what 
I mean. Who uses the Underground, 
I should like to know? Me and you, 
don’t we ? ” 

“ Ar,” said the other man. 

Emotionally exhausted and return- 
ing my neck to its original position 
with a click, I called upon my friend 
to lead me home. As we were having 
our tickets clipped in St. James’s Park 
station, I said to the clipper, “ What 
do you think of Epstein’s statues of 
Day and Night ? ” 

“ Can’t say that I ’ve seen them yet,” 
he answered a little brusquety. ‘ ‘ Except 
in the papers.” 

“ You ought to,” I told him. “ They 
are eternal gestures in stone.” 

He gave me a stare in which I like 
to think there was more pity than 
disdain. Evob. 

“In Palestine they speak the aromatic lan- 
guage .” — Schoolboy Amwer, 

Just like in Billingsgate, 


JESSICA IN LONDON. 

St. Paul’s. 

Have you been to St. Paul’s ? 
It ’s the loveliest place 
That ever I ’ve seen. 

In front there *s a Queen 
(This will help you in case 
You don’t know wdien you ’re 
there), 

And high in the air ' 

Is a very big dome ; 

I could show it to you — 

Oh, ever so far I — 

On a clear summer day 
Prom the attic at home. 
Inside it ’s all grey ; 

And statues there are 
Of people who ’re dead ; 

And over your head 
In beautiful rags 
Are banners and flags. 

There ’s a gallery too 
Eight up in the walls 
Where the tiniest sound 
Goes all the -way round. 

You ’d love it I know — 

JDo go 

To St. Paul’s. E. P. 


“ Wanted, Junior Shorthorn Typist.” 

Advt, in Bristol Baper, 
We find the Eed Jersey kind are the best. 
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A LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

As a beacon ashore to a mariner lost in the ocean, 

Who, blistered and bored, is aroused to new life at the 
sight 

And observes, in stentorian accents suffused with emotion, 
Land Ho ! ’’ (if tliat ’s right) ; 

As the fairy-borne glimmer that comes in the deeps of the 
fen-land 

To persons who Ve given up visions of shelter and grub 

And directs them, avoiding the bogs, till those night-ridden 
men land 

In peace at a pub ; 

0 star in the cinema’s blackness, 0 ruddy and radiant, 
Whose path down the gangway I follow with faltering 

feet 

By invisible perils and down a precipitous gradient 
At last to a seat, 

So, and more so, are you. But for you I am ^veak and 
unsteady ; 

You find me the fauteuil wherein I deposit my weight 

With a sigh of relief ; and, if somebody ’s in it already, 

We know that it ’s fate. 

In the mental repose that the cinema somehow induces, 
When thought wanders out in a kind of reflective con- 
tent, 

Which, considering all things, is one of its principal uses, 
Though not what was meant, 

1 remember the torch, and I ponder awhile on the bearer, 
The shape among shadows that led me ; the light was 

too dim 

To observe her as well as I would, but — I couldn'^t say 
fairer — 

She struck me as slim. 

Are you lovely, O maiden ? If so, to be lost in the darkness, 
To move as a ghost in the midnight, were little but shame; 

Though of course, if you ’re plain, with a form of spinsterian 
starkness, 

It ’s all in the game. 

Do you rise with delight for the thought of the day and its 
talkies, 

And pass to your rest with a tear for the joys that are 
gone ? 

Can you thrill all the week to a week of continuous 
squawkies ? 

Or, t ’other way on, 

Are you sick to the heart of the reel in its infinite reeling? 
The sea-lion bellow of heroine, hero and vamp, 

Has it pulped you and squashed you, and left you a thin a' 
without feeling, 

Just nothing — a lamp ? 

O shade unsubstantial and dreamlike, half seen and half 
guessed at, 

O silhouette seemingly comely, I ’m quite unaw^are 

What you really are like in your smartest of frocks and 
your best hat, 

Nor do I much care. 

Your position in life may be pleasing, perhaps, or pathetic ; 
Your personal charms may be many or, possibly, none ; 

But I thought, as a subject for verse, you might turn out 
poetic ; 

And here it is, done. Dum-Dum. 


ELIZABETH AND THE RUSHUN BALLY. 

“ My new young man an’ me ’ad a bit of an argyment 
about this Eushun bally,” remarked Elizabeth. I thort 
it was a sorter concert-party, bub ’e was certain it ’ad some- 
think to do with the Bolshie bizness, 

“ ' We mighter ’s well go an’ see wot it ’s orl about,’ ’e ses. 
‘ P’r’aps there ’ll be a scrap where we can orl join in.’ ’E ’s 
a reel sporty young man, you see, ’m, an’ likes a bit o’ life. 
An* that ’s ’ow we come to go.” 

“I hope you enjoyed yourself, Elizabeth,” I said politely. 
Lor, ’m, you don’t go to the Eushun bally to enjoy your- 
self. ’Arrowin’ is wot I calls it. I once read about the 
Eushuns ’avin’ a miserable sorter life. But I never thort 
things could be so un-’omelike for them. There was one 
scene where a chap and ’is wife ’ad such a small ’ouse 
they ’ad to come out into the street every time they wanted 
to ’ave a bit of a quarrel. An’ the neighbours ’ad no 
manners, they orl rushed on in the very middle of the scrap 
an’ took sides. Wot would married life be in England if 
that sorter thing w^ent on ... I mean, if you couldn’t ’ave a 
fight in peace ? There ’d be an end of orl lor an’ order in 
no time. 

And the queer way these ’ere Eushuns go on . . . don’t 
seem to tork to each other like you an’ me, ’m, but dash 
about the place dawncin’, endin’ up with one leg in the air. 
1 tell you, ’m, I should find it a strain that sorter thing — 
carried on reg lar. W’y they must ’ave got a dawnce for 
everything they want to say in Eusher. If they want to 
tell the butcher to leave pork chops for dinner, I suppose 
they ’ve got steps for that. But life can’t be easy goin’ on 
in that way. It’s a blessin’ to ’ave a tongue in your ’ead, 
I ses.” 

‘‘Not always,” I replied. I endeavour to check loquacity 
in Elizabeth, but it is uphill work at times. “ Don’t forget 
to close the door when you go out, Elizabeth.” 

The hint fell on stony ground. 

“ Certainly, ’m ; now, where was I ? ” 

“ Where you ’ve been for the last ten minutes, Elizabeth — 
i standing near the window rather in my light.” 

I “ Sorry, ’m. But as I was sayin’ about the queerness of 
j the Eushuns — to see them ’avin’ a picnic beats orl. They 
put a tablecloth on the ground, set out glarses an* so on, 
an’ I ses to myself now they ’re goin’ to ’ave a good set-to. 
But they got no further than spreadin’ the clotli. Just as 
they sat round, one of ’em starts dawncin’ an’ that sets 'em 
orl orf. That blessed picnic ended in ’em orl standin’ on 
one leg without so much as a pork-pie bein’ cut into or a 
bottle of pop gettin’ uncorked. I lawfed out loud at that, 
but a woman near gave me a nudge an’ tole me that you 
must never lawf at a Eushun bally but ’old yourself in, 
even if you ’re in a state to split your sides. 

“ An’ then to see the fuss they makes o’ small things. The 
\vay they went on when one of ’em brought ’ome a bird in a 
cage. They ’ung it out in the street, there being no room 
in the ’ouse, as far as I could see. An’ then they dawnced 
round about it, an’ fetched their friends and neighbours, an’ 
iliey dawnced round it too. They couldn’t ’ave made more 
to-do if it ’ad been a white elephant. Pore things, it made 

me fair pity ’em. In a manner o’ speakin’ ” 

“You certainly have a manner of speaking,” I interposed. 
“Was that a ring at the front-door, Elizabeth ? ” 

^ “No, ’m. An’ the queer ideer come to me, ’m, that lots 
o’ Eushuns must go on like that, tyin’ theirselves in knots 
when they ’re *extra pleased about somethink, an’ p’r’aps 
they die if nobody ’s there to undo ’em, 

“My young man couldn’t make ’ead nor tail of it. ‘If 
that ’s bally Eussher, give me ’ole England,* ’e ses. I don’t 
wonder the pore things came out so bad in the War. An’ 
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the next time I goes out for an evernin’ it'll be to the 
pictures, where I can get a good laugh or a good cry — ^you 
can’t ’ave neither at the Bushun bally.” F, K. K. 

A Glimpse of the Impossible. 

“Inner Cabin with 2 Berths above each other.” 

Shipping Annciincement. 

Le Mot Juste. 

“Bollee Skating. Three Sessions Daily.” — Advt. in Local Paper. 
We always* consider that we have escaped lightly if we get 
off with three painful sessions to the minute. 

Nest-£ggs for the Nether Regions. 

“ Sir, — Mr. seems to have missed the point of my previous 

letter. I stated that a beneficiary ... if he dies before he has 
entered on h’s pension all his contributions, plus accumnlaiions 
at compound interest at 2-J per cent., will be returned to him.” 

Letter to Northern Paper. 


TO A FAT FRIEND. 

[A doctor recently stated at the London Sessions that a good test of 
a man’s sobriety was his ability to lace up his boots.] 

Charles, if some zealous but misguided creature, 
Deeming you drunk, should order your arrest, 

Not yours, I trust, though innocent, to feature 
In this unseemly test. 

Slim men may pass this new ordeal. For them it is, 
If guiltless of the charge, a simple feat ; 

Your upper with your nethermost extremities 

Have long since ceased to meet. A. K. 


“An American visitor asked me vrhat we English do with our fire- 
places in the summer .” — Gossip Column in Morning Paper, 

We could have told him. We burn coal in ours. 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

The Toundling. 

Soon after Sarah November was born 
her mother left her on a doorstep be- 
cause she had several children already 
and thought somebody else might take 
care of this one for her. Bub she didn’t 
leave a label or anything like that with 
her, so the people at the Home had to 
find a name for her, and they called 
her November because that was the 
month they found her on the doorstep, 
and Sarah because they believed in 
I giving foundlings unfashionable names 
* so that they shouldn’t think they were 
I as good as other people. And 
j they dressed her up as a found- 
I ling so that there shouldn’t be 
I any mistake about it. 

( Well when Sarah November 
was old enough to earn her 
living they said to her what 
work would you like to do? 

And she said well I have never 
cared much about doing work. 

And they said no we know you 
haven’t, but of course you must 
earn your living, would you like 
to go out to service ? 

And she said oh well I can 
try it, so they got her a situa- 
tion and she went out to 
service. 

I Well she didn’t care much for 
I it except that she didn’t have 
I to dress up as a foundling any 
f longer, but she could imitate 
I peoplerather well, so when they 
I grumbled at her for not doing 
i* enough work she made them 
j laugh, and so they kept her on 
! longer than they would have 
1 done. But at last they said 
! well this can’t go on for ever, 

1' laughing is all very well but it 
I doesn’t wash up plates, you 
I must find another situation. 

Well she didn’t take any 
trouble about doing that, but 
on the last day before she had 
to leave she put on her best clothes and l 
went out, and one of the first people she « 
saw was a rich old lady in a bath-chair. 
Bo she went up to her and said do you 
want a companion who can make you 
laugh ? because if so I shall be out of a 
situation to-morrow and I could come 
to you. 

And the old lady said well I shouldn’t 
mind that, I like laughing and the last 
companion I had was rather dismal, 
what could you do to make me laugh ? 
And Sarah November said oh I could 
imitate the people who come to see you 
after they have gone. I will imitate 
the bath-chairman for you if you like. 

So she did that, and the old lady 
laughed, especially when the bath- 


chairman got angry about it, and she 
engaged Sarah November as her com- 
panion, and she imitated all the nephews 
and nieces who came to see the old lady, 
and the doctor, and the clergyman of 
the church she went to, and the old 
lady laughed a good deal and felt all 
the better for it. But presently nobody 
came to see her any more, because they 
didn’t like being laughed at, so she said 
to Sarah November well I think it is 
time I had a new companion so you 
must fiind another situation. 

And Sarah November said well I 
don’t mind, I have got rather tired of 
this, but you must give me three new 



If you go on LiiiE this feople v/ill begin to talk.’ 


dresses and some hats and shoes to go 
with them, and twelve pairs of silk 
stockings. 

Well the old lady was rather sur- 
prised at that, and she said what will 
happen if I don’t ? And Sarah November 
said well I will tell you what will 
happen. When you go out in your 
bath-chair I shall go out in another 
one behind you and imitate you all the 
time, and people will laugh at you. 

Well the old lady didn’t want that, 
so she gave Sarah November those 
t hingSjbecausesbe was quite rich enough 
for it not to matter to her, and Sarah 
November thanked her and said she 
would come and amuse her sometimes 
for nothing. 


Well the next thing Sarah November 
did for a living was to be a mannequin 
in a very expensive shop, because she 
had some nice clothes now and she 
could imitate being a lady, so when 
she went to the shop they thought she 
was better than she really was and 
they were lucky to get her. And they 
paid her plenty of wages and gave her 
some more nice clothes as well, because 
if she wanted anything very much she 
didn’t show it off well, and they said 
oh that is no good you can have it for 
yourself. 

And that went on for some time, but 
Sarah November got rather tired of it 
because the hours were too long 
and there was too much stand- 
ing to suit her, so she said to 
herself I don’t see why I 
shouldn’t go on the stage. 

So she went on the stage, 
and they were glad to have hei 
there because she had seen so 
many duchesses and countesses 
and people like that when she 
was a mannequin and could 
imitate them so well that she 
was almost like one herself, 
and they like that on the stage. 

Well she got on. fairly well 
on the stage and several people 
fell in love with her, because 
she was quite nice-looking es- 
pecially when she was dressed 
up. But she didn’t want to get 
married just yet, and it was a 
good deal of trouble to learn 
up her parts, so she thought 
she would go on the films. 

So she did that, and she was 
quite a success on the films, 
and she made plenty of money 
besides by letting them put 
pictures of her in the news- 
papers saying she owed it all 
to somebody’s face cream or 
tooth paste, and presently the 
people in the Home said why 
there can’t be two Sarah 
Novembers and this must be 
our one, but we never should have re- 
cognised her, she looks quite like a lady. 
Well that wouldn’t have mattered 
much, but Sarah November’s mother 
whose real name was Mrs. Bunce saw 
a film one night wdth her in it, and she 
had found out what name they had 
given her in the Home, so she went 
there and said I want my daughter. 

Well the end of it was that Mrs. 
Bunce made herself a positive nuisance 
to Sarah November, because her hus- 
band was dead by this time and her 
other children weren’t any good to her, 
and she was so poor that she couldn’t 
buy herself proper clothes and looked 
simply awful. And Sarah November 
didn’t mind giving her money, but she 
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icoihld spend such a lot of it on gin that 
she wasn’t any more respectable than 
before, and Sarah November conld never 
get rid of her. 

So she said to her mother look here 
if you go on like this people will begin 
to talk. It would have done me a lot 
of harm already only that I have told 
everybody that you are a drunken char- 
woman who once saved my life in a 
fire and so I go on being kind to you. 

But Mrs. Bunce only hiccoughed, so 
then Sarah November knew she had 
got to do something about it. So what 
she did vras to have it put in all the 
newspapers that Mrs. Bunce was really 
her mother who had left her on a door- 
step when she was a baby, and she was 
a foundling and had gone out as a 
general servant when she was only 
fifteen. And she had a photograph 
taken of herself and her mother together 
when her mother was sober, and had 
that put in the newspapers too and 
then waited to see what would happen. 

Well what happened was that every- 
body said they couldn’t have believed 
it that anybody like Sarah November 


could have had a mother like that, and 
been a foundling and- begun by going 
out to service, and it was wonderful 
how she had turned herself into what 
she was. And they said she must have 
a heart; of gold besides not to be ashamed 
of it, because most people who had got 
on so well would have wanted to hide 
up all that. 

So Sarah November became the peo- 
ple’s idol, and made so much money 
that she hardly knew how to spend it. 
But by this time she had got rather 
tired of being on the films, because it 
was such hard work, so when a Yiseount 
asked her to marry him she said she 
w^ould, and she pensioned off her mother 
and took up collecting Toby jugs. A. M. 


Another Impending Apology. 

“ Parliaihent. 

The Prime Minister took the oath Sottish 
fashion .” — Evening Fajocr, 

“ Sandhani became brighter and scored five 
4’s off four consecutive balls . . .” 

Evening Paper, 

And they still say cricket is dull ! 


Big BiU. 

A certain dyspeptic old toucan 
Said, “ People think birds at the Zoo can 
Swallow any old thing 
Prom potatoes to string, 

But if I can’t I ’d like to know who can.” 


The American Passion for Souvenir- 
Huntiog ? 

During this spell Tildcn saved five match 
balls .” — Daily Paper. 


“Aberdeen University’s Nev/ 
Chancellor. 

At a meeting of the General Council of St. 
Andrews University yesterday, the Principal 
read a letter from Mr. Baldwin accepting the 
office of Chancellor of the University.” 

Sunday Paper. 

These Scots villages are so confusing. 

“Wembledon Tennis. 

Miss Ridley beat Mrs. Bundy, 6-3, 6-2. 
^Vater, Pass of Plumes, Prince Alex, Bally- 
murphy, Pure Pur, Paramount.” 

Devonshire Paper. 

We consider it extremely unfair to 
report exclamations which could only 
have escaped in the heat of the game. 
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THE RING. 

In a novel, directly the hero has de- 
clared liis passion, he whisks a magnifi- 
cent ring out of bis pocket and slips it 
on to the young lady’s finger. Failing 
that, they go to the jewellers’ next day 
and choose it together. But in real life 
— mine at any rate — ^it is not so. 

When William and I came to a cer- 
tain romantic conclusion behind the 
potting-shed, no mention was made of 
rings. The next day we were both too 
shattered by the awful step we had 
taken to trifle with jewelry. But when 
weeks passed and still no reference vras 
made to it I felt that I ought to help 
him. I knew that he had no female 
relations, was a noted woman-hater 
and had always shunned society. Being 
that rare thing, a Naval officer with a 
passion for hunting, he 
had spent all his scanty 
leaves with horse and 
hound. It was possible 
that he had never read 
a novel. So I broached -f}.' — 

the subject tactfully. '■\\^ { i-1 Plfil 
“Eingl ” he exclaimed, q 
‘‘Do you mean a wed- i-iA y 
ding-ring ? ” ■■.r — ] 

I explained that it 111: 1 
was customary to plight j I 

one’s troth with some- '■ ‘ 

thing more substantial 'I,! 

and costly than words. '• r'| 

“ That just shows my ' . 

ignorance of the world,” 
he said. “ How should 1 ]1|y 

I know what people do ' . 

when they ’re engaged ? 

I ’ve been at sea since I 

was sixteen, and I don’t ^ Jeweller (en 

waste my time ashore 

at parties. Well. T’m 

always out to learn. But what use 


presents, but I don’t ^vant to waste my This great effort having failed, Wil- 
money on trinkets. A tiseful ring, of liam wu^ote me a despairing letter. He 
course, would be quite different ; I can said that the whole business was beyond 
see some sense in that. You are such a him ; he knewnothing about these jewels, 
comfort to me, Mum. I don’t know I was to do as I liked, and he would 
what I should do without you.” provide the price of a saddle to pay for 

Next day he returned from hound it. His Great-Aunt, thoroughly roused, 
exercise with a pleased expression, wrote by the same post, offering me in 
“ Well, old lady, I had a look at those William’s name a dazzling choice of 


rings on the way home,” he 


It sounded like a rajah’s royal 


anxious to show himself interested in gift. After deep thought I told him that 
my ideas. “Between ourselves, I find I had chosen diamonds (white stones) 
that I can get a very handsome one, and rubies (red stones). 


solid gold and so on, for a fiver. 


The ring amused William’s family 


ever, we agreed not to announce the for a month. They took a personal 
engagement yet, so I bought you a pair interest in it. His Great-Aunt kept 
of spurs instead. Now, that is the sort remembering tags of lore about pearls 
of present that I really enjoy giving being unlucky to a bride, and that 


-more in my own line.” 


was wiiat I would be some day, 


Time passed too swiftly, and he re- one could not be too careful ; and, of | 
joined his ship abroad. The seed which course, diamonds meant “faithful unto 

— death,” and she was 

! \ sure we should be that ; 

^ ' rubies would^ not suit 

Hefanciedasap- 
' 1 '' phire,tomatchmyeyes, 
rn ^ considered a 

I chrysoprase ? There was 

’5i !pli ' in-laws, favoured emer- 

, 7 ' The pace was too good i 

mimg hoy). ' Now I want a lad who ’ll take an interest fn last Willim-n rp- 1 

KA'P Axn? WTin TrT?T?T»CI TTTO ■PVT’ /-vxt rnTrin n-r r\r^u’ att mTT.n . * . «; Xl, J.C i 










Jeireller {engacimg boy). “ Now I want a lad who ’ll take an interest 
IN HIS work, and not ONE WHO KEEPS HIS EYE ON THE CLOCK ALL THE 
TiaiE.” 


waste my time ashore ® clock all the turning from exercises 

at parties. WeU, I’m — with the Fleet, found 

always out to learn. But what use I had planted sprouted. One day that his favourite polo pony had died, 
would a ring be to you? I’d much letter arrived from his Great- Aunt Jane, He wrote to say that the tragedy had 

rather give you a saddle.” saying that her dear nephew had asked precipitated a financial crisis. Would I 

I told him not to heed my idle chatter her to help him with the difficult mat- be a sportsman and drop the rinc? ques- 
pd we changed the conversation. But ter of the ring. So she had just tion until next quarter ? Meanwhile 
it had planted a disturbing seed in his reminded him of his grandmother’s would I please send him out two taii- 
mind. He sought my mother’s advice, jewelry, which had been left to him. bandages and a pair of clippers ? 

^ Look here, Mum, he said, tramp- This was followed by an excited let- As it happened, his ship was ordered 
mg into the hall, very worried — “ what ter from William, whose ideas were now home unexpectedly and we were married 
do you think that the child wants me soaring above signet-rings. Wasn’t it a at once. James helped William to 
to do now? Buy her a ring. She says splendid scheme of G.-A. Jane’s? Now choose the wedding-ring. That was 
it s the correct thing to do. It shows that he came to think of it, he did the only one he ever bought me. 
how unfitted I am to be Aa married man ; seem to remember seeing his grand- So you see what I meant about rings ^ 
I know nothing about you wonderful mother wearing rings. Not that he ’d The novelists are misleading, 
women. ^ ^ been interested in rings before he met — 

Mother replied soothingly that it was me, of course. There was sure to be one xvh.r -o • -d n . 

something that he had given me. It At this juncture his brother James Or iirV,,. <- n . iS ^ 

need not entail gi-oss extravagance. A took a hand in the game. He said that ^ w jou 

s.^et-ring vorild do very wel Great-Aunt J. had consulted him about HarbvLaudee? 

't brightened. “With my the rings, and he had \yritten to tell »For disposal, mineral water business- 
ciest on it, you mean.^ Like a man William that they were quite unsuitable, vendor has new ideas.” — Daily Fajoer, 


mind. He sought my mother’s advice. 

“Look here, Mum,” he said, tramp- 
ing into the hall, very worried — “what 
do you think that the child wants me 
to do now ? Buy her a ring. She says 
it ’s the correct thing to do. It shows 
how unfitted I am to be a married man ; 
I know nothing about you wonderful 
women.” 

Mother replied soothingly that it was 
natural that I should want to wear 
something that he had given me. It 
need not entail gross extravagance. A 
signet -ring would do very well. 

His face brightened. “With my 
crest on it, you mean? Like a man 
wears ? Then she could seal up parcels 
and things with it. I love giving her 


‘‘ Why go to the Russian Ballet when j^ou 
Cc^n see a Scotsman dance ? ” — S^mday Paper. 


“Bor disposal, mineral water business; 
vendor has new ideas .” — Daily Paper, 


I gathered that they were either cameos, We hope no one has put alcohol into 
or made of plaited hair. liis head. 






. AS ILLUSTRATED.” 

I \VA^:T, if I may, to introduce to you 
cue or two friends, fellow- customers of 
ours at the Stores. They are awfully nice 
people really. A trifle unexpected now 
and again perhaps, but one gets used 
to that in time. They are all people 
we have been meeting regularly once a 
month for some time now in the Stores’ 
monthly circular. 

The very young noarried gentleman 
with the nicely brushed hair whom you 
see on the front cover, using bis right 
arm to mow a crazy pavement with a 
very special lawn-mower, priced com- 
plete at 455. IM., and carrying under 
the other a super-Wimbledon tennis- 
racket, is Horace. Horace is a great 
gardener. Despite the evidence of the 
tennis-racket, I don’t really think that 
Horace finds much time for games. 
But Mrs. Horace, whom you see peep- 
ing roguishly out of the latest rot- proof 
canvas couch-hammock and keeping 
Horace well down to it, usually lets 
him carry a sports implement of some 
sort around with him. No doubt it all 
helps. 


You don’t meet many fellows like 
Horace, even in the pages of the Stores’ 
circular. A little earlier in the year 
we saw him trundling a concrete-filled 
garden-roller about with one hand, his 
pipe tightly grasped in the other, smil- 
ing urbanely and looking as if he really 
enjoyed it. Mrs. H. was there, of 
course, giving him her encouragement 
and waiting to give him moreover an 
all-British solid steel edging-tool as 
soon as he finished the rolling. 

The young chap onpageS is Algernon. 
Now, frankly, Algernon is a little vain. 
As you can see he has recently closed 
with an astounding offer of a four-piece 
plus-four suit at 89s. 6d. in shades of 
brown, grey and lovat ; and, so that you 
may make no mistake, he is walking 
about (in, I think, Hyde Park, though I 
can’t quite place the landscape) wearing 
I the coat, vest and knickers and carry- 
ing the lounge trousers over his right 
arm. This, I admit at once, is not in 
the best taste. 

Still it is only fair to say that, proud 
as he is of his clothes, Algy does not 
always do things quite so blatantly. 
Last month, it is true, he bought some 


new undies and half-a-dozen poplin 
shirts in neat stripes at the bargain 
price of 10s. 6d. each to clear, and pro- 
ceeded at once to get inside the undies 
and stand about in them only, -with the 
shirts draped three over each arm. But 
he was photographed doing this in the 
privacy of his own apartment, leaning 
against a gentleman’s wai'drobe in a 
rich dark shade of oak with ample 
hanging and drawer accommodation, 

I should now like you to meet the 
middle-aged gentleman (page 13) whom 
you see on the “Popular Gents’ Eoad- 
ster Bicycle.” He is a very old friend 
of ours. He used to play golf quite a 
lot. But he alvrays employed an inor- 
dinately high tee, his stance was un- 
usual, and somehow or other he never 
seemed to me to be bringing the club- 
head through properly. I am not alto- 
gether surprised to find that he has 
given the game up for cycling. 

Of course he has to take some form 
of exercise. As you can see (you can 
see still better by turning to page 16, 
where he appears in nothing but a suit of 
the new artificial silk underwear for dis- 
cerning men), he has just a tendency , 





to obesity. I hope the cycling will do 
him good. But ne really must take it 
seriously. He mustn’t mind losing the 
crease in his pleasing shade of grey soap- 
shrunk flannel trousers. • 

I find I haven’t yet introduced you 
. to the ladies. This, to be candid, is 
because, apart from Mrs. Horace, I 
frequently have a little difficulty in 
distinguishing them. But I think I 
definitely recognise the pair of legs on 
page 8 as belonging to the young lady 
enclosed in the inexpensive but smart 
bathing-wrap ovelieaf — the one stand- 
ing in the queiie immediately behind 
the girl in the useful tennis frock for 
warm days. If I am not mistaken she 
is the rather bright young thing whom 
a month ago we saw in a more inti- 
mate garment smiling coyly across the 
page- at Algy as the latter (in combina- 
tions) was adjusting one of his improved 
sock-suspenclers. This, so far as we! 
know% was the first time they had met. 

Perhaps, as I hinted, they are a little 
out of the ordinary, these fellow- cus- 
tomers of ours. But most likeable people 
when you get to know them. 

A Piercing Glimpse of the Obvious* 

** Smith fired several shots into the head 
o{ the lion, and was no doubt eventually re- 
sponsible for its death .’" — Daily Dax^ev. 


FROM THE UP-TRAIN. 

Oh, scarce you ’ye time to see things 
When sixty is her run ; 

Impressions break like tea-things, 

Fly all to bits like tea-things, 

I But look, I ’ve saved you one, 

I ’ve caught and kept you one 
This very, day, and framed it 
' ■ For all it fled so fleet ; 

And ‘‘Nymph” is what I’ve named 
it, ^ 

I ’ve named ifc, I ’ve named it, 

And “ Nymph is what 1 ’ ve named it 
“ With poppies in the wheat,” 

All frolic and complete, 

I glimpsed her for, I ’ve reckoned, 

One fraction of a view, 

One half of half a second, 

One quarter of a second, 

We running over-due 
(At Taplow over-due). 

We up the track a- whooping 
At sixty miles an hour, 

As down she bent, just stooping, 

Just stooping, just stooping, 

As down she bent, just stooping 
To pick one scarlet flower, 

A girl like sun and shower. 

Yes, April caught in Summer, 

She stooped among the corn, 


And (blue it, did become her, 

Did very much become her) 

Her gown was blue as morn, 

Blue- vivid as the morn ; 

Her head was golden, golden ; 

Her face I failed to see, 

But here I am beholden, 

Beholden, beholden, 

But here I am beholden 
To rose 7 buds on the tree — 

A wild rose it shall be. 

Now, since I ’ve gone a-guessing, 

I ’d better just be bold" 

And add tha|i she ’s a blessing, 

A perfect little blessing, 

With heart, like head, pure gold — 

A very girl of gold ; 

And, if you doubt my cunning 
■ To paint a portrait true, 

When next to Town you ’re running 
(At Taplow^ over-due), 

Just look wdiere fields lie sunning, 

Lie sunning, lie sunning, 

Just look where fields lie sunning 
And, slim and gold and blue, 

Perhaps you ’ll see her too ; 

Good luck at least to you ! 

P.E. C. 

Commercial Candour. 

“ S. &■ Son, Worst Wood Carvers, Jewel- 

lers and Silversmiths .” — Indian Advertisement, 




THE PAETY CHEST. 

Me. MacDonald. “THIS IS OHE NEW DESIGN. SIE. I UNDEESTAND THAT YOU 
EAVOUE DEESS-EEEOEM?” 

Me. Lloyd Geoege. “I DO; BUT I SHOULDN’T CAEE TO EXPOSE MY CHEST LIKE 
THAT.” 

[The PiiXME Minister has stated that any consideration of electoral reform would include an inquiry into the use of 
‘huge central funds” employed for party purposes.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Tuesday, July 2nd . — In an atmo- 
sphere of morning-coats and tranquil 
gentility, with only the scarlet and 
ermine of the Lord Chancellor and 
the robes of the other Eoyal Commis- 
sioners to enliven the scene, the King’s 
Speech was read to the respectful Com- 
mons. All concerned had already dis- 
covered it to be a lengthy document 
setting forth an ambitious 
programme of Ministerial 
industry, but not indicating 
in any detail how its enum- 
erated beneficences were go- 
ing to be achieved. 

When the Commons had 
gone back to their own 
place and the Lords settled 
down to business the spec- 
tacle of seven forlorn figures 
occupying the Government 
benches at once took the 
eye. It was hard to believe 
that these seven repre- 
sented the “doings,” the 
serried hosts of Conservative 
peers being, as one might 
say, merely the conversa- 
tional trimmings. Earl 
Eussell, apologising for 
moving the Address in place 
of some younger occupant 
of the back benches, said 
they had only to look at 
the benches (empty) to un- 
derstand the reason. Lord 
De La Ware, seconding 
the motion, was slightly 
more exuberant than his 
colleague in support of the 
Government’s programme. 

Lord Salisbury and Lord 
Beauchamp both paid glow- 
ing tributes to the memory 
of the late Lord Eosebery. 

Lord Paemoor explained 
the Government’s inten- 
tions, or rather continued 
to conceal them, in much 
the same phraseology that 
the Prime Minister -was 
using in another place. 

Then Lord Bledisloe flung in the 
stony faces of the seven a despair- 
ing wail on behalf of the farmers, and 
that was that. 

The Commons assembled in their 
own House at the customary hour to 
hear the King’s Speech read and --as 
they hoped — some of its manifold gen- 
eralities elucidated by the Prime Minis- 
ter. One observed that Sir Nicholas 
Grattan -Doyle had abandoned his 
determined effort to give tone to the 
Liberal Front Bench. One also ob- 
served the grey top-hat of Major Gra- 
ham Pole — surely the first emblem of 


its kind that ever flew from the top- 
perless towers of Socialism. Here 
indeed w^as an omen, a promise that 
the Party in office would be at all costs 
respectable. One saw the Clydesiders 
eye the monstrous portent with un- 
affected disgust, and Mr. Wheatley, so 
far fallen from grace as to wear a black 
coat and a buttonhole, looked ill at ease. 
They took heart wffien Mr. Snell, in 
a pair of shore-going trousers, moved the 


“Humble Address.” The tedium com- 
monly imported into these speeches is 
attributable to the knee-breeches cus- 
tomary to the occasion. They, or per- 
haps the thought of the bill that will 
presently be presented for them, cramp 
the speaker’s style and not, as con- 
gratulating leaders always insist, the 
inhibition against polemics. It must 
be so, for how otherwise would Mr. 
Snell, freed from the trammels of 
Court dress by the absence of ceremonial 
in another place, have made the best 
speech on the Address that the House 
has heard for a long time ? 


Only once did Mr. Snell permit him- 
self to stray from the narrow uncon- 
troversial path. He declared that he 
personally liked the appearance of the 
new" House better than the old. This, 
as Mr. Baldwin later pointed out, w^as 
all very well, but what was Mr. Snell’s 
artistic standpoint? Did he see his 
colleagues through the eye of an Epstein 
or of a Eoyal Academician ? 

If the House, rather overwhelmed 
but in no way disturbed by 
the comprehensively un- 
socialistic King’s Speech, 
expected to be thrilled when 
Mr. MacDonald’s turn 
came to proceed from the 
general to the particular it 
w^as grievously" disappoint- 
ed. The gist of his remarks 
was that whatever they in- 
tended to do W"Ould be dis- 
covered wffien the time came 
to do it. Even on the ques- 
tions propounded by Mr. 
Baldwin, chiefly relating 
to foreign affairs, the Prime 
Minister was non-commit- 
tal. He did, however, ex- 
plain that there would be 
no more Safeguarding and 
that the existing duties 
might be butchered any 
time Mr. Snow’den decided 
to take a Eoman holiday. 
He also dealt w"ith the 
mysterious paragraphia the 
Speech about electoral re- 
form, but left the House 
(and Mr. Lloyd George 
in particular) w^ondering 
whether it w^as zeal for a 
better representation of 
minorities or hostility to 
“huge central funds” that 
most concerned him. 

.Apart from this the 
Prime Minister, whether 
touching upon India or 
reparations or disarma- 
ment or domestic aflfairs, 
was once again the supreme 
exponent of the art of 
saying nothing in many 
and impressive w"ords. 

The House adjourned after he had 
spoken. One felt that the polite form- 
alities were now all at an end. The 
opponents had had their photographs 
taken together ; they" had shaken hands. 
To-morrow they would get dowm to the 
real business of pasting each other in 
the jaw. 

Wednesday, Jtdy 8rd . — This after- 
noon w"e got dowm to business, and the 
business man was the Lord Privy Seal. 
Thera were few glowing spots in the 
patchwork quilt of unemployment -re- 
lieving schemes that Mr. Thomas pre- 



POSSIBLE PEERS TEMPORAL AND TEMPORARY. 

(1) Lord Ammon of Camberwell. (2) Lord Thurtle of Shore- 
ditch. (3) Lord Turner of Batley and ]\Iorley. (4) Lord 
McEntee of Walthamstow. (5) Lord Wedgwood of Newcastle- 
under-Lyme. (6) Lord Wheatley of Shettleston. (7) Lord 
Tillett of Salford. (8) Lord Pethick-Lawbence of Leicester, 
(9) Lord Hayday of Nottingham. (10) Lord Buchanan of Gorbals. 

(11) Lord Kirkwood op Dumbarton. 
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sexited to the House, nor could it in any theatrical folk call* a “hand.” Mr. tion,” the more so as he immediately 
way he described as an original com- Graham looked blushfully surprised to proceeded to give a practical example of 
position. - The proposals were not find himself so popular. Miss Bond- administrative ignorance by putting the 
“ nebulous,” as Mr. Lloyd George field was congratulated by her first estimated cost of the Liverpool Street 
suggested, but few of them were new questioner, and indeed it is some achieve- electrification scheme at seventy-five 
and most of them savoured of more ment to be the first woman Cabinet million to one hundred million pounds, 
Capitalism in our time. Or so Mr. Minister in British history, perhaps in when it is actually one-tenth of that 
Maston and his malcontents, glowering the history of all Parliaments. She sum. Sir L. Worthington-Evans and 
from their fastness, seemed clearly to promptly established another record by Mr. 0. Stanley both criticized Mr. 
think. But at least Mr. Thomas made being easily the most audible occupant Thomas’s proposals in speeches that 
no pretence that the Government would of the Treasury Bench, With the ex- were a mixture of sympathy and cha:ff. 
shortly deliver prosperity to every- ception of Colonel Lane -Box, who : •==: 

body’s door in a ten-ton truck. always gave the impression that he was HARLEY STREET 

Mr. Churchill offered the Lord being strangled by his collar, the late . 

Privy Seal both congratulations and Governmentwasdefinitely more audible. Ihought. 

approval, and dwelt, not without gusto, Questions elicited nothing of import- As I walk down Harley Street, daz- 
on the trouble Mr, Thomas, who zled by brass-plates and awed 

bad already succumbed to Mr. great names upon them, 

Snowden’s financial ortho- \ ^ think with wonder, “All 

doxy, would have with Mr. ^ ^ these great specialists were 


had already succumbed to Mr. 
Snowden’s financial ortho- 
doxy, would have with Mr. 
Lloyd George, who did not 
care two rows of buttons for 
orthodoxy. 

He then turned to survey 
the general political scene and 
incidentally to give the neo- 
phytes a taste of that ' scintil- 
lating Parliamentary dialectic 
that unfortunately nobody else 
in the House but Lord' Hugh 
Cecil can achieve. Naturally 
his best pickled rods' were 
reserved for Mr. Snowden; but 
they can hardly have stung 
worse than the mock sym- 
pathy he extended to the 
Maxtonites, who “ thought 
they were clearing a pathway 
to Utopia for the toiling masses 
and discovered they had only 
set up a ladder for Sir Oswald 
Mosley to climb.” 

The dissatisfied voices of 
Mr. Lloyd George first and 
then Mr. Maxton gave prompt 
support to Mr. Churchill’s 
taunts. Mr. Lloyd George 
thought Mr. Thomas’s unem- 
ployment relief proposals lack- 
ing in boldness, and be warned 










■ -f.- ' 












We2l'7nea7iing Jtmiic {to tired long-distmice rumier). “Be 
careful, ZuR — SPJ tED LIMIT BE ONLY TWELVE MILE AN 
HOUR THROUGH THE VILLAGE.” 


zled by brass-plates and awed 
by the great names upon them, 
I think with wonder, “All 
these great specialists were 
once medical students.” 

As I enter the quiet con- 
sulting-room and see the grave 
face behind the shiny table, 
radiating wisdom and confi- 
dence and calm, I think with 
wonder, “This sagacious healer 
was once a medical student.” 

As I see my dear old doctor 
bending over the bed, soothing, 
gentleand sympathetic,! think 
with wonder, “This magical 
fellow was once a medical 
student.” 

Why the wonder? you ask. 
Because, to judge from the news- 
papers, the medical student 
(I have never met one) is a 
person strangely different from 
the full-grown doctor. 

Many students, we know, are 
apt to turn a little wild from 
time to time ; there seems to 
be something in study which 
inflames the blood. But no 
sort of student is so very wild 
and so often wild (to judge, 1 
hasten to say, by the news- 
papers) as the medical student * 
Whenever I read about him 


the Government that, while a serious ance except the names of the British he is behaving like a wild beast. He 
examination of the problem of elec- delegation to Geneva, which is to in- goes to meetings and throws “stink- 
toral reform would find the Liberals elude two women and Viscount Cecil bombs ” at the speakers ; he distributes 
veritable lambs, any attempts to burke of Chblwood, and the fact that Thomas frogs, mice, squibs and bad smells 
the question would transform them Atkins, Esq., will continue to whet his among the audience; he paints build- 
into roaring lions. Mr, Maxton con- teeth on the well-whacked Argentine ings red and disfigures* ancient monu- 
demned them as the reverse of Social- steer and not on the prime home-killed ments ; he arranges gigantic practical 
istic,^and demanded, as the Govern- that a benevolent Conservative Govern- jokes, hoaxes, impersonations, which 
meat’s first act and deed, legislation ment promised him on the eve of the often lead to free fights between oppos- 
that would put the unemployed beyond Election. ing parties of students, 

the reach of “starvation and insult.” It The debate on the Address, continued, After these battles some of the medi- 

fell, by the irony of fate, to Mr. Lans- produced Sir Oswald Mosley’s maiden cal students appear at the police-court, 
BURY to answer this complaint; but Mr. speech as a Minister. He has some of and some go to hospital. They are (I 
I Lansbury, like a wise man, answered the good and most of the detestable still speak according to report) noisy, 
^ T 7 y 7 m T qualities that make for Ministerial sue- violent, intolerant, ruthless. A desper- 

XfiUTsdO/yy July 4tt}u — ^To-day was cess, but it was a bit early for him to ate set. 
the new Pa.rliament’s first Question speak of his increased confidence “since Now one can understand the ocea- 
day; most of the Ministers made their being confronted with this problem [of sional riots of common miscellaneous 
bow, and some of them got what the unemployment] in practical administra- lay-students, youths who have yet per- 
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A POLICEMAN’S LOT, 

ProvinciaL EXCUSE ME, Constable, but could you kindly dieect us to London’s undeewoeld?” 


haps no clear purpose in life and may 
do anything or nothing. The rowdi- 
ness of a stockbroker still in the larval 
stage will cause little surprise. But I 
maintain that a habit of corporate dis- 
ordeiiiness is worthy of remark in a| 
body of young men who have already 
heard their call and cliosen their course. 
There is nothing else like it that I 
know of. Theological students are not 
particularly noisy ; we never read that 
the law students have demonstrated 
en masse ; and even art students seldom 
get together and throw ^‘stink-bombs” 
at their elders. 

No, there seems to be something in 
the study of medicine which makes 
young men unusually liable to fits of 
frenzy and violence, in which they de- 
light to put on false noses and inflict 
bodily harm on other young gentlemen 
who have dedicated their lives to the 
profession of healing. Can it be that 
the continual dissection of dead frogs 
produces a kind of hard indifference to 
the human being ? Or is it that suddenly 
there comes to the industrious boy the 
thought of a lifetime in Harley Street 
and a tail-coat, and, picking up the 
nearest “ stink- bomb,” he determines 
to be mad while he may ? 

I do not know. No one will ever 
know. But, whatever the explanation 


of that, the much more interesting 
question remains — at what point does 
the medical student we read about turn 
into the tender doctor we know? It 
cannot surely be the work of a day and 
follow automatically the Final Examina- 
tion. There is no precedent in Nature 
for such a change, except the odd trans- 
formation of a caterpillar into a butter- 
fly, and even that takes time. No, no, 
I suspect that traces of the larval wild- 
ness must linger on under the tail-coat 
long after the stags of maturity is 
reached ; and, if that is so, how much 
more must we applaud that self-control 
and rigid discipline with which we are 
all familiar ! Many a patient, they say, 
has been slowly carved to pieces by an 
earnest young surgeon, still absent- 
mindedly supposing that he has a dead 
frog to deal with. And, just so, in off- 
hours the<,kOld Adam (or rather the 
young Adam) must crop up sometimes. 
What disorderly yearnings there may 
be in Harley Street at the close of day ! 
The last patient goes, the last two- 
guineas is entered in the book, and I 
see the tired young specialist turn guilt- 
ily to a secret cupboard, the museum 
of his student days. He takes out some 
favourite old “stink-bomb,” a tin of red 
paint, a false nose or twoi he fingers 
them lovingly and longs for a jolly rag. 


And — who knows? — ^perhaps he is 
not content with longing. It is always 
hotly denied by the boys of Oxford and 
Cambridge that any members of their 
Universit}^ were present in the West 
End on Boat Eace and Bugger Nights. 
The noise, we are told, is the noise of 
others, though the undergraduates get 
the blame. Perhaps, after all, this is 
true, and the worst excesses of Leicester 
Square are the work of Harley Street 
physicians having a night out incognito 
(or -ti ?). 

And of course it may he that the 
newspapers are wrong (such things have 
happened), and medical students are nofc 
very different from miscellaneous stu- 
dents. In which case, of course, the 
interesting speculations above are with- 
out foundation. I am anxious to make 
it plain that that hypothesis has not 
escaped me. 

Nevertheless, as I walk down Harley 
Street. ... A. P. H. 


We have a new maid called Chrys- 
anthemum, 

Who said, “I 've been living at Grant- 
ham, Mum, 

But my mistress took fright, 

For I snored in the night 
To the tune of the National Anthem, 
Mum.” 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

The !Marx Brothees. 

After seeing The Cocoanuts, the new 
musical talkie at the Carlton, I have 
but one wish in life and that is to see 
the Marx Brothers on the real stage. 
Bor they are something new in low 
comedy, fusing the methods of, say, 
CHAEiiiE Chaplin and Stanley Lupino, 
which would tend to show that there 
must be something funnier in the Italian 
blood than one ever perceives in Italy. 
I have sat in many music-halls in that 
country failing wearily to detect any 
drollery in their vaunted drolls ; but mix 
the blood of the Italian buffoon with 
other strains to be found in England 



EVERY COAIFORT AND CONVENIENCE. 

HoTEIi Pboprietor provides guest with 

GARAGE, ELECTRIC LIGHT, LIFT AKD LCVTS. 

Mrs. Potter . , IMiss AIargaret Dumont. 
Hammer .... Hr. Groucho Marx. 

and America, and something irresistible 
to an Anglo-Saxon can he the result. 

I am pursuing the natural assumption 
that the Marx Brothers are of Italian 
extraction because of their Christian 
names and that Mr. Ltjpino is of Italian ’ 
extraction because of his surname, and 
it is notorious that Charlie, although 
born in Manchester, is in part a product 
of that nation. To carry the inquiry 
further an ethnologist would be needed ; 
and so I leave it with the final remark 
that I wonder if this sea -change is 
pleasing or displeasing to the Duce. 

Anyway I advise all amateurs of non- 
sense to see The Goccamits, bedbuse 
there they will find it in fullest flower. 
Take as example the scene in the hotel 
lounge where the two incredible guests, 
Harpo, the red-headed mute, and Oliico, 
his companion, first enter. That Sarpo 
should at once go to the correspondence 
rack and begin to tear up the visitors’ 


letters is surprising and monstrous 
enough ; but for the proprietor, instead 
of protesting, to help him and add that 
he is sorry the next mail is not in yet, 
is to make the absurdity gigantic. This 
spirit controls the evening ; and one is 
bored only by such plot as has been 
thought needful, by the saccharine songs 



Speaking Player Ho dumb ditto). “You 

SPOILA DIS SHOW. It IS A T.ALIOB, AN* YOU 
GETTA DI BIGGEST LAUGHS.” 


Chico Mr. Chico Marx. 

Harpo Mr. Habpo Marx. 


and by the dances of the chorus-girls, 
which are always too long. No matter 
how good those variations might be, we 
should be affronted by them as inter- 
ruptions; because such inspired fools 
as these Marxes are too rare, and we 
hate everything that checks them in 
their thefts (even of false teeth from 
the mouth and the shirt from a detec- 
tive’s back), their music and their back- 
chat 



NON-STOP HUMOUR. 

Patron trying to get the present 
JOKE, while IUS neighbours ARE STILL 
ENGAGED WITH THE LAST BUT THREE. 

And — what is really odd — ^we are 
bored also by the laughter which follows 
every remark made by the funniest of 
the quartet — the inconceivable hotel- 
proprietor. Why bored by that ? Be- 


cause here we have another defect of 
the talking-film which must swiftly and 
surely be dealt with and removed. Owing, 
I suppose, to the necessity of recording 
all conversation in silence, it was not 
possible to try the effect of this riot of 
absurdity on an audience new to it and 
thus estimate the time to be allowed for 
the laughs when it should reach the 
public. On the stage proper the come- 
dian does not take up his next joke until 
the laughter caused by the last one is 
finished. But this most amusing rogue, 
Grotjcho Marx, whose every word is 
provocative, never pauses at all ; so that 
about half of what he says is lost to us. 
It is odd that not one of the usual 
formidable array engaged in the produc- 
tion of this film foresaw such a contin- 
gency. 

On the evening that I was at the 
Carlton the principal attraction was 
preceded by brief items, one of which 



THE INDISPENSABLE “SHOT.*’ 


was the best pure talkie I have yet 
seen : a dialogue called Moonshine, very 
moving and pointed, carried on by the 
head of a gang of illicit stillers and a 
captured revenue officer. Here the 
new medium, if necessary^ ^t all, may 
be said to justify itself; for the space is 
constricted and there is little movement. 
For such dramatic episodes is it fitted. 
But oh ! how earnestly I warn the read- 
ers of this page to avoid a would-be 
humorous item called Boyhood Days, 
featuring ‘‘Boerah Minevitch and his 
Musical Eascals ” ! Eather than sit 
again through this agony I would cross 
the Haymarket on hands and knees. 

===========1=^^ B.V.L. 

“If you walk from Land’s End to John o’ 
Gaunt you won’t find a better crowd.” 

Extract fro7n Derby Broadcast. 
Please consult Einstein on this com- 
bined problem of Time and Space. 


“Television in Colour. 
Successful Demonstration in New York. 

. . , Thereafter in succession there were 
shown a man eating a piece of water melon, a 
pot of geraniums, a pineapple, a hunch of roses 
of different colours, and a young woman in a 
coloured frock.” — Daily Paper. 

He probably enjoyed- the fruit most. 
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Tramp, “ Hoi ! will yer be usin' that 'ammioe to-nioht ? ” 


THE TALKIES: A PROTEST. 

Do not mistake me. This is not a protest against the 
motion picture with accompanying dialogue. To anyone who 
objects to that there is always open the most practical form 
of protest — staying at home. No, it is the name, the 
‘‘Talkies,” that is worrying me. 

It is all wrong. The “ Movies ” are pictures which move, 
and move only. Therefore the “Talkies” should be pic- 
tures which talk, and talk only. But they are not ; they 
are pictures which both move and talk; and their name 
should suggest both moving and talking. Is that not per- 
fectly clear to you ? Of course it is. Any fool — I mean, 
any intelligent person — must see it at once. 

The question is, what should they be called ? Neither the 
“ Malkies ” nor the “ Tovies ” is very pleasant to the ear. The 
“ Movielogues ” is accurate but rather chilling and pedantic. 
The “Shout-and-Shuffles” is alliterative but rather rude. 

My own contribution is the “Moundies,” which is intended 
to suggest a combination of movement and sound and is a 
comfortable word. 

Not that it is perfect. It may be thought to sound a 
little too much like another of those delightful families who 
w^ent to the Panjandrum wedding — the “ Picninnies ” and 
the “ Joblillies ” and the “ Garyulies.” Or it may be taken 
merely to indicate people who sit on the Large Mound at 
Lord's, Clearly it can easily be improved upon. Perhaps 
someone will start a competition, offering one of those 
enormous prizes that we read of. 

Only it must be done quickly or the “ Talkies ” will have 
taken too firm a hold. A. W. B. 1 


THE MIDGE. 

I've settled the sand-fly and mauled the mosquito, 

I 've w^alloped the wasp and I 've flouted the flea, 

And many a time I have maimed the magneto 
That buzzes the bee. 

But for downright directness in frontal attacking 
No Cameron Highlander storming a ridge, 

With a kilted battalion behind him for backing. 

Can match with a midge. 

I find him on Tummel, I find him on Tayside, 

I find him wherever the rivers run free, 

If I fish, if I walk, if I wnlt by the wayside 
The midge is with me. 

He bites like a bulldog ; the blight of his blisters 
Disfigures my sensitive Sassenach skin. 

Till I curse him, his dam and his sire and his' sisters, 
His kith and his kin. 

He dogs me and daunts me, he drives me demented ; 

Each season my face is increasing in size, 

Though I fight him with everything fair- and foul- 
soented 

The chemist supplies. 

Once more going North, I 've no doubt I shall find him 
Awaiting me there at the pool by the bridge, 

Abroad in the sun with his bullies behind him — 

Unbeatable midge ! W. H. O. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

‘‘Watee” (Little). himself. ~ deviation, and never smiled again. 

This play presents a curious blend of These episodes, if they supply us Mr. Eobebt Harris, as the son of 
realism with indifference to known facts, with drama (happily done off), do not the house, could do little with the awk- 
On the one hand we are given a care- help us much to believe in the author’s ward first moments which the author, 
fully-observed study of the characters view — which it is one of her main pur- here rather stagey and abrupt, had 


another up), he regrets the futility of affection, as he did in the opening 
his murder and goes out and drowns scene. However, he soon corrected this 


deviation, and never smiled again. 

Mr. Eobebt Harris, as the son of 


fully-observed study of the characters view — which it is one of her main pur- 
and domestic environment of a Lake- poses to impose — ^that the simple old- given him on his return home, disillu- 
country dalesman’s family of to-day; on world dignity of life in the dales com- sioned by city life; but when once be 
the otherhandjthequestionoftheirprob- pares favourably with the modern push- had got out of his Manchester clothes 
able behaviour in certain circumstances fulness of Manchester. he found himself, 

is treated speculativelyas if the identical In the last scene, twenty months Miss Jessie Tandy, as the daughter 

conditions had not already occurred in later, the widow Scarsdale revisits at Maggie, was just that, and never at- 
the actual history of the very neigh- night-fall her dismantled kitchen (the tempted — a common fault with the 
bourhood and within the knowledge of permanent scene of the whole play), stage-daughters of simple folk — to be 
everybody in the theatre. The rising waters of the dammed lake, too picturesque. Excellent also were 

The Scarsdales had been on their supplemented by a terrific deluge, are the local character - studies of Mr. 
farm in Westmorland (the author’s at its door. She is ’warned of her danger, Nicholson as a prying postman (his ac- 
observation does not seem to have in- but elects to Bit perfectly still by the cent was right Westmorland; the others 
eluded the right spell- talked Lancashire), and 

ing of this county) for of Mr. Hubert Leslie 

generations; and now as a Schadenfreudist 

the Manchester Cor- 
poration (which has no 
bowels) proposes to 
submerge their home 
by damming and raisin g 
the lake just below it 
for the purpose of a 
water - supply. This 

comes as a terrible 
shock to Tmn Scars- 
dale, who is apparently 
unaware that the 
scheme is supplemen- 
tary to one of precisely 
the same kind which 
had been carried out, 

some years ago, at Thirl- uuu xuuuu 

mere. It is true that , the atmosphere of the 

he was not a close stu- ^ dales too stuffy for her 

dent of events, but even Son. Couldn’t touch it if there were.” 

from the local weekly, Ton ScaTsdale Mb. NoejMan AIcKinnel. credibly persuaded the 

which was his ouly Miss Jessie Tandy. laired bumpMn, Joe, to 

source of information, ' il ' ' '■ itoCE. desert Ifouaie and follow 

one would say that ho Sackhou^e Walter Schofield. the gay city. 

must have gathered Mr. Egbert H.«tRis. Vnu wil? It^ir K. 





Mr. NoiaiAN McKinnel. 
Miss lEssm Tandy. 

Miss Nancy Price. 

Mr. Walter Schofield. 
Mr. Egbert Harris. 


of Mr. Hubert Leslie 
as a Schadenfreudist 
whose pleasure it was 
to croak like a raven 
over his neighbour’s 
misfortunes and pilfer 
his tobacco like a mag- 
pie. The light touches 
of humour with which 
he relieved the persist- 
ently dour and de- 
pressing scene were 
better than the blatant 
fun of Flora Dickson 
(Miss Nadine March), 
a tea-shop flapper who 
had had a glad eye for 
George Scarsdale in 
Manchester but found 
the atmosphere of the 
dales too stuffy for her 
urban tastes and in- 
credibly persuaded the 
hired bumpkin, Joe, to 
desert Maggie and follow 
her to the gay city. 

You will gather, by 


he was not a close stu- f “ No patted c.alf for you, my boy.” dales oo Sy for her 

dent of events, but even Son. Couldn’t touch it if there were.” 

from the local weekly, Ton ScoTsdale Mr. NorjMan McKinnel. credibly persuaded the 

which was his only Miss Jessie Tandy. laired bumpMn, Joe, to 

sonree of information, ' il ' ' '■ 5?®®-,,?^°^ itoCE. desert Ifouaie and follow 

one would say that he Backhouse Walter Schofield. the gay city. 

must have gathered Mr. Egbert H.«tRis. You will Jathel, by 

some faint rumour of the devastating empty grate. In the dim light we detect the way, that a lot of new light was 
operations conducted only a few miles the water trickling in at the door — only thrown for us upon the lure of Man- 
a^^ay. ^ ^ ^ pailful (as we saw when the curtain, Chester. No wonder that, with all its 

To this strange ignorance his simple having kindly screened her impending rain, it needs more and more water to 
nature — almost too simple in these days submersion, rose again for our applause), alleviate the heady wine of life, 
even for a dalesman — adds an equally but enough to illustrate and justify the But this is London, where our gaiety 
strange credulity. When the engineer title of the play. needs no'watering. Still, there is good 

from Manchester, a coarse and assertive For whatever was elementary in the stuff in the play, and when it quits this 
type (played without pressure by Mr. plot Mrs, Marshall-Hole’s gift of char- mortal stage — ^not prematurely, I hope 
Poulton), represents himself as the one acterisation made more than amends. — ^we shall have no reason to record in 
man for his job, Scarsdale accepts his In Ja^tet Scarsdale we are shown a its epitaph that it was ‘‘writ in water.” 
statement literally, and under the im- nature as stiibbom as her husband’s in 0. S. 

pression that, if he can be disposed of, its loyalty ' to family tradition, but 

the scheme will fall through he takes tempered by some very human qualities. ^‘Tms TmNa Called Love” 
him up to the top of a beetling crag Its interpretation by Miss Nancy Price (Apollo). 

and throws him over. When he learns, was a great achievement. Mr. Nobman This Thing CaZZ<sc?iot?eis whatiwould 
to his great surprise and chagrin, that McKinnel has made so confirmed a call a semi-de-Americanised play. The 
the resources of the Manchester Cor- speciality of grim fierce parts that we action is said to take place in a flat in 
poration are not exhausted by the loss are apt — quite wrongly — to suspect in- New York, but the familiar intonations 
of a single engineer, and that a second sincerity when he brings into play the of the New York tongue are for the 
is forfccoming (to be followed, if neces- facial muscles, a little slack from want most part wanting. I am left in doubt 
sary, by a steady succession-— one down, of exercise, that express geniality and as to how far allusions to the life of 


“ This Thing Called Love ” 
(Apollo). 

This Thing Called Loveis what I would 
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that great city have been, so to speak, ment is Miss Alvare:', v*ho has now riage a real marriage, the same old 
bowdlerised. There was some talk of become detached from Fred, trouble of jealousy crops up. So that 

Sixtieth Street, of ‘‘ boys ” and “ beaus.” The fun lies simply in the blatancy of when Dolly and Fredj now re-united 
A lady with an unsuccessful tea-shop the scheme. Thus, Ann's “ boy friend ” after their divorce, because Fred will 
had ^‘the sheriff” in it. And so on is horrified when the millionaire, Tice keep borrowing back the alimony which 
and so forth. But the general effect Collins, apologises for interrupting a he pays her, and she can’t live without 
was mid-Atlantic, if the phrase may love passage with Ann, “ Here am I it, call on the philosophical pair, they 
be used. It is not a quite um’m- kissing your wife, and you won’t get find them in precisely the same quan- 
portant point because, amidst dary as they themselves had 


furniture of unparalleled magni- 
ficence and w^aited upon by a 
butler more beautifully attired 
than an English wedding-guest, 
the characters exhibited a re- 
poselessness of voice and man- 
ners which even in a farcical 
comedy w^as puzzling until one 
realised that the labels of social 
I origin bad been partially ob- 
scured. 

The central notion of the 
piece is not bad. It is love and 
its attendant jealousies that 
spoil a decent marriage; an in- 
genious variant of the idea that 
it is marriage with its unpleas- 
ant domesticity that ruins a 
decent love. The notion is 
perhaps a little too “slick,” but 
at times, with the generous assist- 


C'L.oC'P/ 


DISCORD FOR TWO. 

Each to the Other, “Keep your hair ox.” 
Harry Bertrand , . Mr. Henry Foebes-Robertson. 
Florence Bertrand . Jvliss IvATHLEEN Grace. 


dary as they themselves had 
been at the beginning of Act, I, 
The difficult situation is only 
elucidated by a spasm of hero- 
\ ics, when Ann's former “boy 

Y friend,” intoxicated (by wood 

) alcohol, I feel sure), threat - 

p ens to shoot Tice and Amis 

A arm is grazed by a bullet. 

/w It will be seen that the matter 
^ of the play is farcical enough, 

/ though it is marred by some 

I extremely inappropriate lapses 

into genuine sentimentality. 
There are some good lines in ifc, 
and also some of the worst and 
, silliest I have ever heard uttered 
on the stage. One of the 
brightest moments occurred 
when Fred, about to be re 
married to Dolly and asked when 
the happy event is to be, declares, 
with all the passion of a Borneo, 
As soon as ever our decree is made 


ance of Mr.EoBERT LoRAiNEand with all the passion of a Borneo, 

Miss Marjorie Mars, it works out very annoyed.” In the same way, when “As soon as ever our decree is made 
amusingly indeed. Dolly and Fred (we Dolly and a friend of Ann's come round absolute ! ” But there were other hits 
will Pot worry with their siunames) to visit her for the sole purpose of nar- which equally amused the audience 
were unhappily married. They were on rating Tice Collins' unfaithfulness, they and were probably refused' as dullish 
the point, in fact, of a divorce. They are disgusted by the fact that she sim- by the Editor of the first issue of 
were also about to* give a dinner-party, ply cannot treat the matter seriously. Goniic Cuts, 

to which had invited a certain Of course Tice Collins and Ann do Mr. Robert Loraine, who wore a 

Alvareis. Dolly^^^^sthoi^lii Miss Alvarez fall in love with each other, and lovely pink-and-green tie in the .Second 
comes she will smack her face, which in then, when they have made their mar- Act (the club-colours of the New York 


fact she does as soon as 
d inner begin s. Dinn er 
was held off, so that 
this moment of horror, 
out of delicate regard, 
I daresay, for the Aris- 
totelian proprieties, was 
not witnessed by the 
audience. Ann, who is 
Dolly's sister and re- 
ceives a proposal from 
another guest, a bluff' 
millionaire enriched by 
Peru, decides that she 
is not going to have 
any of this “sex appeal” 
nonsense in her mar- 
riage. She is going to 
be a very superior house- 
keeper, receiving a large 
salary ; but she will 
return to her own rooms 
at night. She can have 
her “ boy ” friend. Her 
husband also can make 
what arrangements 
he pleases. For the 
sake of dramatic con- 
venience his arrange- 





HARMONY FOR THREE. 

The Complacent Husband. “ Sorry I barged in. Carry ox,” 


Tice Collins . 
Normie de Wit 
Ann Marvin . 


Mr, Robert Loraine. 
Mr. Cecil Landeau. 
IMiss Marjorie Mars. 


Nabobs), was delight- 
fully brusque, delight- 
fully debonair as the 
man with millions made 
in Peru ; and Miss Mar- 
jorie Mars played Ann 
with the utmost gaiety, 
allowing us to believe 
also— no easy feat — ^fchat 
genuine romance may 
blossom in a farcical 
Transatlantic flat. Miss 
Winifred Wynne 
managed the somewhat 
hysterical part of Dolly 
with great skill, and. Mr. 
Rupert Lister was a 
butler sansioenr et sans 
reproche, mixing cock- 
tails with a kindly smile 
and wearing boots, 
trousers and a morning- 
coat that should sUence 
all this talk of dress re- 
form. On the whole, 
the play is a not un- 
worthy addition to the 
comedy of Dissension 
and Divorce. Evoe. 
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OUTPOSTS OF EMPIRE. 

A Poser for St. Andrews. 

In our particular corner of Manda- 
taria we take our golf light-heartedly. 
True, \ve are proud of our course at 
XJbea, but we accept its shortcomings 
in a spirit of levity. There is only 
one piece of approximately level ground 
in Dbea. This serves indifferently for 
the fairway of all our six holes and for 
the football- ground of the Ubea Uni- 
corns. It is of course awkward that, 
owing to the shortness of the evening 
hours available for sport in Manda- 
taria, golf and football have to take 
place simultaneously as well as on the 
same site ; but this is a detail. All the 
“greens” (made of beaten earth) are 
corrugated,' and they bristle with un- 
authorised hazards in tlie shape of ant- 
hills. Also in inclement weather their 
centres are three inches deep in water, 
and in these conditions we don our gum- 
boots and splash manfully through. 

Once, having decided in a burst of 
enthusiasm to try to affiliate the club to 
the Eoyal and Ancient, we duly applied 
and received a questionnaire to fill in ; 
but, when we did so, with such vera- 
cious details as 

Number of Members ... 3, 

Nearest Eailway Station . 284 miles, 

the Secretary of St. Andrews returned 
it to us with unflattering comments on 
our status. 

Our self-esteem thus rudely shat- 
tered was to some extent restored when 
Dingle said he would like to drive up 
from Eegina and play with us. Now 
Dingle had once won the Adminis- 
trator’s sugar-tongs at Oho, a very 
superior course with nine holes and 
pukka tee-boxes, and this meant that, 
judged by local standards, lie was a 
golfer to be reckoned with. So we felt 
ourselves duly honoured by his condes- 
cension in offering to play with us, 
especially considering the state of the 
road between Eegina and Ubea. This 
road climbs three thousand feet in a 
disproportionately small number of 
miles, and strong men have been known 
to blench and repent of their sins when 
confronted with it after the rains. One 
of the gentlest gradients is known affec- 
tionately as Hell's Playground, and 
there is one nice hairpin bend where 
the Deputy* Commissioner, driving home 
once after a festive evening at Hone’s 
— ^but I will let you off that one. 

Anyhow, Dingle duly arrived in his 
two-seater (familiarly known as The 
White Man’s Grave) without sustaining 
any damage other than a large tear in 
the hood from an overlianging bough 
at Cut-Throat Comer, and the game 
began, Dingle and Grant against Hone 


and Ervine, Now Dingle, as befits a 
holder of the Administrator’s sugar- 
tongs, takes his golf seriously, not to 
say a little heavily, and we could see 
from the start that he didn’t exactly 
like the prevailing promiscuity of games 
and that he was not, like us, hardened 
to driving through a serried mob of 
gesticulating Unicorns. However, at 
the third tee, from which we think our- 
selves lucky to get on the green in three, 
Dingle said, “I’m awfully afraid of 
over-driving the green.” It was a good 
drive and he might almost have done 
so ; hence he was not at all pleased 
when in mid-flight the ball struck 
smartly against a goal-post and settled 
coyly into a cavity at the bottom in 
a desperately unplayable position. He 
was still less pleased when, at the fifth , 
a beautiful second of his was stopped 
short by colliding in mid-air with the 
Unicorns’ football, and Ervine (who as 
a police officer is our authority on the 
laws) told him that under local rules 
this was a fair hazard and he could 
claim no redress. 

By these and similar chances Hone 
and Ervine, though really the weaker 
side, managed to keep their heads above 
water and at the last tee they were all 
square. When at this stage both sides, 
fired by the excitement of the moment, 
put down new balls, Dingle’s temper 
had reached breaking-point. Hone and 
Ervine got on the green in three and, 
with the aid of a little local knowledge, 
contrived to splash through the North 
Sea (or German Ocean) and hole out in 
five. Dingle, left by Grant on the edge 
of the green in four, had one putt to 
halve the hole and save the match. I 
must say that it was a good putt, for a 
playerwithout any local knowledge even 
a brilliant putt. The ball steered itself 
between the Scylla and Charybdis of 
the port and starboard ant-hills, made 
unerringly for the Great Eift Valley, 
tcok to the water like a duck and re- 
mained floating gently but uncompro- 
misingly two inches immediately above 
the hole. Dingle had umvittingly put 
dowm a floater at the last tee. 

The question then arose, was the ball 
holed out ? and the dispute which fol- 
lowed on this point between Dingle and 
Ervine (that stickler for the law) %vas 
too poignant to be repeated here. 

We are thinking of referring the dis- 
puted point to St, Andrews for a ruling ; 
but really, after their last letter. . , , 


Another Tudor Giant* 

“Above are shown six hands taken from 
famous works in the Glasgow Art Gallerj'. , , . 
(2) the hand of Mary, Queen of Scots, by 
Circa .”— in Scots Pa^cr. 

Circa, of course, belonged to the schools 
of Ibid and Vide Supra. 


OXFORD REVISITED. 

Toitt passe, tout casse, iotit lasse: a 
faithful fetv 

Follow the classic Muses on Boar’s 
Hill; 

Elsewhere our young Barbarians eschew 
The ancient paths, the Heliconian rill. 

What can be found in Thyrsis to de- 
light 

Those who have never even heard of 
Clough ? 

He who would cater for their appetite 
Must give them ranker, more exotic 
stuff* — 

Eussian for choice, strong meat, and 
freely sluiced 

With draughts of sweet new German- 
Jewish wine, 

Followed by curious savouries d la 
Proust, 

Subtle, sophisticated, saturnine. 

“ Oxford ” and “ Cowley ” fill the trump 
of fame 

From the Equator to the lands of ice, 

And Morris lends new meaning to the 
name 

Of him who wrote The Earthly Para- 
dise, 

The High is thronged with hustlers, 
eager-eyed, 

The Corn with aliens from the "Woolly 
West ; 

The Broad is all too narrow for the tide 
Of ruthless motors driven six abreast. 

In close and garden the melodious moan 
Of doves is silenced by the radio’s 
hum, 

And evermore the gramo-saxo-phone 
Punctures the academic tympanum. 

The “dreamer ” is alert and wide-awake, 
And undergrad and undergraduette 

Together matutinal cocktails shake 
And puff the matutinal cigarette. 

The Oxford accent, moulded by the lips 
Of students drawn from many a 
foreign strand, 

Suffers a sad cacophonous eclipse ; 

The Oxford manner has become un- 
manned. 

The merry charabanker, bright and 
blithe, 

Arrayed in pants of mauve and Trilby 
hat. 

Descends in hundreds upon Bablock 
Hythe 

And flouts the elegiac muse of Matt.; 

While fritillaries, such as still are left, 
In sorrow droop their heads on Isis’ 
margp, 

Where savage Vandal hands have lately 
reft 

The Brazen Nose from Brasenose 
College barge. 
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THE CHANNEL CROSSING, 


There was a time when crossing the Channel was a most complicated and confusing business. Now-a- 

DAYS, however, WITH SUCH VAST CROVDS TRAVELLING ACROSS EVERY DAY, NATURALLY THE ROUTINE HAS BEEN REDUCED 
TO THE -^TSRY SIMPLEST. 





“We'll be alongside in five 
BHNUTE s, Sir. You ’ll need to find 
THE Purser, Sir, and show him your 

TICKETS, AND SEE YOU GIVE UP THE 
RIGHT ONE AND GET A LANDING- TICKET 
FROM HIM— 



AND YOU’LL REQUIRE TO GO TO THE 

Passport - Officer in the second - 
CLASS Smoking-room, and show him 
YOUR passport, AND SEE YOU GET IT 
BACK, AND GET A LANDING -PASS — 



AND WHEN THE PORTERS COME ON 
BOARD YOU ’LL WANT TO GET HOLD OF 
ONE FOR YOUR HAND-BAGGAGE, AND SEE 
YOU TAKE HIS NUMBER, SO AS YOU ’LL 
KNOW HIM VGAIN— 



AND GET ASHORE AS QUICK AS YOU CAN, 
BECAUSE THE TRAIN GETS OFF PRETTY 
SMART, AND YOU’LL HAVE TO GIVE UP 
YOUR LANDING-PASS AT ONE END OF 
THE GANGWAY AND YOUR L\NDING- 
TICKET AT THE OTHER — 



AND WHEN YOU GET TO THE CUSTOIMS 
YOU ’LL HA^’E TO FIND YOUR PORTER- - 
JUST KEEP HOLLERING OUT HIS NUMBER 
—AND SEE YOU’^'E GOT YOUR KEYS 
HANDY TO OPEN YOUR BAGGAGE — 



AND THEN YOU ’LL WANT TO SEE YOU ’VE 
GOT YOUR RAILWAY-TICKET TO SHOW AT 
THE BARRIER, AND SEE YOU’VE GOT 

YOUR Pullman ticket to show the 

CAR ATTENDANT — 



AND SEE THAT YOUR PORTER HANDS 
OVER YOUR BAGGAGE TO THE TRAIN 
BAGGAGE-MAN, AND SEE THAT THE TRAIN 
BAGGAGE-MAN PUTS IT AWAY SOMEWHERE 
HANDY FOR YOU ON THE TRAIN — 



AND SEE THAT THE CAR ATTENDANT GETS 
YOU YOUR EIGHT SEAT, AND THEN, AS 
SOON ‘AS EITIR THE TRAIN STARTS, 
YOU ’LL BE QUITE ALL RIGHT, BECAUSE — 



ROUND THEY’LL ClOME WITH YOUR 
LUNCH.” 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Fwich's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

Among the more resonant names of the last century 
none, I think, is seldomer mentioned nowadays than the 
name of ZoiiA. His once unique brand of naturalism has 
been improved out of all knowledge — the manner is more 
selective, the matter even less select. Had Zola suffered 
from contemporary disregard I doubt whether he would 
be considered worth reviving now; and I equally doubt 
whether the earlier novels of Herr Heinrich Mann — which 
are the nearest possible approach to the work of a German 
Zola — will make much appeal outside Germany to-day. 
This author — elder brother of Thomas Mann, famous for 
his regretful pictures of German aristocracy — is and was 
a democrat. His first important novel, Im Schlaraffen- 
la7idi now translated as Berlin (Gollancz), satirises the 
Capitalist society of the ’nineties. Andreto Zumsee, a 
needy young Ehinelander in search of a soft metropolitan 
job, is advised by a helpful friend to abandon journalism 
and try his luck with women. As the well-kept pet 
of Adelkeid Tiirklteimer, middle-aged wife of an elderly 
financier, Zumsee not only enjoys his mistress’s favours 
but for a considerable time her husband’s benevolence, 
the fact being that he has ousted from AdelJieid's arms a 
financial rival of the doubly-embittered Tilrklieimer, The 
world in which the trio move, a world of gross appetites 


ministered to by the most etiolated of intellects and arts, is 
described in the unwieldy cumulative style of its ^ period ; 
but half-a-dozen of its principal characters float conspicuously 
in the scum, and the final catastrophe is both artistic and 
unexpected. The American translation is a cruel disability. 
Where lodgers are roomers,” entr’actes “intermissions” 
and a fastidious adulteress assures her “ honey ” that she is 
“very choosey,” the atmosphere of pre-War Berlin has a 
particularly small chance of survival, 

Mr. Arnold Lunn, lover of Switzerland, does not fail to 
remind one, in his latest biographical study, John Wesley 
(Cassell), that the vagabond for God who took all England 
for his parish properly rejoiced in mountains at a time when 
his contemporaries could see them only as uncouth objects 
which “ blocked the view.” Perhaps it is this tie of kindred 
feeling that has helped the author to a portrayal which 
is sympathetic without being partisan, critical and yet 
never hostile. To be sure the noblest little autocrat of the 
unlovely eighteenth century, who covered a quarter of a 
million miles in forty years of travel before the days of rail- 
ways, and for whom financial problems had no existence, 
since, after allowing twenty-eight pounds a year for his own 
expenses, he simply gave away whatever remained over, may 
well be chosen as an inspiring subject for heroic biography. 
No one, however desirous, could write a life of Wesley with- 
out touching on questions of theology and Church govern- 
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ment, and this Mr. Lunn does with 
a kind of simple directness that may 
disarm even a present-day critic, yet 
he never loses the personal touch and is 
particularly happy in tracing the per- 1 
sistent presence of the Oxford don,pre- ! 
cise and a little formal, in this founder I 
of a popular order, even after a lifetime 
of tumultuous hatred and even more 
devastating applause. He does not stop 
short of a little chaff on the leader’s 
propensity not only for providing his 
followers with an entire library of works 
of his own composition, but for physick- 
ing them into the bargain ; yet he is 
perhaps most successful in his delicate 
treatment of the blundering unhappy 
mismanagement associated with his 
hero's woeful failures in love. In the 
face of a record so entirely free from 
vulgar self-assertion as this the efforts 
of certain thrusters of to-day seem just 
a little childish. 


Here are records ; here the stoiy 
Of a family of fame ; 

Yorkshiremen acclaim its glory : 

Sykes of Sledmere is its name : 
Sijhes of Sledmere too is title 
Of this Phillip Allan tome, 
Fairfax-Blakbboeough’s recital 
Of a quint of squires at home. 

Eamous characters and horses 
Move throughout this tale of Tykes, 
But the author most discourses 
Of the first Sir Tatton Sykes ; 
Shrewd, eccentric, upright, deaiiy- 
Loved, gold heart and iron rod — 
Here’s “oad Tat,"’ outstanding clearly, 
Still a Yorkshire demi-god. 

You will read this book with pleasure ; 

Man and horse, the best are here 
Shown us in the nameless measure, 
Alchemy, called atviosidiere ; 

Here you ’ll learn, an you be heedful, 
Beading in ’twixt stud and shire, 
What beside t’ brass is needful 
To the making of a squire. 



i 

i 


I 


! 


The danger of the expert when writ 
ing on the object of his enthusiasm 
is that he is apt to illuminate it from the inside rather 1 
than the outside, with the result that you emerge from! 
absorption in his work as from prolonged transit through 
an Alpine tunnel — amazed to find that there is a world 
elsewhere. This, at any rate, was my experience -with Pro- 
fessor Kingsley Maetin’s French Liberal Thought m the 
Eighteenth Century (Benn), a masterly survey of its own 
ground but a little weak on the comparative side. In en- 
visaging the Liberalism of the jphilosoplies and the humanit- 
arian creed of progress as substitutes for religion, Professor 
Maetin ignores the fact that religion is primarily worship 
and its social issues comparatively unimportant. However, 
the French undoubtedly gave considerable time and attention 
to secular creeds and appropriate ritual, and it is French 
Liberalism — ^modified by the English constitution of 1689 
and the theories of the utilitarians — that Professor Maetin 


Bather {in difficulties) . “Hooray, saved! Here coivies a life-belt.” 


sets out to examine. Starbing from the Edict of Nantes, his 
method is roughly chronological, with subdivisions devoted 
to outstanding men and particular questions. What, he 
asks, did Liberalism mean to its French founders ? What 
can we salvage nowadays from its admitted shipwreck ? He 
traces the work of the theorists from Bayle to Condoecet 
and shows how doctrines adapted to an agricultural age 
may be readapted to an industrial one. He might, I feel, 
have made more of a republican Liberalism — the only alter- 
native, as Kant said, to the despotism of the tyrant or the 
mob ; for this not only had its French supporters but was 
considered compatible with English limited monarchy. And 
I suggest, but with diffidence, not having the authorities by 
me, that it w^as from Beccaeia, through Priestley, that 
Bentham derived his “greatest happiness” theory — ^not 
from Helvdstius. 
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Of the two protagonists, who are also antagonists, in 
The Invader (HeinejMANn), Miss Hilda Yaughan’s new 
novel, one is inclined, to repeat Alice 5 iinal \erdict on the 
’Walrus and the Carpciiier ] for neither of them is a very 
pleasant person. There is, it is true, something heroic in 
the grim persistence with which Daniel Evans demands 
and gets another slice— of his neighbour’s land ; hut it can- 
not be said that he is either amiable in temper or honourable 
in method. As for Miss Webster, she is a most distressing 
mixture of the prude of fifty years ago and the^ aggressive 
feminist of twenty. Her battle with Daniel is over the 
farm of Plas Newydd, which, as you may have guessed, is 
in the principality of Wales. Daniel has held it for many 
years and has nearly attained to his life s dream oi being 
able to purchase it. But the * 
owner dying leaves it to 2Iiss 
Webster, who, being head of 
a ladies’ agricultural college, 
decides to farm the place herr 
self. So the indignant Daniel 
has notice to quit and retires 
to a smaller farm in the neigh- 
bourhood, thence to conduct 
his unscrupulous operations. 

The end ot the struggle is in- 
evitable, for Miss W ehstcr is 
both incompetent and tactless 
and has the whole country- 
side against her. It is a pity 
that Miss Vaughan did not 
make her sufiiciently attrac- 
tive to enlist our sympathy, 
for she is certainly very 
roughly used. As it is, one 
does not care a halfpenny 
what happens to her. Indeed 
none of the English folk in 
this book is very interesting 
or convincing : they are too 
conventionally drawn. Her 
Welsh, on the other hand, 
who have some virtues with 
their vices, are admirably 
real. There are some purely 
rustic scenes of a rich humour 
worthy of Habdy. 

Mr. Claude E. Benson 
seems to have a double object 
in his Mountaineering Ven^ 
tures (T. G. and E. C. Jack). 

He wishes to entertain the 
mountaineer with thrilling 
stories of the historic climbs associated with a number of more 
or less familiar mountains, and he wishes to rope in novices. 
The first object is his main one, and I think he succeeds in 
it better than in the other. Climbers, like other enthusiasts, 
can never hear too much about ’their favourite pursuit, and 
Mr. Benson gives good measure and good quality. But for 
anyone w^ho is so little of a mountaineer that he never goes 
up a staircase if there is a lift it is not enough to explain 
the technical terms and then to describe, with humour that 
is a thought deliberate, the ascent of what is apparently a 
rock-face two thousand feet high and absolutely perpendi- 
cular, excepting in the fancy spots where it leans outwards. 
The novice may well want to know step by step how it is 
done, or at least demand more minute details than the 
author can find room for. Without them the feats described 
must seem frankly impossible, and to say, as Mr. Benson 


does, that they are no more dangerous than hunting, yacht- 
ing or flying, generates either complete incredulity or a doubt 
whether there isn’t a catch in it somewhere. 


Seaside Landlady {relating unsatisfactory experience 
pretentious hoarder). said, ‘a white spat 

OFTEN ’IDE THE CLO^’EN ’OOF.’” ' 


Oliver Trimble, otherwise known as Salty,'' may perhaps 
best be defined as one of Mr. W. W. Jacobs’ ’longshore 
characters transplanted into a Devonshire setting. ^ Salty 
Ashore (Collins) is the fourth volume in which Mr. Chables 
Westbon ha-s chronicled his exploits, and it is sufficient 
testimony alike to the fertility of the author’s invention and 
the congenial nature of his theme that the humour of them 
has not yet worn thin. In the present collection thishighly- 
unscrupulous but entertaining personage is introduced in 
the capacity, of ‘‘a ’ighly respectable man with affable 

manners, engaged to strike 
terror into the ’earts of the 
caddy boys ” at the local golf- 
club, and it is with his activ- 
ities in that role — with occa- 
sional interludes of a marine 
nature — that most of the 
chapters are concerned. I 
don’t know that this partic- 
ular blend of childlike sim- 
plicity and low cunning is 
especially edifying to en- 
counter in real life ; but there 
can be no denying the fact 
that its doings make uncom- 
monly lively reading. 

Bretherton (Bles), the sub- 
title of which is Khaki or 
Field-Grey ? ” is at once a tale 
of mystery and a realistic 
story of the War. Curiously 
constructed, it may almost 
be said to begin with its end- 
ing ; its atmosphere is extra- 
ordinarily intense and affect- 
ing, and Gerard Bretherton is 
drawn with a skill for which 
his creator, Mr. W.F.Mobris, 
deserves many marks of 
credit. In the scenes of war, 
most graphically pictured, 
G. B. remains a little aloof and 
aloft, but is liked by those 
with a knowledge of character 
and respected by all who re- 
cognise a real soldier when 
they meet him. Yet he is 
often placed in positions that 
make him appear to be an enigma. You must read this 
story, for it knocks the ordinary sensational tale of the day, 
however cleverly concocted, clean off the map. 

“ On the wrapper of The Davidson Case (Bles) I was 
astonished to see that Mr. John Ehode’s famous sleuth, 
Dr. Priestley, had for once been “ outwitted.” I could not, 
however, believe that Mr. Ehode had treated him really 
badly, and I was right. For, although Priestley was not 
entirely successful in this case, he was correct in many of 
his deductions, and in comparison with CMef-lnspector 
Hanslet of Scotland Yard he emerges from a difiicult job 
with colours flying. Two or three of the actors in this 
drama of thrills are of a type to which we have become 
accustomed, but in the weaving of his plots Mr. Bhode 
can be trusted to be both original and ingenious. 
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[folk, for instance, ridicule the theory Since the discovery that the cases 
■' at it is due to living in Devonshire, and works of Swiss watches were being 

smuggled into the United States separ- 
With reference to the statement that ately, and there assembled, the revenue 
e Government was considering a pro- authorities are believed to be keeping a 


o AKi VAKIA. -g living in Devonshire. 

A clergyman’s denunciation of South- 

end as the nearest thing to hell is With reference to the statement thai 
resented, and it is hoped that he will the Government was considering a pro 


come round to the more moderate view posal to signal divisions by flashing a sharp look-out for contraband cuckoos 
that this popular resort is as far from red light from the Clock Tower, it is 

the Devil as it is from the deep sea. rumoured that some Ministers advocate With reference to the jubilee ol 

a pink light to begin with. Somerville College it is pointed out 


I came along in an omnibus to the 
office to write this article and all the 


moured that some Ministers advocate With reference to the jubilee of 
pink light to begin with. Somerville College it is pointed out 

^ that women undergraduates are still 

Dust from Vesuvius is alleged to be subject to certain restrictions. Still, it 


time ^ the conductor was whistling a affecting the colour of our skies, but is their own fault if Oxford is regarded 
tune,” says Lord Castlerosse. It is not, it is thought, to a degree necessi- as the home of lost corsets, 
well that the newspaper-reading public tating representations to Signor Musso- 

should know what our gossip-writers lini. Tortoises, we learn, are among the 

have to put up with. 'i' livestock kept at the research estab- 

^ In Russia, we learn, a couple can be lishment where efforts are being made 

Talkie films are to be introduced on married by a female registrar puffing a to find the influenza germ. The idea 
many ships at sea, it appears. “ Heaven cigarette, and, if they wish, divorced the is of course to test the theory that there 


help the sailors on a 
night like this ” will 
take on a new meaning?. 




seems injudicious. 

'.i ^ Brcwn {io Station-Sergean£), “ I’l 
T4-4^ A WORD THE MAN YOU 

It IS anticipated that how he manac 

the newly-iormed Witch or her.” 

Doctors’ Association of 

South Africa will take disciplinary next day by the 
measures with medicine men who use another cigarette. 





I'l.'hi. 




Brcwn {io Station- Sergeant). “I’M SORRY TO BOTHER YOU, BUT COULD I 
HAVE A WORD ^TTH THE MAN YOU ’VE ARRESTED FOR STEALING MY CAE ? I 
WANT TO FIND OUT HOW HE MANAGED TO GET FIFTY MILES AN HOUR OUT 
OF HER.” 


is nothing too slow to 
catch it. 

‘ ❖ ‘ 

A fire which started 
in an Ohio coalmine 
forty-five years ago is 
reported to be still burn- 
ing. We wish our coal- 
dealer would deliver 
stuff like that. 

sit 

There are 33,568 
children in Cardiff who 
havenotbeen taughtthe 
Welsh language. The 
idea, we fancy, is to let 
it come to them as a 
surprise later on. 

* * ' 

Some three thousand 
Chinese demonstrators 
recently let off Chinese 
crackers outside the re- 
sidence of President 
Chiang-Kai-shek. It is 
said that, if this sort of 
horse-play is to continue, 
_.the President has de- 


South Africa will take disciplinary next day by the same woman puffing cided to cancel the civil war altogether, 
measures with medicine men who use another cigarette. It would of course 

the Press as a means of advertisement, be considered precipitate to ask her for A Hollywood film-actress has filed a 

a divorce while she is smoking the divorce petition in Paris. Hundred- 
The Daily Express prints a plea for same cigarette, per-cent Americans are of the opinion 


The Daily Express prints a plea for same cigarette, 
“ Brighter Bathrooms. ” W ill it organ- 
ise Community Bath Singing ? The Daily i 


foreign foodstuffs suggested by Lord 
With reference to the suggestion that Beaverbrooe a stomach-tax. It is time 


* that it is the duty of film stars to 

The Daily Neios calls the tax on patronise home industries. 


A party of New Zealand farmers is 


the public would appreciate a Naval that some of the burden was shifted to tour Great Britain next year. 


Tattoo, an old lady writes to us saying from the nation’s shoulders 
that she has always understood that 
this method of personal decoration is to We understand that the attempt to 
be seen at its best among sailors. produce a popular comic strip as a 


are to be welcomed by our farmers with 
three hearty British grumbles. 

‘‘Thames -side bungalow plots are 


An artist claims to be able to paint exclamation marks did not record well, 
pictures that can be washed. This should 


talking film failed because the sound of fetching good prices per foot,” says an 
exclamation marks did not record well, advertisement. In flood-time, of course, 

they are sold by the gallon. 


assure their being hung on the line. An American golfer says he likes to 

keep a souvenir of his visits to the vari- Amongst the latest novelties is a 
Among West-country centenarians, ous links in this country. He should drinking-glass which is said to talk, 
we read, there is no unanimity as to remember, however, that all divots must Scotsmen are praying that it won’t say ^ 
the secret of longevity. Old Cornish be replaced. “ When ?” too soon. • | 


Amongst the latest novelties is a 


‘ When ? ” too soon. 
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•'WITH ALL THY FAULTS . . 

(A Testimonial to England in One Act, 
luith apologies io Mr, John Gals- 
WOBTHY and his latest) 

Scene — The Saloon Bar of^^ The Noble 
AnimaV Several tramps, street- 
women and put-of-worlc miners from 
earlier plays of the same aiithor are 
standing round singing John Feelf 
^*John Brown's BodyJ Buie, Brit- 
annia t and “ The Bed FlagT Also 
present are Sir Bichard Bastion, an 
impoverished hut sentimental baronet, 
Sir George Bloodworth, a ruthless 
hard-faced caiotain of industry, and 
Madge, his daughter, an insufferably 
bright young person. 

Sir Bichard {as the songs finish). These 
grand old English songs ! Gad, how 
I love the common people! Bred in 
the bone. Dyed in the wool. Workmen 
'and criminals and horses and dogs; 
that's what made England what she 
used to be 1 

Madge. Youknow,youEoglish gentle- 
men .of the last generation are terribly i 
sentimental. 

Sir Bichard. I am proud to be senti- 
mental about England, just as I am 
proud to be an Englishman; but the 
only place an English gentleman ever 
says so is on the stage. 

A Miner {hiccoughing drunlcenly), 
Yoicks I 

Sir Bichard, Ah, these good old hunt- 
ing noises 1 How I love them I You 
don’t feel about England as I do, 
Sir George ? 

Sir George, No, I do not, Sir Eichard. 
I 've earned the right to my title. I 
wasn't born to it as you were, I was 
bora in a Manchester slum and went 
about in rags and rotten boots when 
you were having your first riding-lessons 
on a thousand-guinea hunter. 

Madge. Dear old Daddy Doddlekins. 
You 're so proud of that, aren’t you ? 

Sir Geoi‘ge {sharply). Hold your 
tongue, child. 

Madge. Poor old daddy 1 Everybody, 
thinks yon 'le a great big terrifying man 
except me. All the workmen„are afraid 
of you, but I can twist you round my 
little finger, can't I, you dear old Popple- 
kins? (SAc cocks a snook at him and 
then kisses his bald patch,) Darling 
old Doodlums, with all your faults I 
love you still. 

Sir Bichard {to himself). Just like Eng- 
land, Everything 's like England if you 
only look at it that way. Sir George | 
here, in the old ancestral home. . I 
The old order changeth 1 Eheu fugaces ! \ 
Ah, they don't teach the classics any 
more. And me, forced to stake my little 
all on greyhound racing. Signs of the 
times, signs of the times! Still, it's 


a sport. Wonderful how we English 
! love sport. 

^ Enter a Piece of Comic Belief. 

Piece of Comte Belief Oo, Sir Jarge, 
•Sir Jarge ; Oo, Sir Jarge an' Sir 
Bichard, there woant be no grey’ound 
racin' come three o'clock. The electric 
'are be stolen. An’ Sir Bichard's dog 
'ave died of a broken 'eart. 'E loved 
that 'are somethin’ cruel, did that pore 
dumb animal. 

Sir Bichard. My God ! Then I am 
ruined. I shall have to accept that 
offer from America to write talkies. 

P.O.C.B. They du be sayin’ down 
at “Ploom and Apple” in the village 
that it all be Sir Jarge’s doin'. 

[The crowd make French Bevolu- 
iion noises and wave their fists 
in Sir George's face. 

Madge (gaily). Oh, isn't this all too 
exciting for words? I'm just thrilled 
to death. I do hope there '11 be lots of 
bloodshed. 

Sir Bicliard, You imsexed young 
woman. 

Madge. Oh, we modern girls are. 
Didn't you know? 

Sir George, Where is the fellow who 
stole the hare ? Has anybody caught 
him? 

The Groiod {pushing forward a tramp). 
'Ere 'e be, Sir. 'Ere be lousy thief. 

Sir Bichard, Come on, my man. 
We're ail English gentlemen here. 
Own up and tell us why you did it. 

Crowd. Sir Jarge put 'im up to it. 
'E wouldn’t stop at nothin', the bloated 
plutocrat. 

Sir George. Plutocrat perhaps 

Madje. Oo, Daddy Dinklums, you 
are bloated . You know you are. W by, 
you take liver-salts every morning. 

Sir George (hidulgently). Impudent 
hussy. 

Madge. Oo, am I a hussy? How 
exciting ! 

Sir BicJiard (to tramp). Come on, 
my man. Tell the truth and no harm 
can come to you. Did Sir George here 
put you up to it ? 

Tramp {truculently). No, 'e didn't. 
I 'm an English gentleman like the rest 
of you, an' I can't tell a lie. I stole 
the 'are fer me own purposes. 

Sir Bicliat'd (kindly). And what 
were they ? Don’t be a&aid. We 're all 
Christians. 

Tramp ( moved ). Thank ye kindly, Sir. 
You 're a 'uman being, that 's what you 
are. 

Sir Bichard (dep^ecatingly). Oh, 
please .... 

Tramp. Oh, yes, you are. An' I don’t 
mind 'oo 'ears me say so. You 've got 
a 'eart in ^^our body, not a cheque-book 
like Sir George* 'ere. I stole that 'are 
fer me little daughter, see ? She *s 
consumptive, she is. An' 'er mother, 


she 's . . , well, never mind what she 
is. After all, she's only 'uman. An' 
we 're all God’s creatures. 

Sir Btchard (involuntarily). How ter- 
ribly true ! 

Tramp. An' the child 's dying, see ? 
An' she wanted an electric 'are. She 'd 
never seen one. An' I couldn't resist 
'er. I got me feelings same as anybody 
else. I'm sorry if I've caused you in- 
convenience. I may be only a poor 
tramp but I 've got a father’s 'eart. 

Sir George (deeply touched). And so 
have I. This is my little daughter. (He 
hugs Madge afiectionately.) I may be 
only a captain of industry, but I've 
known what it 's like to be down-and- 
out. Here, my good man, here's a 
hundred pounds, if that 's any good to 
you. 

Sir Bichard. And here 's ten bob. 
I 'm afraid it 's all I can afford. 

Tramp (taking it). Thank ye, Sir. 
One 's as good as t' other. The widder's 
mite an' all that. Oh, I know my 
Bible. Well, gentlemen, thankin' you 
kindly, I '11 be steppin'. 

The Groiod. Wait a minute. 'Alf a 
mo. We /re going to 'ave a whip round 
for you. 

[They have a lohip round and go 
off carrying the tramp shoulder- 
high. 

Sir Bichard. Gad! Salt of the earth ! 
Salt of the earth ! 

Madge (in ecstasy). Aren't they? And 
you . . . you 're the Good Samaritan. 

Sir Bichard, Oh, no. Not that. Just 
an Englishman, that 's all. 

Madge. An English gentleman ! 

Sir Bichard. Well, perhaps. 

[Through the open window come 
the strains of the Eton Boating 
Song. Madge and Sir George 
steal out reverentially. Sir Bich- 
ard stands alone listening. 

Sir Bichard (intoning). ‘‘Breathes 
there a man with soul so dead . . .” (or 
any other patriotic quotation that occurs 
to him). 

Slow Cubtain. 

How to put Pep into the Parish. 

“ An open air sale and f^te, opened on Satur- 
day by Lady Hope of Pinkie in aid of Inveresk 
Church fun, realised £76. 

“ Derbyshire 

FIRST INNINGS 

Storer (Mutilated) 35 « 

Cricket Report in Indian Paper, 

It is of course still more unusual to 
retire owing to Decapitation. 

Elizabeth Lancaster. 

“ Do You Know — 

When was tho first trial for breach of 
promise of marriage in this country ? 

In the reign of Queen Elizabeth, between 
1462 and 1454.» 

General Knoioledge Paper in Daily Paper, 
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OUR CARAVAN, 

III. — Apple the Oamp-Makeb. 

One of the most important parts of 
our caravanning is the nightly outspan- 
ning and encamping. Here is the pro- 
cedure of a typical evening, one of many 
selected at random, as the advertise- 
ments say : — 

The car and caravan halt at a likely- 
looking field while Percival takes the 
treasure-chest and goes on ahead to the 
nearby farm to negotiate for permission 
to camp. We always send Percival 
because he has been proved to possess 
the most honest face. Or the most 
simple — it depends from which side of 
the face it is being described. 

When he returns we all pile out, 
leaving Percival to take the wheel be- 
cause, since it is his car, we have unani- 
mously agreed that he shall only have 
himself to blame. Grew Apple cons 
caravan from in front and David from 
one side and Henry from the other, and 
the girls both get behind 'as being the 
safest place. Everyone then shouts 
conflicting advice — ^which gives us all 


a fine feeling of participation in the good 
work and at the same time does no harm 
because Percival can*t hear it above 
the racing of his engine. The great 
idea is to get the car unwounded in 
any vital spot into the field, with the 
caravan, tvith ail the wheels, loithmit 
a gatepost, and without any extensive 
portion of hedge. Perhaps I should 
call it a great ideal rather than a great 
idea; anyhow, it seems to be almost 
unattainable. 

When everything is inside and Grew 
Apple has ceased blaming Percival for 
running over his foot, we set about off- 
loading and erecting the tentage. Crew 
Apple is invariably put in charge of the 
camp-making because experience has 
shown that when he is in authority 
things always run without argument or 
friction. He himself calls this ‘‘ person- 
ality ” ; others hint that he is the only 
male member of the party who will 
weakly fall in with everyone’s advice 
and suggestions without starting a 
row. 

Crew Apple is an efficient boss, a born 
leader of men. He leads the way in 


getting the tent off the car, in setting 
it up and pegging it down and in fixing 
the small uncomfortable bivouac for 
himself. In fact he leads by so much 
that he does it all himself, while the men 
he is leading are all asking what there is 
to be for supper and watching the girls 
get it ready. Apple even chops the new 
t^ent-pegs because the old ones were left 
behind at the last camp. It is a camper’s 
axiom that you cannot move a tent with- 
out forgetting eitherthe pole or the pegs, 
and so in onr outfit the pole, being the 
more important, is permanently lashed 
by a twenty-yard length of rope to the 
back of the car. We may forget it 
when we start, but we always remem- 
ber it before we have gone twenty yards. 
As a corollary we have strewn England 
this summer with home-made tent- 
pegs — mostly set in the ground in fairy 
circles. 

By the time Apple has finished and 
is ready for his supper with the others, 
the others have as often as not finished 
Apple’s supper. Not that Apple is here 
complaining about all this. Apple wishes 
it clearly to be understood that he likes 
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BREED. 


In my opinion the old incorruptibility 


- Anglo-Saxon he-men or she-women in whether the American immigration 

FIXING A BREED. island. It seems to me that the authorities would believe him any more 

Sixty-five immigrants from Great immigration of the British ought to be than I do. 

Britain may in future enter the United preceded by beauty contests, at which And this brings me to another point. 
States of America as comjpared with points were given for typical (and Are the Great Britons honest? Is it 
twenty-five Germans, seventeen Irish natural) blondes. perhaps a race of Geoege Washing- 

Free Staters, three Swedes, tw'o Nor- If, on the other hand, it is physique tons that the United States of America 
wegians, six Poles, five Italians and one rather than colouring that the United are hoping to breed ? 

Dane. (I give the proportions roughly. States desire, it has to be admitted that In my opinion the old incorruptibility 
leaving the thousands out.) This is few of the world’s athletic records are of the Anglo-Saxon has been largely 
decreed by the National Origins Law, held by the Great British race. Wc do undermined by the habit of giving tes- 
under which America is making the not concentrate enough on sport. I am .timonials to patent foods and toilet 
gigantic experiment of .artificially forg- told that the young Finnish schoolboy preparations, and I often feel that Mrs. 
ing a breed. invariably runs all the way to school, Ponderby is rather evasive on the tele- 

The compliment to Great Britain is not because he has been late for break- phone. But we may still be more honest 
tremendous. Her quota has been almost fast, like an English boy, but in order than other European peoples. I hear 
doubled : those of Ger- of one European coun- 

many and the Irish Free try where any foreigner ; 

State are nearly halved. who wants a trade con- 

Sweden, Norway and cession has to call on 

Denmark have been j ^ the Prime Minister’s 

badly knocked down, . |' wife and leave the 

Poland raised a little ' money surreptitiously 

and Italy a lot. Five !’ on a table as he departs. 

Italians can escape from In England, on the other 

Italy, if they have any 1 hand, people constantly 

luck, and get to New //// ' '\ ^ fMu ^ find pearl necklaces in 

York, whereas only ^ A the street and take them 

three could do it before. M h s ~ to the police-station. 

Eussiansremainsteady, jllj InirWir Thei^e is a further 

or rather they show a ^ difficulty in front of 

very slight increase. But ~ America. Is it her belief 

for the men and women : 1 that by doubling the 

of Great Britain Amer- f H/ V WM I quota of Great British 

ica is crying aloud. They j , j; ;5f/V|||i(T|^| \]f^W f ® ^ immigrants she can per- 

are to fix the type that ■' \ // m petuate a craving for 

shall inherit the earth, ^ \ fMl drought? TheAnglo- 

and I cannot help won- __ lljIfiTOB -^T. ■;« ■ ■■■■.jipl- ■ ; -j \ '■ Saxons are rather a 

dering a little what is at ‘ ■ l h. ij J ' ' H ( wet stock. When din- 

the back of America’s i ^ | r Wk ■ with some typical 

mind. Which of us do Anglo-Saxons the other 

they want, and why? day it was all I could do 

One is tempted to say to get my proper share, 

people like the Ponder- TeJejyhone Man. “ We ’ye finished fixing it now, Mum, and I think I will tell the United 
bys at 49. They are you’ll find it all in woeking oedeb.” grates frankly that in 

rather typical types and Bear oU Lady. Oh, thank you so much! There’s just one other choosmff Ponderbv nci 

Grpflf +n fV>o thing. I WAS THINKING IT WOULD BE NICE IP IT COULD BE ARRANGED J^onueruy aS 

vjrreaii JoriTiisn no tne meet some afternoon the lady at the Exchange who is immigrant they will 

core. JronaerDy tells me going to look after my number.” not help their Prohibi- 

he is a Nordic blonde, or tion laws. Are these 


many and the Irish Free 
State are nearly halved. 
Sweden, Norway and 
Denmark have been 
badly knocked down, 
Poland raised a little 
and Italy a lot. Five 
Italians can escape from 
Italy, if they have any'- 
luck, and get to New 
York, whereas only 
three could do it before. 
Eussians remain steady, 
or rather they show a 
very slight increase. But 
for the men and women 
of Great Britain Amer- 
ica is crying aloud. They 
are to fix the type that 
shall inherit the earth, 
and I cannot help won- 
dering a little what is at 
the back of America’s 
mind. Which of us do 
they want, and why ? 

One is tempted to say 
people like the Ponder- 
bys at 49. They are 
rather typical types and 
Great British to the 
core. Ponderby tells me 
he is a Nordic blonde, or 












Teh^yhone Man. “ We ’ye finished fixing it now, Mum, and I think 

YOU ’LL FIND IT ALL IN WOEKING ORDER.” 

Bear old Lady. “ Oh, thank you so much ! There ’s just one other 

THING. I WAS THINKING IT WOULD BE NICE IP IT COULD BE ARRANGED 
FOR ME TO MEET SOME AFTERNOON THE LADY AT THE EXCHANGE WHO IS 
GOING TO LOOK AFTER MY NUMBER.” 


used to be. Most of it has come off to practise for the Olympic games, moderately honest, mildly athletic, wet, 
now, and the little piece at the back And, as his school is invariably ten semi-Nordic he-men going to do America 
looks more like a Celtic fringe. Mrs. miles away from his home, he gets a any good ? 

Ponderby has also a strong Nordic lot of practice in early life. In the 1 am forced to the conclusion that 
strain, which one feels when trying to same way the Norwegian constantly what America really wants is a greater 
make a joke. But would the Ponderbys jumps from fjord to fjord, and the infusion not of Anglo-Saxon physique 
go to America ? We want their house, champion pilum-driver is a Pole. The or temperament but of the English 
It is larger than ours. But I doubt Czecho- Slovakians learn to play tennis tongue. That is what they are really 
whether they will move. ^ before they cut their tseth, and Hun- gettingatinthisalterationof the quotas. 

On the whole, if the American immi- garian children understand how to get They want more he-men and more she- 
^ grationauthoritiespreferNordicblondes, ofi'-side at Association football in the women for the talkie screen. Damp 
I should imagine that they would be kindergarten. It is all very distressing, dark, debilitated, they will take us, and 
^fer in choosing more Swedes and but the fact remains that the Great take us gladly, if we have the English 
Danes, and not so many of the Great Britons are getting behindhand in this voice. All the stars of Central Europe 
British. For they might find they matter of physique, and I doubt whether are becoming useless because they can 
were getting Phcenicians from Corn- America will breed many champions out only look beautiful and leap over preci- 
waU, or dark hawk-faced men, descend- of Great British stock. pices ; when they try to speak Anglo- 

ants of the smugglers, like the man who Ponderby claims to have run the Saxon the canvas gets torn, 
keeps the mn at Twittermgly. It is himdred yards in little over level time It behoves us therefore, those of us 
very difficult to find hundrad-per-cent fifteen years ago, but it is doubtful who wish to go to America, to be very 
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careful to preserve as purely as we may 
the language that we love. Ponderby 
does not say much but what he does say 
seems eminently suitable for export to 
the United States as a sample of pure 
English, especially his “ Quite,'’ which 
is one of the best ‘‘quites” Iknow. But 
not all thirsty Nordic demi-blondes are 
so eloquent as Ponderby. I heard a small 
boy a few days ago ask a passer-by, as 
small boys will, to tell him the time. 

“Bart tar par fi,’' responded the 
Great Briton. He meant to convey that 
the hour was about 5.30 p.m. In justice 
to the stupendous race-breeding experi- 
ment of the United States this man 
should be kept at home. 

In any case we ought to help Amer- 
ica in this matter. A responsibility 
lies at this moment on every Anglo- 
Saxon man and woman in Great Britain 
to keep themselves as fit, as strong, as 
male, as female, as blonde, as articulate, 
as dry as they decently can. The future 
of America is in their keeping. 

. I put this very clearly to the Pon- 
derbys at dinner a few days ago. Pon- 
derby answered “ Quite ! ” But he has 
gone no further. He is still staying 
on at No. 49. Bvoe. 


A SONG OF BRAWDY. 

Beauty, tired of lovers, went to live at 
Brawdy. 

Something told her motor-coaches 
Might not fancy the approaches 
To the mill at Brawdy. 

There ’s a road that still bewilders 
Even speculative builders ; 
Boulder-stones and water-courses 
Form the surface which divorces 
Bungalows from Brawdy. 

None of Beauty’s lovers troubles her 
at Brawdy ; 

Folk who wonder where she 's hiding 
Won’t be told that she ’s residing 
Near the mill at Brawdy ; 

For the old man, bent with labour, 
Never sees his lovely neighbour ; 

All day long the loom ’s his duty, 

How should he find time for Beauty 
Laughing there at Brawdy ? 

All her fairest raiment Beauty wears at 
I Brawdy ; 

School-feasts cut no cheery capers, 
Trippers strew no picnic-papers 
By the stream at Brawdy. 

Safe from all who pluck and ravish, 
Beauty can be really lavish, 


Dressed to suit her own caprices ; 

No one tumbles, tears or creases 
Summer gowns at Brawdy. 

You should see the bluebells’ satin 
sheen at Brawdy ; 

Marigolds the sunshine dimming, 
Orchises like sapphires trimming 
Beauty’s cloak at Brawdy ; 

You should see the tasselled sedges, 
And the rose that wreathes the hedges. 
No, we can’t have strangers peeping ; 
Beauty’s secret pays for keeping ; 

Only one of all her lovers knows the 
way to Brawdy ! 


“Actress not to Maery.” 

Headline in Evenmg Paper. 
Some of them will stop at nothing in 
their desire for originality, 

“Pirst-class Upholsterer : used to hide.” 

Manchester Paper. 

We hope he has grown out of this secre- 
tive complex by now. 

“A badge has been adopted as part of tlio 
Warwickshire County Nursing Association uni- 
form. ... It is hoped that this will help to 
i encourage the esprit de corpse amongst the 
I nurses .” — Warwickshire Paper. 

I This hope is not shared by the patients. 
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“GEOGRAPHY” 

My daughter is sitting at this moment 
for a scholarship. In my youth I gained 
two scholarships and took a First* Class 
at the best University. I suppose that 
in those days I must have known some- 
thing. But when I look at my daughter's 
examination papers I am certain I know 
nothing now. 

I have been reading her geography 
paper and I have been grimly imagining 
myself in her place. Let us see what 
we can do. 

“ Geo<seapht — J uNiOB Paper 
(One hour and a-quarter). | 

Only fmir questions to be answered, i 
(Maps and diagrams must be, used to\ 

illustrate answers wherever possible.) \ 

1. Draw a map of one of ihe great 
rivers of either India or South America. ' 
Write a short account of the climate of 
the river-basin and the products found 
there. Name and mark the position of 
any important towns in the river-basin"' 

Golly 1 

I know of two rivers m India. One^ 
is called the Ganges and the other is 
called the Googlie. The Googlie is on 
the left, I know, but I can think of no 
towns on it. Let us try the Ganges, 



I doubt if this map will be of much 
assistance to the explorer, but it is the 
best I can do. 

The climate of the river-basin I have 
drawn is hot and sunny. There is prob- 
ably a rainy season, but I cannot say 
when. All this information, however, 
can be had from any travel agency. 

I have not the least idea what pro- 
ducts are found in this river-basin. But 
Calcutta (which I have marked) is at 
the mouth of the river (I think), and 
they have a sweepstake there. 

Probably rice is grown in the wet 
parts of the basin. 

That is all I know about the Ganges, 
but it is more than I know about any 
other river either in India or South 
America. 


^^2. Why is the Nile so important^ 
Describe the ways in lohicli the people 
of the Nile use the river for watering 
their crops." 

I imagine that another map will be 
expected of us here. 



The Nile, at first sight, looks very like 
the Ganges, but is quite a different 
river. 

The Nile is so important because of 
the water, of which the Egyptians are 
very fond. The Nile rises in the Sudan 
(or else Abyssinia), and is then blue and 
white. In Egypt it is yellow, owing to 
the Sudanese, who use it for washing. 
This causes bad feeling between the 
Sudan (which is British) and Egypt 
(which is Egyptian) . Owing to the hot 
climate there is not enough water for 
Egypt and the Sudan to wash in the 
same week, or for anyone to wash much. 
An arrangement has now been made by 
which they wash on alternate Fridays. 
Mixed washing is allowed and nearly 
everyone is very sunburnt. 

The way in which the people of the 
Nile use the river for watering their 
crops is very simple, so far as I know. 
Buckets are lowered into the river at the 
ends of ropes, the water is then drawn 
up and thrown over the crops. In some 
cases, I expect, water is pumped up with 
pumps and sprayed over the crops with 
watering-cans and garden-hoses. But 
how the deuce should I know ? 

“ B. What is meant by a ‘ nomadic ’ 
people f Describe a day in the life of a 
nomadic tribe," 

\ What a darn siUy question ! 
j A “nomadic ” people is a people which 
I wanders about and is never in the same 
I place for long. Many of the Liberal 
Party are “ nomadic ” in character. 

A nomadic tribe gets up very early, 
owing to the prevalence of hay-fever! 
and the noise of poultry. After break- 1 


fast the tribe wanders off and wanders 
about for the rest of the day. The men 
wander behind the cattle and beat them 
on the rump. The women sit on the 
waggons and sing. The children are 
tied in bundles of five and placed in a 
special waggon. 

At lunch -time the tribe halts for 
lunch. After lunch there is generally 
a battle with another nomadic tribe. 
There is no tea-interval. At sundown 
the tribe stops wandering, wherever the 
tribe happens to be, for camels cannot 
wander in the dark. Watch-fires are lit, 
wells are dug, a stockade is built and 
any missionaries present are eaten. 
“ Lights Out ” is sounded at half-past 
nine, except for the continuation-class, 
which is allowed to read till ten. In 
the morning the tribe wanders again. 

“4. Choose three of the following towns. 
Draw sketch-maps to ilkistrate the 
position of the three, and say why they 
are important : — Neto York, Winnipeg, 
Glasgow, Syd7iey, Vtenna, Manchester, 
Melbcnirne, Aden." 

Choose three I “New York, Winni- 
peg, Glasgow ... 1 Golly ! As if any- 
body would choose one of them ! 

Not a question for me, I think. 

“5. What do yozc mean by glaciers, 
block mountains, volca^ioes, springs, 
lagoons ? Say in each case how they 
are formed." 

I mean by a glacier a large lump of 
ice which is sticking in the throat of a 
valley. It is said to move continually, 
though no motion can be observed, and 
reminds one of a Government Depart- 
ment protecting the rights of a private 
citizen. 

I have very little idea how a glacier 
is formed. Presumably there is a stream 
at the top of the valley which has frozen. 
But in that case why does the glacier 
move ? I cannot say. 

I do not mean anything by block 
mcnmtains. I never use the expression. 
I have never heard of block mountains 
before. I have not the faintest idea 
what they are. I am quite sure that I 
was never told about block mountains, 
and nothing you say will persuade me 
that they matter. 

You know perfectly well what I mean 
by volcanoes, 

A volcano is a mountain with the 
artistic temperament. A volcano is 
like an author, and has long periods 
of sluggish quiescence varied by short 
spasms of intense activity. It is like 
a writer of free verse: It boils and 
bubbles, makes rude noises, develops a 
great deal of energy without much 
direction, gets into the papers and at- 
tracts more attention than it deserves. 
Meanwhile the honest mountain which 
sits quiet and does its job has no pub- 
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licity at all. It is perhaps significant 
that there are no volcanoes in the 
British Isles, but several in the volatile 
Latin countries. The volcano shall 
receive no further publicity from me. 

I do not know how it is formed. Nor 
do you. 

I mean by springs — well, of course I 
mean sprmgs. What do you mean by 
springs! I mean by a spring a spring 
of water which springs up. Nobody 
kno'ws how it is formed ; and you know 
that as well as I do. Try not to be 
provocative. 

What do I mean by lagoons ? What 


do I mean ' by lagoons ? Lagoons. 
Well .... 

Lagoons are the background of tropical 
novels and South Sea plays. There is 
a dusky maiden, down centre, a rotten 
Englishman (nEPT) and a coral reef on 
the back-cloth. That is what you mean 
by a lagoon. But you are wrong. 

What I mean by a lagoon is a small 
lake. The Serpentine is a lagoon. The 
Bound Pond is a lagoon. But the per- 
son who set this paper is so saturated 
with sloppy literature that nothing 
is a lagoon for him (or, as I suspect, 
her) unless it is fringed” with palm- 


trees, “romantic” with black women 
and “ infested ” with sharks. Whether 
I win a scholarship or not I absolutely 
decline to follow the decadent taste of 
the examiner, I repeat that what I 
mean by a lagoon is something like the 
Serpentine or the charming water in 
St. James’s Park. 

It is formed by the L.O.O. or the 
Office of Works. 

And, if this paper is Geography, ail 
I can say is “ Gosh ! ” 

I have an uneasy feeling that I shall 
not be awarded a scholarship, A. P. H. 
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lands from nowhere on his hands and wards me. Instant escape was impera- 
THE MISFORTUNE OF WAR. t^ees and, with his mouth open, peers tive. In my flustered state it seemed 

Along one side of our local golf- at him through his horn- rims. ^ The to me that the only possible thing to do 
course is a narrow and unfrequented effect on the Colonel was electrical in was to take the same course as the 
stretch of country, well stocked with the full sense of that misused word. Colonel and seek safer coyer on the 
pine-trees, laurel, rhododendron, gorse Flashes of lightning shot from his eyes other side of the hill. Not without mis- 
and other excellent natural cover. To and a devastating peal of thunder giving I moved in that direction at the 
this territory Ton^" and I make our way crashed from his mouth as soon as he double. 

when war is declaimed. had recovered his breath. I could not Had the Colonel allowed me two more 

Our method of warfare is simple but repeat his words, nor would the Editor seconds, I believe I could have swerved 
satisfying — to Tony. He starts at one print them ; but I shall never forget to the right and been screened from his 
end of the battlefield and I at the other, them. Never. ^ view by some bushes. But he turned 

Each endeavours to get within six paces Bed with chagrin and too overcome too soon and caught me in the act, as 
of his adversary without being seen, and even to mumble an apology, I backed it must have appeared to him, of chas- 
call /” in a loud clear voice, away and retreated towards the pine- ing hina surreptitiously.^ 

Successfully accomplished, this feat tree. A shrill treble “ Pop-Pan^ ” as I think, perhaps, this incident did 
scores one point, and the victor is of I neared it made me one point down, him good and may even have saved him 

course the one who has scored the iV deep bass ‘‘ ^ from behind from apoplexy. Deeply vexed by the 

greater number of points when tea-time the rhododendrons indicated that the failure of his last shot, he evidently 
approaches and peace is needed just such an ex- 

necessarily proclaimed. cuse as this to give vent 

This explains why I - k 7 n // ^ 

was Iving on my Z"' . VlV ing sentences, and those 

stomach last Saturday f ^ 

afternoon and wriggling brandished his niblick 

cautiously round some ^ h \ A\.i ItA must have relieved him 

rhododendrons. Smart- . V ' ' • b' enormously. ^ ^ 

ing under the loss of no !{ \ ^ precipitately 

fewer than five consecu- I /\ withoutprecaution, 

tive wars, I had deter- -i: M and was in consequence 

mined this time to spare ^ ^ exultant 

been^mghig ^Thout astule enough to move 

result for about ten mii> commanding po- 

detected^InTx^ with the enemy. I had 

movement on the. other ‘ ? n 

side of the rhododen- / 7 hear the Colonel again, 

dron-patch, and with / a ^ and I calculated that in 

the inspiration of bold- ^ , yy half -an -hour’s time, 

ness had sprinted in- ' ' '* however badly he might 

stantly and noiselessly “The effect on the Colonel was electrical.” pla-yi would surely 

across the intervening have finished with the 

space and dropped silently to the Colonel had received a second shock to eighth and ninth and reached the turn, 
ground. his nervous system. Playing back along the tenth, he would 

I wriggled another yard with ex- Tony disappeared at once, but I waited be well out of reach, 
treme care, and then, getting into a timidly behind the pine-tree. Presently Hostilities reopened. I had not been 
crouching position, sprang forward and there was a thud, and I saw the ball scouting for more than three minutes 
on all fours confronted the unsuspecting shoot out — not, however, in the direc- when I detected an exciting rnovement 
enemy, tion of the fairway but up a steep slope behind a clump of gorse. This time I 

Before, however, I could cry “Pop- to the Colonel’s right. knew it must be Tony, and without 

/’’Irealised that this was not Tony A moment or two later the Colonel hesitation I sprinted across the inter- 

at ail, but a retired Colonel with many himself came out from behind the rhodo- vening space and dropped noiselessly 
years of service in India behind him and dendrons and, most unluckily, turned to the ground. 

a terrifyingly-deranged liver to darken his head and perceived my anxious face Laboriously I wriggled to the corner 
his futm^e. I claim no credit for this peeping round the tree trunk. It was of the gorse and craned my neck slowly 
swift diagnosis ; the facts were patent, quite obvious that the spectacle annoyed round it. Almost before I realised what 
He must have sliced his drive badly him. Watching him toil up the slope, had happened I found myself looking 
from No. 8 tee and, having selected his I am afraid I was guilty of a mean and up at the unsuspecting enemy, 
heaviest niblick, was about to hadk bis senseless joy in the fact that he had to It was the Colonel again, doggedly 
ball back to the fairway. carry his own ponderous hag of clubs, swinging back his heaviest nibUck. 

It would, I suspect, be disconcerting The supply of caddies is always ex- From No. 10 tee I imagine he must 
to any golfer in the very act of con- hausted early on Saturday afternoons, have made the most prodigious pull of 
trolling his back-swing to find himself And then, turning in the other direc- his life. His ball, must have cleared a 
suddeaily face to face with an outwardly tion, I caught sight of Tony, not twenty broad belt of pine-trees and the whole 
respectable middle-aged gentleman who yards away, creeping cautiously to- width of the fairway of No. 9 and pene- 
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“The effect on the Colonel was electrical.” 
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THE FALLIBLES. 





/ ‘ ‘ Canute Ms flattering courtiers cried, 

“ Can do what he likes with the rising 
tide ; ” 

But he only wetted Ms feet when he 
tried. 

\ Alfred the Great was most discern- 

ing; 

He kindled and trimmed the Lamp of 
Learning ; 

But he couldn’t prevent a cake from 
burning. 

William the Bed was no cock-sparrow 

But a fighting man to his Norman 
marrow ; 

^ Yet he hadn’t the wit to dodge an arrow. 

John, an experienced evil liver, 

Knew how to make his subjects shiver ; 
sjjL But he lost Ms handbag crossing a river. 

- Eichard the Third was crowned, and 
he 

Swore that a careful King he ’d be ; 

Yet he lost Ms crown on a hawthorn- 
tree. 

Henry the Eighth was a real tip- 
topper. 

Slick with his tongue and quick \^ith 
the chopper ; 

Yet he came (too oft) a connubial 
k cropper. 

^ Charles was a ruler bom and bred. 
Cool and collected ; yet I ’ve read 
That once he completely lost his head. 

So it ’s nice to know that even kings 
Can make a mess of the simplest thing-. 






■■■■/" If'''' A, 

■ : y"* I 








trated deeply into onr domain. It was 
a very creditable feat on his part to find 
it. Incidentally it must have been the 
longest drive the Colonel ever made. 

If he was eloquent when I met him 
before, on this occasion he surpassed 
himself. For quite three minutes a 
storm of shattering and blasphemous 
language fell on my tingling ears as I 
stood there too stunned to move. 

At length, panting heavily, he stopped, 
and his purple features took on an 
expression of strained and perspiring 
expectancy. He was awaiting my reply. 
Up to the present I had not addressed 
a word to him ; but now in this strange 
and ominous silence it seemed incum- 
bent upon me to say something. The 
Colonel obviously expected it. I felt 
that I could not disappoint him. 

With an effort I pulled myself to- 
gether. 

Pop-Bang 1 ” I said in a loud clear 


Young man, married, wants work as 
printer’s representative ; 3 years’ experience in 
canvassing and interviewing ; note afraid of 
hard work .” — Evming Paper, 

This is unlikely to be overlooked by 
prospective employers. 


THE WONDER ROOM. 

(With acknowledgments to the expert 
writers on furnishing and kmdred 
topics inourinformatireioeekly Press,) 
In furnishing a sitting-room, dining- 
room, drawing-room, smoke-room, bed- 
room, study, or indeed any room in 
the house except perhaps the kitchen, 
scullery, bath-room or billiard-room 
(the term “ house ” including also flat 
or bungalow), the first thing to do is to 
measure it carefully — an ordinary foot- 
rule or tape measure will do — and so 
determine its size. From the wall-space 
the measurements of doors and win- 
dows should be subtracted, as of course 
you wall not have to furnish these. And 
it will not be necessary to measure the 
ceiling as well as the floor, because 
these are generally the same size or 
very nearly. 

Having found how big the apartment 
is, next think what period furniture — 
Anne, Tudor, Georgian, Wren, Louis 
(various), Sevres, rococo, rustic and so 
forth — will best be shown off in it. 
Personally I am always thrilled when 
I have to arrange the furnishing and 
general d&cor of a room that is the 


lucky possessor of one of those delight- 
ful Macadam fire-places. What an 
adornment they are! Their severe, 
almost classical, restraint, coupled with 
insouciance, is an unfailing joy ; and I 
flatter myself that I was among his 
very first admirers. Having got the 
Macadam fire-place, then, what better 
can we do than put one of those dinky 
Halve-the-Bill *’ gas-stoves into it 
(not forgetting the dear old joke about 
buying two and saving all the bill)? 
And so, having warmed the room, as 
it were, we can choose the furniture in 
greater comfort, can’t we, readers ? 

Personally, you know, I am all for 
the old things ; so restful, so redolent 
of other days. In the room I ’m think- 
ing of, a really nice set of Sheeidan 
chairs — ^six dining and two arm — ^would 
be just the thing. Tapestry for the 
upholstering, of course. Almost any 
shade would go with the Macadam fire- 
place. 

Then we must have a parquet floor, 
so useful when they want to dance, 
under half-a-dozen of the fashionable 
Sealyham rugs .that are just in. If 
I the rugs turn up at the corners — and 
I what rugs^ corners don’t ? — they can be 
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weighted on the under side with a suit- 
able heavy article, or just stood on. 

A Tudor chest will go well, of course, 
with the other things, and a few Chestee- 
TON sofas maybe scattered about— never 
be mean about Chestertons— while the 
piano ought to be eii suite, unless you 
have the wireless. On the mantelpiece 
we will simply have some nice old glass 
thrown about, say four or five pieces ; 
and if you want to be really daring and 
new, put one of Oemula’s jolly little 
clocks — the goldy ones look best — ^in the 
middle. Ob ! and harking back to the 
furniture, an odd armchair here and 
there is always useful and also really 
attractive if upholstered in the new 
pigaloid or Spanish macabre. 

Now for the curtains. I stand or fall 
by crash. Some think it demodi ; not 
so your correspondent. As for colours 
I have a weakness for reds, greens, blues, 
■purples, yellows, browns and the softer 
greys and blacks. But we need not be 
hidebound, over a trifie like colour ; after 
all, chacim a son goiU, has he not ? 

Coming back to the little stove we 
chose reminds me that fire-irons give the 
imagination some play. A few well- 
chosen andirons — there are plenty to 
choose from in the shop- windows — 
though old, are much better than the 
mcdern automatic ones, while taper- 
holders with bellows for extinguishing 
were always part of the old hearth en- 
semble. On the other hand, fire-dogs 
look a teeny-weeny bit otitri if not 
actually gauche. 

One last touch, but only if you happen 
to have the telephone in the room, and 
it must go somewhere ; they are making 
nowadays all sorts of jolly things to 
disguise this unsightly but essential 
adjunct. It may be a little windmill, 
or a sham loud-speaker, or even a very 
modern pou^ee. One of the nattiest, 
that offers a piquant foil to the old- 
world atmosphere I Ve tried to suggest, 
is a dinky little model of Sir Heney 
Segeave’s racing-car. You’d never 
! guess there was a telephone inside it, 

! It hoots instead of ringing, and the 
I telephone directory slips deftly out of 
sight under the hood where the works 
and things would be in a real car. 


Commercial Cynicism. 

“The Tebeor is Coming, 

Every Okaracter Speaks,” 

Talkie poster in MeThourne, 


“At the request of the Sultan of Zanzibar a 
party of gramophone engineers are shortly leav- 
ing London for West Africa.*’— DuiZ?/ Paper, 

Well, they won’t find him there. 

“Senoeita Found Lacking in Eeservb.” 

Headline in Daily Pajper, 
Was it something she said to the 
referee ? 


MORE HEADACHES FOR THE HISTORIAN. 

The First Day of the Yarsity Match. 

The Times, speaking of Mr. J. T. | 
Morgan’s “great innings,” said : “ His 
square -cutting and off-driving may be 
compared with Leyland’s, He missed 
nothing on the leg- side, but chiefly 
his masterfulness was shown by his 
straight driving.” 

The Daily Express, writing of the 
same day’s cricket, said,“EjLLicii’s dis- 
play [0] was no poorer than that of those 
who collected runs. The belief fre- 
quently expressed in the stands, as well 
as in the cheaper sections \Tlie Daily 
Express reporter seems to have covered 


a lot of ground] was that the batting, 
fielding and bowling were no better 
than that in club cricket.” 


Is Chivalry Dead by the Cam ? 

“ Leander R. 0 . heat London R . C . after a mag- 
nificent struggle in the Grand Challenge Cup, 
the ladies failing to catch up the entire crew of 
Cambridge Blues by a length.” 

Provincial Paper, 

“Luee of Ireland for Holidays. 

... A walk takes one to Gargle Glen, one of 
the most alluring in the British Isles ...” 

Daily Paper. 

Is the Free State renaming her beauty 
spots with a business eye on the Atlantic 
; horizon? 




CELIA. . 

{A memory of lilac-time.) 

Celia 's tliirfcy and spinster, and Celia 's 
Parent ’s a parson near Poole, 

And her eyes are as blue as — it must be, lobelias, 

And she ’s very content as a rule 
With the parish, the pony, the white W^yandottes, 
And you see her about on her bic^rcle, lots ; 

But always, but always ere lilac-time 's sped 
There 's an imp that gets into her pretty brcr^-n head. 
And ‘‘ Oh,” thinks she, 

“ What fun it would be 
Did somebody send me a Imndred pounds — 

What a frightfully greedy sum that sounds! — 

And a seat in one of the up expresses, 

And six new bats and a dozen new dresses ; 

Eor, oh,” thinks Celia, *‘how, how, hoio 
I 'd love a visit tb London now 1 ” 

Celia, save when those Pucks to the million, 
Lilac-days, beckon and bob, 

Seldom builds castles, or cloud or Castilian, 

Always gets on with her job ; 

Buns on her bicycle round and about, 

Doing with this or else doing without, 

But always, but alvrays when lilac-time ’s here 
There ’s an imp and he pinches her pretty pink ear. 
And oh ! she *11 see 

(With dimples three — 4 

Por one to each cheek, one to the chin. 

When Celia smiles, sink softly in) 


A beautiful person whose name is Celia 
And whose eyes are as blue as (exactly) lobelia, 

Who wears with a beautiful calm composure 
The prettiest frock in the Eoyal Enclosure ; 

And, ‘"Oh,” thinks Celia, “how, how, how 
I *d love a fortnight in London now 1 ” 

Then she smothers the imp with a smile and swots 
A bucket of feed to the W^yandottes. , P, B. C. 

AN APPEAL TO HOLIDAY-MAKERS. 

Eveey year the Children’s Country Holidays Fund sends 
poor children away for a fortnight’s stay in country cottages, 
where 'kindly residents in the villages help to show them 
what country life means and give them a good time. Last 
year 32,000 children took part in this holiday, and it is the 
aim of the Fund to get back at least to the number reached 
before the War — 46,000. This is but a very small propor- 
tion of the 700,000 who are on the roll of the Elementary 
Schools of London. 

Mr. Punch asks all happy young people who are just off 
for their own holiday not to forget the less fortunate children 
who cannot go away without generous help. Will they 
please send a small gift out of their pocket-money, and 
persuade their parents to send a larger one, to the Earl of 
Aeran, who looks after the Children’s Country Holidays 
Fund ? The address is 18, Buckingham Street, Strand, W.C.2. 

“New Maxbi foe the Goveenment.” — Daily Paper. 

We await with interest the views of the Disarmament 
Conference. 




The Flying Scotsman {descending direct on the House of Cosnmons). “ I CAN’T AFFORD TIME 
FOR LANDING AT AERODROMES. I ’M TOO BUSY. EVERYTHING DEPENDS ON MB.” 









July 17 , 1929 .] PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIYAKL 73 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, July 8th — Captaiu Wedg- 
wood Benn threatens to be the ideal 
Secretary of State, at any rate on the 
floor of the House. His audibility ’’ 
is perfect ; his Supplementary answers 
indicate an eager desire to give the 
questioner, no matter of what party, all 
the information for which he craves. 
To-day, moreover, the new Seceetaey 
OF State for India gave evidence of a 
mental and verbal adroitness scarcely 
inferior to that of the late Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. Even Mr. Thurtle, 
who grows more Olympian every day, 
seemed satisfied. 

But it was in the course of being 
pressed by Sir Frederick Hall to 
publish the India OfiSce's information 
as to the Soviet Government's activities 
in India that Captain Benn exhibited 
his finest combination of alertness and 
discretion. ‘‘The hon. Member must 
leave it in the hands of the Depart- 
ment to decide how and when it is 
really desirable to publish any informa- 
tion," he had replied, an unfortunate 
lapsus ImgucB, because no Minister must 
ever pretend in the House of Commons 
that a Department ever decides any- 
thing. Potential protesters sprang to 



THE RAJAH OF BENN 
[ Miniature : Mogul School). 

their feet, but the Minister was too 
quick for them. “ When I say Depart- 
ment I mean, of course, myself," he 
added, ^‘L*dtat, c'est moi^ 

A subtle but none the less explicit 
reminder to such as may imagine that 
India's difficulties are Socialism's oppor- 
tunities that they will get no change 
out of Captain Genghiz Benn. 


The Government’s decision to reject 
its predecessor’s project for supplying 
the troops with British beef seems to 
be “eating ” Lord Winterton — not too 
happily, because it enabled Mr. Buxton, 
probably for the fin’s t time in his slightly 
arid political life, to score off his adver- 
saries. The benefits which might accrue 
to agriculture, he explained, would not 
be commensurate with the expense in- 
volved — an opinion toMch was consist- 
ently held hy the late Government until 
the eve of the Election. 

The rdle of irresponsible gaiety 
seems to have attracted the fancy of 
Mr. Batey, who certainly has the voice 
and accent for the part. At any rate he 
secured two good laughs, the first after 
the CoMivnssiONEE of Works had an- 
swered Mr, Day's plaint that in case of 
fire there is only one exit from the 
Members’ gallery. “'Will the Minister 
tell us if there is any hope of a fire tak- 
ing place ? " piped Mr. Batey. Earlier 
in the afternoon the Parliamentary 
Secretary to the Ministry of Labour 
was explaining that the Mines Com- 
mittee of the Governing Body of the 
International Labour Office were still 
considering the question of the hours of 
miners. “Who was the British repre- 
sentative and chairman of this Com- 
mittee?" asked Mr. Batey in tones 
which indicated extreme scepticism 
about the whole business. He was told 
that it was Mr. Humbert Wolfe. 

“Who 's he ? " demanded the Member 
for Spennymoor in accents that clearly 
indicated that this was no simulated 
ignorance. Has Mr. Batey never read 
Undertones ? 

The full-dress two-day debate on the 
Conservative Amendment to the Ad- 
dress provided no initial fireworks. The 
determination of the Government to 
have no truck with Safeguarding, and 
of Mr. Snowden to feast his ears 
with the McKenna Duties’ expiring 
shrieks, had been too long expected. 
Moreover the Conservatives, to tell the 
painful truth, have lost the knack of 
defending with anything approaching 
a generous warmth the protective poli- 
cies which they ruthlessly abandoned 
in 1924 for a fresh lease of political 
ower. Even Sir Basil Peto, who 
guratively hurled his fabric glove 
in the Chancellor’s teeth, spoke in 
resignation rather than anger. 

Sir P, Ounlipfe-Lister too broached 
the subject of Imperial Preference (also 
mentioned in the Amendment) in the 
general accents of pious hope rather 
than with the particular voice of con- 
viction — an excusable attitude when 
Conservatism’s would-be fa^itdme cour- 
onne is waiting round the corner to 
translate every such utterance into a 
demand for Free Trade within the 


Empire and tariffs against all the 
others, 

Mr, Lambert, speaking as “an old 
Liberal," declared himself to be the 
only surviving individualist not in a 
museum, and proud of it. He gave 
more figures and had to submit to a sort 
of mild heckling when he declared that 
Safeguarding had raised prices. 



THE CHALLENaE. 

Sir Basil Peto flings down the (home- 
made) GLOVE. 

Mr. W. J. Brown in a pleasant maiden 
speech pointed out that his constituency, 
full of motor factories and silk factories, 
had nevertheless given a majority of 
eight thousand against the Conserva- 
tives and all their works. This might 
merely prove that the electors were 
boneheads ; but the Conservatives, who 
had just enfranchised a hefty block of 
them, could hardly make that retort. 

Sir Henry Page-Croft managed to 
produce some of the ardour of the con- 
vinced Protectionist, and Mr. Graham, 
who never becomes ardent, coldly de- 
fended the Government against the 
charge of keeping the industries con- 
cerned in a state of undeserved suspense. 
More speeches from all sides of the 
House followed, only the Olydesiders 
looking on with an air of detached 
cynicism, waiting their opportunity to 
urge matters of real moment on the 
attention of a rather bored House. 

Tuesday, July 9th— M m. Oliver Bald- 
win is a newcomer to Parliament but 
he has lost no time in finding a serious 
leakage in the national resources. Mr. 
Tom Shaw had to admit that the Bank 
of England paid the Government no- 
thing for the services of the gallant posse 
that guards its vaults against the de- 
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predations of smash-and-grab motor- 
bandits in red opera-cloaks, but made it 
clear that the Old Lady was not going 
to be deprived of her time-honoured 
escort by him. 

This was Mr. Snowden’s big day. 
First came questions about the Young 
Report and French debt payments to 
America and this country, with Colonel 
Wedgwood in the role of inquisitor. 
The Chancellob’s explanation was 
lucid and should have been satisfactory. 
The continued debate on the Conser- 
vative Safeguarding Amendment saw 
another Mr. Snowden, an executioner 
gloatingly feeling the edge of his snick- 
ersee, watching the victim writhe and 
delighting his thin soul with thoughts 
of sweet revenge. Not for the Safe- 
guarding and McKenna duties, those 
violators of the Free Trade sanctuary, 
would there be any happy despatch. 
For them the boiling oil, the melted lead 
or anything else sufficient!}?* lingering. 

It is true that Mr. Ameby’s observa- 
tions might have done something to 
warm up the summer of Mr. Snowden’s 
splenetic content. On the other hand 
there should have been further food for 
satisfaction in Mr. Ameby’s difference 
of opinion with Mr. Snowden’s political 
bite noire, Mr. Chubchill. For Mr. 
Ameby would not have it that the floor 
is wider than the gangway, believing 
rather that Labour (purged of course of 
its Liberal impurities) and Capital may 
ultimately be smelted together into a 
fine metal of Imperial prosperity — a con- 
summation, however, that would leave 
Mr. Snowden as full of disgust as Mr. 
Chubchill of surprise. 

Major Tbyon twitted the Government 
with departing from its principles to 
the point of threatening to stabilise 
agricultural prices. It was no new idea, 
because the Empeeoe Diocletian had 
tried it. He bad attempted to fix the 
price of meat, vegetables, schoolmasters, 
orators and beer. The experiment was 
a failure. 

. Responding to Major Tbyon’s satir- 
ical vein, Captain Benn said that the 
Conservatives, with their “incurable 
sloppiness of thought,” first pleaded for 
the boring of a. Channel Tunnel and 
then stuffed the Channel up vrith an 
anti-French tariff. The Government 
proposed to get the country out of the 
Balkan mind engendered by their pre- 
decessors and into the paths of economic 
sanity. ^ A well-delivered if not very 
convincing climax to an otherwise bald 
and unconvincing debate. 

Wednesday, July 10th . — A rose by 
any name may smell as sweet, but there 
will never be the magic in the name of 
Lord Bbenxfobd that there was in the 
less resounding but unforgettable name 
of Jix, However, Viscount Bbenteobd 


he has become and as such he took his 
seat among his peers to-day, chaperoned 
by Lords Hailsham and Byng, the 
presence of the latter being doubtless 



THE LORD HIGH EXECUTIONER 
ANNOUNCES THAT HE HAS “GOT 
A LITTLE LIST.” 

The Chancellob of the Exohequee. 

due to the possibility that at the last 
moment the spouse of Dora and the 
champion of austere Protestantism 
might nob “go quietly.” With him 
went Lord Luke, appropriately intro- 



A SERMON IN STONE. 

Design fob statue of Mb. T. P. O’Connoe 
IN Pabliament Squabe. 

[A Testimonial is to be presented on the 
Terrace this week to Mr. T. P. O’Connor, the 
Father of the House, in recognition of his 
long public and political services.] 


duced by Lord St. John and (in the 
regrettable absence of Lords Matthew 
and Mark) Lord Stanley of Aldebley. 

Colonel Wedgwood had another 
chance of trotting out his new bogey — 
that in order to get the French to join 
us in evacuating the Rhineland we are 
letting them wring concessions out of 
us in respQct of the reparations settle- 
ment, Mr. Hendebson endeavoured to 
reassure him; but reassuring Colonel 
Wedgwood is never an easy matter. 
A Question about the slaughter of big 
game from motor-cars in East Africa 
caused him to intimate darkly that, as 
Rupebt Bbooke would have put it, 

Things are done you ’d not believe 
In Tanganyika on Christmas Eve 

and at other times, but what the dark 
deeds are and who the doers* w^e did 
not learn. 

Mr. Ponsonby made the rather im- 
portant statement that, if recent circum- 
stances (meaning the new U.S: tariff) 
made it desirable to have an Imperial 
Conference before next year, the Gov- 
ernment would gladly participate — a 
message of hope for the Imperial Crusa- 
ders of Shoe Lane. 

It must have been galling for the 
Socialist Ginger Group to sit idiy by 
while a gloomy and rather futile debate 
on the Liberal Amendment about Scot- 
tish Local Government ate up the 
precious hours devoted to the conclud- 
ing stages of the debate on the Address, 
Their own Amendment (calling for three 
pounds a week for everybody, or some- 
, thing of that nature) would have ad- 
mittedly caused a livelier stir. But 
perhaps they were satisfied with it as 
a gesture. 

In the face of such doughty oppo- 
nents as Mr. T. Johnston, the Under- 
secretary for Scotland but a debater of 
more than under-secretarian capacity, 
the Duchess of Atholl, Major Elliot, 
Mr. Ian Macpheeson and the others, 
who contended that Scotland should 
stand where she did in the matter of 
local government, made little headway. 

The Wonders of Erin. 

“There was the most extraordinary old 
church in the country, the ancient St, John’s 
church, with a roof and no walls ; if the win- 
dows were re-opened where would be the walls.” 

Irish Paper. 

Where indeed ? Nor is it very easy to 
make out where the roof is at present. 

“Hush-Hush at Socialish Meetings. 


Mr. Shinwell Keeps the Press Out.” 


No wonder. 


Daily Paper, 


“An amazingly gripping story of ten men 
lost in the dessert.” 

Cinema report in Kentish Paper. 
INq too know what it is to be at grips 
with a ferocious water-melon. 
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EGOLOMANIA. 

A Nice Letter to the Prime 
Minister. 

Dear Mr. MacDonald,— At the mo- 
ment the Government can do no wrong, 
and far be it from me to embarrass the 
one righteous man in a rotten world. 
But somebody must save you from your- 
self or we shall have another of these 
tiresome Elections; and, since your 
friends appear to have no influence over 
you, the thankless task devolves on the 
‘ ' Capitalist Press.” Some would say it 
was “fair-play ” to leave you alone ; but 
it is obviously fairer to reason with a 
suicide. The fate of certain Gadarene 
animals might have been quite different 
if some kind person had chivvied them 
up the hill. 

Well, it was egolomania which, more 
than anything, contrived your ruin in 
1924, and egolomania, I am beginning 
to fear, will do for you again. I have 
read most of your speeches since you 
reluctantly assumed the odious reins of 
office. Good stuff in many of them, but 
many of them painfully suggestive of 
the utterances of a stained-glass window. 
The setting sun is behind it and you 
stand in a sentimental welter of treacly 
yellows and syrupy purples, like one of 
those saints or bishops who hold a large 
cathedral in their hands, murmuring 
meekly, “Alone I did it.” 

To come to details, it would be a re- 
lief to the reader if you could more 


often construct a sentence without drag- 
ging in your “heart” or your “soul.” 
Many a good man wears his heart upon 
his sleeve, but yours is always tumbling 
on your tongue, giving to me at least 
the uncomfortable impression of a man 
who speaks with his mouth full. When 
you had to welcome your Attornev- 
General, on his leaving a Party of 
which he had been for many years a 
Member without any sign of being dis- 
gusted with it, you could not even do 
|that without expressing the hope that 
the society of you and your colleagues 
iwould bring him “comfort of soul.” 
One seemed to see the childless woman 
inserting the comforter between the 
innocent lips of her adopted baby — 
pretty picture but one a little out of keep- 
ing with the occasion. I don’t know 
why it is — ^when other people “pour 
out their heart ” it is very often like a 
glass of fine wine for the rest of us; 
but when you pour out yours it is like 
one of those sticky coloured liquids con- 
sumed by the French and falsely called 
“ cordials.” So try to throw off this 
habit of speech; and when you have 
to make some simple announcement 
such as “We propose to amend the 
Public Sewers Act,” do not tell us in- 
j stead that “your heart is aching for 
the people’s drains.” 

All this heart-stuff would be more 
convincing if you bubbled over with 
Christian generosity towards your op- 
I ponents. You began by inviting the 


House of Commons to regard itself as 
a Council of State — ^no horrid party- 
sneering, but Jolly good fellows all work- 
ing together. Yet only a few days later, 
addressing five thousand women at 
Durham, y^ou said : — 

*‘You turned oufe the old Government, and 
you have no idea of the old furniture, the rotten 
•wall-paper, the corners that have not been 
cleaned, and the paint faded and blistered, 
that they have left behind them ... If you 
go up to the offices in Whitehall this week you 
will hear, as it were, the hum of engines that 
are drmng those offices into action.” 

What you meant, no doubt, was “We 
are new brooms, beginning our sweep 
with the proverbial vigour.” Was it 
necessary to suggest instead that the 
Departments of State, inactive for five 
years, have at last begun to function 
in the last few weeks ? Again, a num- 
ber of statesmen have been studying 
the problems of disarmament and world- 
peace for a good many years ; it re- 
mained for you to settle the whole thing 
in a single lunch with an Ambassador. 
That is an erroneous impression, no 
doubt, but for that sort of error you 
have only yourself to blame. 

And, you see (or rather you don’t 
see), all these big indigestible words will 
so soon be rising up and choking you. 
Look again at what you said to the 
women of Durham : — 

“We have been baffled already ; I admit it, 
but we are still at work. 

“What was right away in my heart” (0, 
that heart 1) “that day after the Election — 
I wanted the very first piece of legislation done 
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by the new Government to be a bit of legisla- 
tion dealing with widows’ pensions. 

“I said to my colleagues when we were 
gathered together, ‘ Do let us have our first 
Bill a Bill that will include those widows who 
hoped to have pensions but have not,’ I am 
sorry ; I am baffled. 

“We looked into it, we did our best and 
found the time was too short. Ah ! But, my 
friends, it is coming quickly.” — Sunday Times. 

That, I maintain, is a really comical 
piece of prose, though there are better 
things still in the speech. ‘‘Baffled 1 ” 
Baffled already after four weeks in 
office I Well, no one blames you for that. 
But I don’t remember that there was 
anything baffling about the pensions of 
widows or any other matter while the 
heartless Mr. Baldwin was in your 
place. N 0 , no, that would be one of ‘ ‘ the 
corners that have not been cleaned.” 

It is really astonishing that a man 
should so soon begin to dissipate the 
goodwill with which 
he was ushered into 
office by talking such 
terrible nonsense as you 
do. “I have got to be 
at my old desk this 
evening,” you told the 
startled women of Dur- 
ham, “and I have a 
great deal of work to do 
before I go to bed.” As- 
tonishing ! The Prime 
Minister at work in tho 
evening! Thiscannever 
have happened before. 

“ I tell you perfectly 
frankly that I can do 
three times more work 
when the House of Com- 
mons is not sitting than 
I can do when it is. . . . 

I will go away South now to look at 
papers, problems, difficulties. I have 
been thinking about obstacles and ob- 
stacle's in the last three weeks, created 
as though by the very devil himself.” 

“ I . . . 1 . . . I . . .” There have 
been no workers and no thinkers before 
BAAiSA-r MacDonald. Atlas, support- 
ing the skies on his shoulders, did not 
feel his position so acutely and was not 
more conscious of his indispensabihty. 
Yet Eamsay M.acDonald will pass, the 
skies will remain comfortably support- 
ing themselves, and the British race 
will, I think, ungratefully survive. He 
will pass, I fear, as he passed before, 
nob so much for the things he dees as 
the things he says, and not so much for 
the things he says as for the strange 
way he says them. You are one of 
many who have a genius for saying the 
right thing in the wrong way. Unfor- 
tunately, if a clock insists on striking 
two at three o’clock, this is always re- 
membered against it, no matter how 
correctly its hands tell the time. 


And one more thing. Try to be less 
catty to the “ Capitalist Press.” It has 
been explained to you before in these 
Capitalist columns that no one in the 
world has so much cause to be grateful 
to the “ Capitalist Press ” as you. Your 
Party would be in a poor way if it had 
to rely on its own curious little organ 
to propagate your opinions and make 
familiar to the public the not always 
exciting features of your colleagues. 
You would net be where you are to-day 
if you had had to rely on the Socialist 
Press. With all its faults the Capital- 
ist Press is tho Press of the people, 
and on the whole it has given you 
fairer treatment than it has ever had 
from you. The worst thing it does to 
you is to report your speeches verbatim. 

Mr. Churchill said the other day 
that you would be swept away when 
you began to put Socialism into prac- 





STBAIGHT TALK BETWEEN A SON AND DIYOBCED FATHER. 

Ninian Fraser . . , . ' Mr. Robert Andrews. 

James Fraser Mr. Henry Ainley. 

Janet Fraser Miss Marie Tempest. 

tice. You are far more likely to be 
swept away on a wave of human irrita- 
tion when* the majority of the House 
of Commons decides that it cannot 
stand any more unctuous lectures and 
is tired of being called brother to its 
face and brute behind its back. If only 
you could persuade Mr. Baldwin to 
prepare your „ speeches you might re- 
main in office for ever. So please be 
warned in time and choose your words. 

People in stained-glass windows never 
throw stones. A. P. H. 


A New Way of Passing Sultry Afternoons* 

“Yacht Capsizes. 

Captain and Mrs. and tho children kept 

wonderfully cool in the water.” 

Portsmouth Paper. 

“Schools in 1979. 

A Head Mistress’s Vision. 

The Thirty-Acre Flaying Field.” 

Headlines in Sunday Paper, 
Smith Minor assures us however that 
it can be done quite well enough in a 
much more confined space. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“The First Mrs. Fraser” 
(Theatre Royal, Haymarket). 

The pleasure of seeing Mr. Henry 
Ainley and Miss Marie Tempest again 
would have reconciled the least enthusi- 
astic theatre-goer to a very mediocre 
play. But Mr. St. John Ervine has pro- 
vided a comedy of genuine sentiment as 
a setting for this reminder that we still 
have actors and actresses worthy of the 
Comic Muse (whose name I never can 
recall). 

The First Mrs. Fraser — a pleasantly 
challenging title — is, if you like to say 
so, a homily on modern divorce, and it 
certainly enables the author to make 
full use of that range of jokes about 
divorce with which we have been long 
familiar. But it also embodies a world- 
old romance and tells the tale of true 
long-parted lovers 
joined again in the even- 
ing of their days with- 
out the heroic accom- 
paniments of tapestry, 
armour or the Irish Sea. 
Not in divorce courts is 
a love founded on real 
understanding and sym- 
pathy, such as that be- 
tween Mr. and Mrs. 
James Fraser, altered in 
the breast. I wish the 
First and Third Acts 
were as good as the 
Second, where some fine 
comedy ends in a sur- 
prising and really ad- 
mirable curtain. 

Mr. James Fraser 
seems to have been a 
Scottish gentleman who had prospered 
in business and after twenty years of 
married life had been captivated by the 
youthful charms of a selfish little flirt. 
Five years with this lady were as much 
as he could stand; and, indeed, so 
lavishly has the author underlined the 
worthlessness and vulgarity of the 
siren’s character that five minutes 
would have been more than enough 
for some of us. I do not really know 
why Flsie should have been as terrible 
as that. But I do know that Miss 
Ursula Jeans interpreted the part 
with a resolute fidelity that was wholly 
to be admired. Anyhow, after five 
years we find Mr. Fraser coming back 
to the first Mrs. Fraser for confiden- 
tial advice on the subject of a second 
divorce, and the second Mrs. Fraser 
also turning for counsel to the same 
fount of wisdom and kindliness. ‘ James 
does not want to be the guilty party in 
a second suit, nor does Elsie, the siren, 
who intends to make a better marriage 
with the heir to a marquisate, although 
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her real a&ctions are centred on some- view, the argument would have been she was genuinely fond, she was only 
one else, a professional dancer not in better if Elsie had not been such a one of a crowd.** Yet I doubt whether 
the cast. The game is thus in the devastatingly inferior person, making Mr, James Fraser, with his business 
first Mrs. Fraser's hands. She has two up cheap sneers and her face at the ability and Scots common-sense, would 


sons — one, an Oxford under- 
graduate, entirely on the side of 
his mother; the other, married, 
and feeling convinced that for 
the sake of respectability and 
happiness all round his parents 
ought to be united again. She 
also has a faithful friend who 
has always adored her only a JT/ 

little less than he adores trout- 
fishing, and can be used .to play J 

Providence if desired. 

By adroit management, then, 
and the lucky chance that Eisie 1 i 
has committed an indiscretion j 
wn'th her dancer at the very inn 
where the adoring 

one, has been staying in hope | ^ 
of trout, the first Mrs. Fraser ' 
contrives to outwit Elsie and 

send her flying to Paris with 

her prospective peer lest a worse 

thing should befall. It is bluff 

really. It is also a little like oTT^^iawT 
blackmail, but blackmail in a ‘ » 

cause which commends itself to • rr 

the audience, since the other ! 

parties concerned are contempt- 
ible, and we all from the beginning, 1 same time 


/>■ 


for all his vanity have pursued 
^ marsh-fire for so long. 

A Miss Marie Tempest is left at 

the end with a pearl necklace, 
y Qf family sup- 

^ pose, sent to her by the devoted 

/'^fi /: trout -fisher, but the first present 

i /jl \ — of his second courting from the 

‘A//* lil 1 half-humbled Jaynes, 

A minor parts are quite 

^ adequately played. The whole 

II illlu action of the play (surprising 

W ^^\\\\ Ivp^ unity!) occurs in the first Mrs. 

III .y Fraser's Knightsbridge flat, a 

Wj y/y \ sc^ne which can scarcely 

\ taxed Mr. Aubrey Ham- 

Mlh \ \ bond's inventive powers to the ! 

\ 1 He gave the room a large 

\1 \ 1 and well-stocked bookcase, ho w- 

ll \ 1 doubt indicating litera- 

/ r ul A- one of the minor con- 

I j solations of sundered souls. 

- * 1 ‘ 1 I would like in conclusion to 

S: BETWEEN SECOND WIFE fu “Ir® u 

AND FIHST. whethertheyeverexpecttohear 

. . . . MISS UKStiL-WEANs. finished co^dy acting like this. 

. . . . MISS Makie Tempest. in vyhich the shghtest vocal m- 

nection counts for so much, even 
The defences of the vamp, I passably reproduced on the megaphonic 


STRAIGHT TALK BETWEEN SECOND WIFE 
* AND FIRST. 

Elsie Fraser Miss Ursula. Jeans. 

Janet Fraser Miss Marie Tempest. 


like Murdo^ their elder son, consider I kept telling myself, are not so easily stage. ^ Evoe. 

that Mr. and Mrs. Fraser simply must pierced, nor is Astarte so lightly over- Father of Parliaments 

be brought together again thrown. _ But there was one touch of ..^tere were handshakes from adl'parties, 

Mr. Henry Ainley as Jaw55 Fraser tragedy in Elsies part, for it turned and to Mr. Devlin it was like a homecoming, 
is selfish with the appealing selfishness out that to Mario, the dancer, of whom for he sat as a Nationalist member for various 
of a man who perpetually seats from 902 to 1^2.” 

gives his selfishness away , — ^ ThicnnfaT P in 

fn words. Tenderly selfish. This puts T.P.m his peram- 

for Mr. James Fraser is of T HW ouiatoK 

course a Scot. An easy part, “H. G. Owen-Smith, the South 

perhaps, but with every African, is reported to have ‘car- 

modulation of the voice it ried his bath.' ”-- 5 fcof 5 

was triumphantly played. course more usual 

Miss Marie Tempest, be- such impediments to 

hind the brisk self-sufficient ^ke umpire to hold. 

faXg^’^^d enjoying! h^ ‘‘Sir WiUiam Joynson-fficks 

, ® 3 ' 2 . ® V was introduced into the House 

bereaved existence, shows — of Lords as Viscount Brentford 

and there is the real art — took the oath and his seat 

at all times how much she His sponsors were Viscount Byn^ 

cares for James. _ _ ^ 

thatTheplly waS°8oSf We had always regardec 

sort a moral homily ou mBHi 1111 II Lord Hailsham as beinj 

modern divorce, and I am IIIHftll Hll u ^ a bove par. 

justified by the fact that BBln Hll K ‘-Before passing, however, at 

Miss Marie Tempest^ has | ^ |||| || tention should be drawn to i 

to utter in one place a tirade 1 ^ \ Wk. H^HlI llll I remarkable collection of loca 

against Elsie in which she ) \ //my. nnM|j||l{ll| I beetles— modestly encased ii 

condemns her as an exam- \ f//m drawers, bub really one of th 

1 i* A Ai irrrrTTTnTfrM^ . miNHuillilll wonders of the e^diibition.” 

pie of contemporary youth liTnlllli jlllllllllllf!^ Iniiflwl iim From report mAber^deen Pape 

which, taking no thought of the Regimml Exhihitiomuluc 

for the morrow, pursues STRAIGHT TALK BETWEEN ADORER AND DIVORCED 15 being held in that city. 
nothing but momentary de- HUSBAND OF THE SAAIE LADY, We should have though 

sire. Philosophically, if not Philip Logan Mr. W. Graham Browne. that a true Aberdeen^ beetl 

from a spectacular point of James Fraser Mr. Henry Ainley. would have worn a kilt. 


Irish seats from 902 to 1922.” 

Daily Paper. 
This puts T. P. in his peram- 
bulator. 

“ H. G. Owen-Smith, the South 
African, is reported to have ‘ car- 
ried his bath.' ” — Scots Paper. 

It is of course more usual 
to give such impediments to 
the umpire to hold. 

“Sir William Joynson-Hicks 
was introduced into the House j 
of Lords as Viscount Brentford, 
and took the oath and his seat. 
His sponsors were Yiscount Byng 
and Discount Hailsham.” 

Provincial Paper. 

We had always regarded 
Lord Hailsham as being 
well above par. 

“ Before passing, however, at- 
tention should be drawn to a 
remarkable collection of local 
beetles — modestly encased in 
drawers, but really one of the 
wonders of the exhibition.” 

Frojn report in Aberdeen Paper 
of the Regional Exhibition which 
is being held in that city. 

We should have thought 
that a true Aberdeen beetle 
would have worn a kilt. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

A Fascinating Movie, 

A EECENT mixed programme at the 
Plaza — movie and talkie — made it pos- 
sible to compare the old order and the 
new and behave accordingly, and it 
gratifies me to be able to report that it 
was the speaking variety rather than 
the silent which caused a near neigh- 
bour of mine to instal the Snories. 

The silent picture, called Bedshin, 
gave me extraordinary pleasure,' not 
only by its merits as a story, but be- 
cause it brought back the ancient 
serenity ; because with it was an accom- 
paniment by a human orchestra of ex- 
ceptionally well- chosen music; and be- 
cause most of the pictures are in colour, 
the result of some new and adroit 



MAKING MOLE-HILLS OP MOUNTAINS. 

Wing Foot (ir?\ Bichard Dix) baces rivals 

IN CAB TO BECOBU OIL- CLAIM. 

photographic process. Whether this 
camera is as sensitive to all tints as to 
red and orange I cannot say, but red and 
orange are the prevailing hues in the 
clothing of the two Indian tribes among 
whom the pictures were taken, and 
some of the effects are gloriously rich. 
Blue too is to be seen now and then, 
notably in the sky above a rocky range 
over which a company of Pueblo horse- 
men gallop, a scene momentary in 
length but lasting in the memory. 
Never had I suspected that Arizona was 
so Oriental. Some producer should look 
into the narrative poems of Joaquin 
Miller for further romantic material 
^ for this invention, 

BedsJcin tells the story of Whig Foot, 
a Navajo boy, who is taken from the 
reserve to be educated by Uncle Sam 
and made into an American, and Corn 
Blosso7n, a Pueblo, who is subjected at 


the same mixed school to similar treat- 
ment. What are the usual results of 
these methods I have no notion, but for 



A BLONDE VAMP OP THE DARKEST 
DYE. 

Countess Sonia Barondoff . . , Baclanova. 

the purposes of the fi.lm it is essential 
that both pupils should revert to type. 
The story, however, is less than the 
background, which is terribly impres- 
sive in its gigantic ruggedness. All the 
old lull comes back as one watches 
these scenes melt into each other to 
sympathetic melodies. 

Wing Foofs boyhood being over, we see 



TRUE LOVE. 

BrooTis (Mr, Bichard Arlen), 
“I’m sick or bag-punching. I’m cbazy 

TO GIVE SOMEONE A SOCK IN THE JAW.” 

Celia Fields (Miss Mary Briar). “Dab- 
ling, HIT ME.” 

him as an adult graduate impersonated 
by Eichaed Dix, whose acting could 
not be better, nor could he look more 
like the noble red man even had he been 


born in a wigwam. According to reports 
his conscientiousness in preparing for 
this character equalled that of the 
famous performer who, in order to play 
Othello, blacked himself all over; for 
Mr. Dix has been subjecting bis body to 
sun-baths for weeks and weeks. Happy 
man! The means justifies the end, 
for a warmer tint I never saw on the 
skin of poor white trash. His soul- 
mate, Corn Blossom, is also very well 
portrayed by Miss Gladys Belmont. 

From the wide, open but peaceful 
spaces of Badskin we passed to the 
stridencies and clatter of The Ma^i I 
Love, a talkie of talkies, much of the 
action of which has place in the 
boxing-arena of the Madison Square 
Gardens, full of strong noisy men. Here 
we see Eichard Arlen as 
Brooks, a prize-fighter (not so called 



TRUE LOVE’S GLAD NEWS. 


from any resemblance to Mr. Punch’s 
poet, but because his punch is like a 
shell) ; Mary Brian, as his devoted, 
long-suffering and too-forgiving wife ; 
Baclanova, as an imperious and far too 
rapidly- successful vampire; and last, 
and to me far from least, Harry Green 
as JDum-Bim's manager. After the 
harsh dissonances of Mr. Arlen it was 
a joy to hear again the sweet reason- 
ableness of the tones in which this 
most ingratiating of Jewish comedians 
puts his arguments, and one resented 
every punch on the boxer’s dummy by 
which his remarks were too often made 
inaudible. In fact ib is a defect of this 
film that it tries to compass at once 
two things that are irreconcilable : 
speech and noisy movement. Hence, 
no doubt, the Snories, to which I have 
referred. 

On the occasion of my visit to the 



Plaza we w^ere played-in, so to speak, 
by a brief talkie which I suppose has 
been heard all over the country: the 
Prime Minister, comfortable in an arm- 
chair, outlining with a Northern burr 
his plans for the more or less immediate 
regeneration of the country and man- 
kind. Prom his assurance and com- 
placency every hearer should take heart. 
It was straight from the Lossie’s 
mouth. E. V. L. 

A Pre-Natal Record. 

“Miss Bennett’s conqueror was Mrs. Bundy, 
■who won the championship before she "was 
bom .” — Lawn Tennis Paper, 

“A Chat with Oohnie Ediss. 

She was born in Brighton when she was quite 
a tiny tot .” — Eastbourne Paper. 

How different from Pallas Athene ! 

“Barking Baptists broke the Southend 
charabanc record yesterday, their Women’s 
Association, 1,700 strong, invading the town 
in 70 charabancs .” — Daily Paper, 

It is to be hoped that the Tooting 
Baptists will not take this lying down. 


“Earmebs’ Unioh. 

The dissatisfaction felt at the amount of the 
levy was referred to by the Chairman, who said 
that out of every subscription of £1 a year 51/- 
had to be sent away to centres.” 

New Zealand Paper. 

Even when we remember that these are 
fai'mers, the complaint seems justified. 


LORD^S. 

AuausT enclosure in St. John’s \Yood 
Boad, 

Where Willow, peerless Willow, 
reigns indeed 

Unchallenged monarch of the well- 
trimmed mead, 

Cricket’s stout citadel and famed abode, 
Ground of immortal memories of great 
men 

And deeds historic that my artless pen 
Lacks virtue to record, 

Much treasured piece of earth, most 
noble sward, 

Eain would I visit you and tarry long ! 
(Um;pires, call softly till I end my 
song i ) 

Where your austere pavilion fronts the 
lea 

Dwells one who may most honourably 
claim 

To be the chosen handmaid of the 
game, 

The Secretary of the M.C.O. ; 

There too the wise Committee sits in 
state 

And venerable elders congregate 
To grieve in whispered pow-wows 
That cricket ’s going headlong to the 
I bow-wows 

I Now youth plays golf or tennis or ping- 
I pong. 

I (UmphxSj call softly till I end my song I ) 


Oft to this green delectable retreat 

I like a pilgrim wend by Underground 

And perch upon that high commodi- 
ous mound, 

Happy to let the fleeting moments fleet, 

Happy to bask benignly in the sun, 

Munching a simple sandwich or a bun ; 

There in serene content 

I count the idle hours most richly spent, 

Eor summer’s all too short and winter’s 
long. 

( Umpires, call softly till I end my song I ) 

Old Trafford has its glories, Trent 
Bridge too, 

Melbourne and Sydney share illus- 
trious fame, 

And many a fair field boasts an 
honoured name, 

But one and all they yield the palm to 
you ; 

Here stands the old headquarters, here ’s 
the hub, 

The home and habitation of The Club, 

Whei'e, without raising smiles, 

Men still may watch the game in shiny 
tiles 

And sit in grave black-coats a whole 
day long. 

(Umpires, call Over ” now I end my 
smig !) C. L. M. 

“Tumbler sent to Scotland Yard.” 

Daily Paper, 

Nothing is said of its contents. 
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ADAMANT. 

Ahd I ieel,” said the doctor, we 
must exercise a little self-denial.” 

The patient started. 

I am not one suddenly to break old 
habits,” said the doctor, “ but there are 
occasions when poisoning can be defi- 
nitely traced and must be avoided. Were 
you in a condition to take active exer- 
cise it would be all right, of course, but 
lying here, as you must for a while, with, 
so to speak, no safety-valve, I fear that— 
well, as I said, there is nothing for it but 
a little self-denial. Mortification of the 
fiesh, eh?” 

“You mean,” said the patient anxi- 
ously, must cut out . . . ? ” 

“i’m afraid so,” said the doctor. 
“Champagne certainly, and — yes — I’m 
afraid everything else too. In short, for 
a while, all alcoW.” 

“ All ? ” the patient gasped. * 

“For a while, yes,” said the doctor. 
“You don’t think the shock will be 
harmful? ” the patient asked. 

“No,” said the doctor. “No. If I 
did I should act differently.” 

“ A system accustomed to ■wine and 
spirits,” said the patient, “ won’t it 
resent this deprivation ? ” 

“No doubt,” said the doctor. “But 
only for a brief time. We can get used 
to anything, . Supposing, for instance, 
you were on a desert island.” 

“ I have no intention of visiting one,” 
said the patient. 

“ Or the country became ‘ dry,’ ” said 
the doctor. 

“I shall provide against that,” said 
the patient. “ You are making life very 
difficult, very unattractive to me.” 

“It is our melancholy destiny too 
often to do that,” said the doctor, 
“ The physician’s lot is by no means a 
happy one. I am sorry,” he went on, 
rising from his chair, “but if you remain 
under my care you must comply. For 
a while nothing of the kind.” 

The patient sighed. “You are ada- 
mant,” he remarked. 

“Adamant,” said the doctor, not a 
little pleased with the word. 

“ And you promise me,” the patient 
continued, “a speedy and complete re- 
covery if I agree ? ” 

“ Absolutely,” said the doctor. “Un- 
less, of course,” he interposed quickly, 
“there are any unforeseen complica- 
tions.” 

The patient sighed again. “Very 
well,” he said. “ But,” he added, look- 
ing at his watch — “you are under nc 
such embargo. You are strong and 
well and can gratify any appetite. It 
is just eleven, an hour when refreshment 
is often taken. Won’t you have a bis- 
cuit and a pint of champagne ? Yes ? ” 
The doctor, concealing his alacrity. 

resumed his seat with the air of one 
persuaded against his will. “You are 
very kind,” he said. 

The patient rang the bell for his 
butler. 

“William,” he said, “bring a pint^of 
the ’ll, some biscuits and one glass.” 

“You are very kind,” said the doctor 
again. “As a matter of fact I was 
feeling a little tired. I was called to 
a sudden consultation in the night.” 

The butler returned. 

“ I ’m sorry,” he said, “ but there are 
no pints of the ’ll left. Only bottles.” 

“ What other pints have we ? ” asked 
the patient. 

“None,” said the butler. 

“Dear, dear!” said the patient. 
“Then, doctor, you must do your best 
with a whole one.” 

“ Oh,no,”said the doctor, “ I couldn’t. 

I should hate to break into a whole 
bottle. Impossible. A whole bottle 
alone ; no, no.' Oh, no 1 ” 

“But you are tired,” said the pati- 
ent; “you heed it. Bring a bottle of 
the ’ll, William.” 

“No,” said the doctor. “I couldn’t 
drink it alone, I couldn’t. But of 
course”— his face brightened — “if you 
would join me . . . ? ” 

“ 1! ” exclaimed the patient. “ After 
what you have said ? ” 

“Just this once,” said the doctor. 
“No harm just this once. And then 
after that you would begin in earnest.” 

“Two glasses, William,” said the 
patient. E. V. L. 

A Premium on Pessimism. 

“Norman William Grigg, of Doveridge 
Gardens, Palmers Green, was summoned for 
exceeding the speed limit of 20 smiles an hour.” 

North-London Paper. 

Desperate Expedients. 

“ Lieutenant A. has been sentenced to 

18 months’ rigorous imprisonment and a fine 

of 1,000 rupees. Lieutenant is Wpzolf 

ing to the Sessions Judge against the judg- 
ment.” — Daily Paper. 

“Every Week 

ships laden with clean plump silky skinned 
Sultanas 

the pick of the wonderful new season’s crop, 
are arriving in Great Britain from 
Australia.” 

Advt. in Daily Paper. 

How will they vote ? 

“Polar (South). 

S. March (Lab.) 19,696 

E. Heathcote Williams (L.) .. 7,186 

Elliot Gorst (0.) .. .. 3,532 ‘ 

Lab, maj. .. 12,510” 

; Calcutta Paper. 

] Wireless messages from our penguin 
■ and seal correspondents in this con- 
’ stituency inform us that “flappers” 
, were at the poll from very early hours. 

LYRA LUNATICA. 

“ The innocent moon does nothing but 
shine,” 

Wrote Feancis Thompson, but added a 
line 

Which smacks of contrariety, ^ 
Explaining that, while she idly rides. 

Her far-flung influence on the tides 

Of mother earth, which she draws and 
guides, 

Admits of no dubiety. 

Let Kaisers cry for a place in the sun 
Only to find, when their goal is won, 
That the guerdon is vain and hollow ; 

I was not born with a silver spoon 

In my mouth, but I crave as the highest 
boon 

A place in the rays of the silver moon, 
Not those of Phoebus Apollo. 

Let dogs delight to bark and bay 

The moon in that lugubrious way 

Which makes the moonlight hideous ; 
Let cats, outlined against the skies, 

With arching backs and fiery eyes, 

Utter the devastating cries 

Which sicken the too-fastidious; 

Let physicists with optics’ aid 

Tell us of what the moon is made, 

I take my stand with Milton, 
Whohailedher Queen. I knowshe burns 
In halcyon months all blue, or turns 

To green- when the Milky Way she churns 
For her special brand of Stilton. 

The moon is said to he cold and chaste ; 
Her landscape is a barren waste ; 

No heat-waves visit Luna ; 

Yet I ’d rather freeze with her to the bone 
Than sit on an active crater’s cone, 

Or swelter and gasp in a torrid zone. 

Or grill in a palace in Poonah. 

Mrs. Beeton, who in her book 
“Eggs in moonshine ” taught us to cook, 
Inspires my deep affection ; 

And a fellow feeling, an intimate bond 
Has always made me specially fond 

Of the Wiltshire yokels who raked a 
pond 

To capture the moon’s reflection. 

Great wits to madness are close allied, 
And little ones may be magnified 

When they are a trifle looney ; 

Lovers, whom everyone loves, ’tis said, 
Though stout of heart are weak in the 
head, 

And their happiest time is, when they 
are wed, 

In the month that is honey-moony. 

I ’m only a doggerel-rhyming cuss, 

Not a Hound of Heaven or a Sirius, 

But a sedulous jog-trot spaniel 

Who, in lauding the Queen of the sable 
Night, 

Follows afar with a taper’s light 

Sidney and Keats in their meteor flight 
And dares to emulate Daniel. 









OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

One of the oddest things about our modern poets is their 
striving to adapt the art of poetry to the futility of their lives, 
instead of endeavouring to attune their lives to the ideals 
of poetry. If only for enlarging on this phenomenon* in a 
fashion sympathetic and courteous to post- War youth, the 
lectures delivered by Professor H. W. Gaebod during his five 
years’ tenure of the Chair of Poetry at Oxford would be 
welcome trophies of a different campaign. But while con- 
' ceding, with the reluctance becoming to scholarship, a certain 
amount of notice to Oxford’s preoccupation with novelties, 
Professor Gaerod never forgets that his object is to per- 
petuate beauty rather than to undermine ugliness. The 
trouble with the age, as he sees it, is not the things that jar 
on its potential poets but the things that do not. “Each 
day there happen to all of us and to the world things that 
the soul does not need.” What the soul has immemorially 
needed for song he suggests with exquisite clarity in three 
articles : in his inaugural lecture, The Profession of Poetry 
I (Clarendon Press), in “Poets and Philosophers,” and in a 
critique of the Abh4 Br^mond’s Pure Poetry, Among four- 
teen other articles — ^less profound, perhaps, but all delightful 
— I especially commend his admirably fresh and re-creative 
“ Byron.” His estimate of “ Mr. Humbert Wolfe ” carries 
him, I think, nearest the bull’s-eye with the moderns. His 
“Eupert Brooke ” I consider over-laudatory, and his “ Mr. 
A. E. Housman” unduly depreciative of “false pastoralism.” 


After all, even Barnes recast his Dorset to his heart’s desire, 
keeping his feet well among the buttercups and off the 
macadam. Eor literature, as the lecturer admits elsewhere, 
does what life does not ; that it continues to do so is largely 
due to such champions as himself. 


In telling the story of a life that was essentially com- 
plete before half its years were spent, Miss Ethel Colburn 
Mayne has faced inevitable anti-climax. Many later chapters 
of The Life of Lady Byron (Constable) are occupied with 
agonised self-analysis and after-reflection and with the 
history of self-sacrificing attempts to preserve some sort of 
seemly order among Byron's unspeakable connections left 
in her charge; but at the end, though the evidence is more 
complete, though the slanders, blackmailings and bottom- 
less ingratitudes have all been stoically lived through and 
the minor issues have dragged themselves out in a selfish 
sordidness that is Byronic in all but the leaven of genius, 
our understanding of the central problem is hardly more 
perfect than it was when we saw Annabella in uncon- 
trollable grief at the news of Byron's death. Throughout the 
story of the early refusal, the half-hearted engagement, the 
supercilious marriage and the shattering disclosure in 
the very wedding-carriage of the bridegroom's hatred for 
the bride, Miss Mayne's interpretation ot documents now for 
the first time available is so subtle in intuition that, even if 
that compound of insanity, brilliance and sheer illimitable 
caddishness that was Byron may never come within the 
compass of ordinary decent understanding, yet Annabella 
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is not only exonerated, but understood 
as probably her mother understood her. 
A little bit dowdy, undoubtedly a little 
bit priggish, but strong and loving and 
eminently sane, it was perhaps the best 
part of her strength that she cared not 
over-much what was thought of herself, 
and very greatly for the reputation of 
the man who tormented her. This book 
was certainly needed in the interests 
of fair play, but it is by no means as 
certain that the heroine herself would 
have wished it written. 

Hoopla^ the publishers maintain, 
Succinctly, is a lark ; 

And those who know that joyous bird 
Will feel that Messrs. Chatto’s word 
Exactly hits the mark ; 

For Crosbie Gakstin^s playful vein 
Presents a bright young peer 
Who larks about with huge success 
And seems as Ml of larkishness 
As any lark you *11 hear. 

But larks, like any buoyant thing, 
Have intervals of rest, 

And as the season creeps along 
A languor taints their bursts of song 
And robs them of their best. 

So here with each successive fling 
Our hero’s spirits lapse, 

Until, though he is always game, 

He closes very much the same 
As ordinary chaps. 


The twelfth volume of Shelburne iij | k wPI, f 

by^^. Mos^of ^ 

paper, The Demon of the Absolute (Ox- 

FORD University Press),, the learned - — 

author defends his own standards and How Battling Bullseye learned the famous lightning crouch which 

complainsoi their absence among*' those iviade him the Featherweight Champion of Wessex. 

who seek for liberty by submitting the ■ ■ ■ , . ■ ■ , ■ ■ ' , . ..z-z:, 

mind to things.” His "demon” is Nature on the throne of moderns! But we should have, I fear, to forgo in the 
Omnipotence, the demon's followers those 'who see flux where name of consistency the charming little rendering from the 
the writer sees unity. The quarrel, of course, is an old one, Mahdblidrata with which his volume closes. 





How Battling Bullseye learned the famous lightning crouch which 

IVIADE HIM the FEATHERWEIGHT CHAMPION OF WESSEX. 


and, though I am inclined to be of Dr. More’s opinion in the 
matter, I do not always see eye to eye in his handling of it. 


One of Those Ways (Heinemann) may, I suppose, be 


He is recklessly exclusive, dismissing such admirable allies accounted a reasonably good thriller, but Mrs. Belloc 
as the scholastics with a scorn as costly as it is undeserved. Lowndes has written many better ones. A^igel Graham, a 
And I find him insensitive to personal merits where he dis- widow of twenty-six, having lost all her money in England, 
likes the school ; his treatment of Joseph Hergesheimer, accepts a post abroad as companion to Frincess Lola, who 
for instance, in a most interesting paper on "Modern lives on the Biviera. She is engaged for the post by the Pn*?^- 
Ourrents in American Literature,” is hardly adequate to cess' soou^in, Prince Oranovsky, who tdike&h.&rdMthewn.j from 
the obvious, if unequal, merits of the author of Quiet Cities. London to the Frmcess's villa in his own car, changing his 
Yet all the essays, particularly those on Trollope, Borrow name three times during the journey without apparently 
and Henry Vaughan, have their passages of happy medi- causing the lady any bewilderment. It is of course ob'vious 
tation and suggestive comment. If Dr. More could only to the reader that she is in the hands of a gang of crooks ; 
establish his dictum that what is not read in the original but it seems hardly possible to believe that Angel (h'aham's 
is properly speaking not read at all, bow much critical apparent ignorance of the position is real. For instance, 
and uncritical pretence would vanish from among our 1 when she arrives at the villa, she notices a manservant with 







84 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[July 17, 1929. 


a terrible scar on big-fereheacl. The Prince grips her vio 
lently by thejyiagt^nd makes her swear that she will never 
let anyoxia-Snow she has seen that man in the house. Some 
I dayg^iater there is a great jewel robbery, and from the de- 
-T^ription of the thief Angel immediately identifies him with 
the Prince' s manservant. This incident, which would have 
sent any decent woman home to England, merely caused a 
momentary disturbance, and by the following day Angel 
was “companioning ” away again as serenely as though she 
were on the front at Scarborough. The later part of the 
book, in which the French police begin to get on the scent, is 
exciting enough, and the final scene, in which AngeVs lordly 
English lover, who has flown over from England, also takes 
a part, is all that can be desired. The blurb on the jacket 
invites me to regard Angel Graham as the most delightful 
young widow of fiction. I should be sorry to have to place 
her in the first hundred. 



How an Indian student at Oxford failed to enter the 
society of his white-skinned Aryan brothers and fell back 
for support upon the 
company of his land- 
lady's niece; how the 
said niece, Milly, de- 
veloped for the exile an 
affection which ended 
in an engagement, a 
scene and an inevitable 
expulsion ; how Milly 
followed her fiance to 
his ancestral home in 
Northern India — all 
this is set forth with 
much realistic detail 
by John Eyton in Mr, 

Bam (Arbowsmith). 

The author chooses to 
view the world chiefly 
through the eyes of 
the unsophisticated 
Milly,.ti, device which 
serves him well at the 
start but cannot be 
maintained consist- 
ently throughout the 

bulk of the book. For, though Milly stands solidly 
for sweetness and light, she is incapable of perceiving, 
without a nudge from the author, the finer shades ot 
significance. Between the contrasted civilisations the 
balance is held with a more than judicial equity. Though 
propaganda is not allowed to deflect the course of the tale, 
the extremists on both sides are ticked off with consider- 
able vigour. It is a very old story and often, as our Sun- 
day newspapers testify, a very sordid story, but here the 
protagonists are treated with delicacy and sympathy. 
Towards the end, when the reader reaches the description 
of the Indian diorama as it unrolls itself before the new- 
comer, he is^ content to lose sight of Mr, Bam and the 
problems which he personifies in sheer enjoyment of the 
author's skill. As the hero of this novel, or Babu Jabber jee, 
would perhaps have phrased it, “This is the, of course, 
Pure Simon depiction of vernacular scenery.” 

Our young men are just beginning to see the War years in 
perspective, and as a result our shelves show signs of 
collapse. For this reason one hesitates to say about a book 
that it is really good ; such praise one may be called upon 
to use so often during the next few years that it will become 
meaningless. All the same it -seems to me that On The 


Anvil (Benn) is a book which may well rank as a war classic, 
for it presents the whole sorry business from a fresh angle. 
It has none of the splendid brutality of A ll Quiet On The 
Western Front, or Sergeant Grischa. It opens quietly in 
South America with a magnificently- writ ten account of a 
boy's childhood. His English parents dying, he is brought 
up by his grandfather, a retired Prussian general, whose zest 
for his profession has blossomed into the mellow humanity 
of old age. When the War comes Tim joins the Eoglish; 
his two cousins join the Germans ; and the delightful old 
grandfather writes impartially to all three of them. Tim 
goes East. In a caf6 one night his gasp of recognition is 
the undoing of one of his cousins who is spying and is taken 
away and shot. The War leaves him at twenty-three 
hardened, broken, a middle-aged and cynical boy. Marriage 
saves him. L. I. Crawford gets his effects in the most 
unmodern way by a kind of dry warmth which reminded me 
in places of Thackeray. He is such a good writer and so 
skilled in domestic description that I look forward keenly 
to the day when he will write a peace-time novel, 


“ So YOUR FOUNTATN-PXN LEAKED, SiR? WELL, LET ME FIX YOU UP 
WITH A RUBBER-LINED POCKET WHICH YOU CAN USE AS AN INKPOT WITH 
AN ORDINARY PEN.” 


Willow and Cypress 
(Longmans) will, be- 
cause of its sadness, 
linger in my memory. 
In Miss Catherine 
Verschoyle's story, 
as the title suggests, 
are tears and tragedy. 
Bridget Wentworth, the 
only child of land-own- 
ing parents, suffered 
from suppression in 
her girlhood. Mrs, 
Wentworth, too eager 
to possess her daugh- 
ter’s entire love, was 
severely jealous of any 
other influence. Mr, 
Wentworth scarcely 
counted. Ill - equipped 
to gauge any man, 
Bridget was unfortu- 
nate enough to meet 

; — young Simon Luttrell, 

a skilled musician and also a decadent of poisonous type. 
Disappointed in his pursuit of one girl he fell back upon 
Bridget, and she, for reasons which I confess that I do not 
entirely understand, cousented to marry him. The War, 
which was responsible for their hurried wedding, separated 
her from Simon, and that same War ought, I think, to have 
been the cause of his death. He wanted killing. Instead he 
lived and was unfaithful to Bridget. A tragic story, but 
remarkable for its keen observation and sincerity, 

^ « — 

In Eileen of the Trees (Cassell), I do not think that Mr. 
H. Db Vere Stacpoole has over-taxed his imagination; 
but, if you have a taste for a guileless story in which a 
chivalrous youth befriends an unhappy servant-girl and 
boldly rescues her from slavery, here is just the novel for 
you. Patrick Spence was a delightful youth, impetuous and 
generous-minded, who could be led but not driven. So, 
after he had yielded to a spasm of chivalry, rescued Eileen 
from a mean London street and whisked her off to the neigh- 
bourhood of his own home, his august relations would have 
been wiser had they treated this episode with more humour 
than anger. Unhappily Pat's guardian, Lord Trevessa, had 
not a grain of fun in his composition. An old-fashioned 
tale, easy and pleasant to read. 
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CHARIVARIA, 

Those who have seen a published 
photograph of Mr. G. B. Shaw passing 
a Whitehall sentry in the course of an 
early-morning walk will have noted with 
admiration that the well- disciplined 
soldier showed no sign of being aware 
that anything out of the ordinary was 
happening. i-. 

Up to the time of going to press we 
have no confirmation of the rumour that 
a man in the Isle of ^Yight has grown 
a gooseberry so big that he cannot get 
it into the newspapers. * 

The Gay Lord Jix says that from the 
pedestrian’s point of view, the motor- 
cycle’s bark is worse than its bite. 
Another thing in its favour is that it 
never tries to bury its 
victim’s bones in the 
garden. 


It is said that popu- 
lar songs reach Eussia 
years after they are 
forgotten in.- England. 
The trouble is that they 
don’t go to Eussia first 
and stay there. 

A weekly paper men- 
tions that 'the tortoise 
does not eat slugs. At 
the same time we think 
it would be wise to let 
slugs go on thinking 
that he does. 


According to a sport- 
ing writer, certain 
county captains are 
severe disciplinarians ; 
but of course^ they sometimes find it 
necessary to check a tendency to regard 
cricket as a game. 

sl« s]? 

'r 

Because it would cost an extra fifty 
shillings Ohalfont Council deleted the 
word “ please ” from a Drive slowly ” 
notice. So much for the belief that 
politeness costs nothing, 

5|i JJC 

With reference to the announcement 
that the speeding-up of Underground 
train services brings Ealing three min-' 
utes nearer to Earl’s Court, the feeling 
in Earl’s Court is. that the gulf which 
divides them is not to be stated in terms 
of time or space. 

The Convention which has just been 
ratified between the Soviet Government 
and Finland for the prevention of illicit 
trade in spirits is expected to have the 
effect of discouraging Eussian-boot- 
leggers. 


A Kent vicar has won a prize for grace- 
ful walking at a local f^te. Too often 
ecclesiastical movements are open to the 
criticism of being departures from grace. 

Ah American family has built a house 
of newspapers. No doubt they feel a 
draught where the free insurance coupon 
has been cut out. 

Dr. C. W. Saleeby is to be married 
shortly, and it is anticipated that the 
happy pair will leave the church under 
an arch of ultra-violet rays. 

Beethoven’s earliest diary, which 
has lately been sold, reveals the fact 
that he was a poor arithmetician. Still, 
he was pretty good at music, 

* 'A- 
' - ^ 

A Daily Mail reader’s son smiled 



According to a Daily News writer a 
good way of keeping cool in this warm 
weather is to let the wrists be free. 
Criminals who are having a warm time 
with the police always try to do this. 

In the opinion of a veterinary surgeon 
it is possible for some animals to suffer 
from insomnia. The cat next door 
certainly seems to spend some sleepless 
nights, 

A daily newspaper offers a gold cup 
to the owner of the petrol station ad- 
judged by readers to be the most attrac- 
tive. It seems a pity that nothing like 
that is ever done for gasometers. 

‘‘When you sit on a hot stove for 
a minute you think it is two hours,” 
says Einstein. There seems to be the 
material of a rather jolly 
fqx-trot lyric lurking in 
this statement. 

Professor STunston de- 
clares that people in 
Chicago do not take life 
seriously. This may be; 
but what is fun to them 
is a very serious matter 
for their victims. 

Jl: ifi 

A' 

It IS stated that every 
effort is being made to 
find the influenza germ. 
We believe that gramo- 
phone records of as- 
sorted sneezes have al- 
ready been made. 


Caller {to hostess as children entc?'). “There’S QUITE A VOGUE TOR 
CHILDREN THESE DAYS, DON’T YOU THINK?” 


when he was seven days old, and now, 
when he is a man, is still smiling. This 
is a notable tribute to the influence of 

our bright little contemporary, 

* 

The First Commissioner of W'oeks 
has issued a map to assist new M.P.’s 
in getting about the House of Commons. 
How some of them managed to find 
their 'way in is what is still puzzling 
some of their opponents. 

5l< Ai 

It has.. been suggested that a talkie 
film should he taken of the proceedings 
in the House of Commons. Should 
this prove a success we are promised 
a shoutie of Mr. Jack Jones, M.P. 

sK sS« 

* 

A Ministry of Health circular points 
out that during the next few years the 
rainfall may be short of the average. 
It is only fair to say that during the 
Election the Labour Party made no 
rash promises about the weather. 


Mr. Justice Swift re- 
cently said that the 
question of the wife 
having to live with her 
mother-in-law has animated society 
since the days of Adam and Eve. He 
omitted, however, to identify Eve’s 
mother- in-la'w. 

According to a news item a man who 
was cut off by the tide at a south-coast 
resort slept peacefully while the waters 
surged around him. It sounds like a 
plumber. 

The negotiations regarding the Char- j 
ing Cross Bridge scheme are said to have 
reached a satisfactory conclusion. It is 
understood that the shortage of pigeon- 
holes required for the various conclu- 
sions has now been overcome. 

‘-li 

A Daily News reader who asks for the 
correct pronunciation of “Pall Mall 
says he has heard three opinions ex- 
pressed*. “Pawl Mawl,” “ Palil Maul 
and “Pell Mell.” Many people pro- 
nounce it “ Pall Mall.” 
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A MlSSiOMARY FOR MOSCOW. 

.^Based on tile report of tslxe Biga Corre- 
spondent of The Turns oonoeniing a demon- 
stration made in Iront of the Chinese Legation 
at Moscow, and staged by the authorities. 
Among its features were the playing of orches- 
tral “ cacophonies and fiie discharge of 
picbled cucumbers.] 

Curious things oeeurred the other day 
Down Moscow way. 

It seems the local Powers 

Organised mobs to make a demonstra- 
tion 

Just opposite the Chink Legation, 
Lasting for hours and hours and hours. 
Bellicose Bolshies in enormous numbers 
Proceeded thither with a band 

To play 

Hooters and saxophones and cacophones 
In terribly discordant tones, 

And hurl against that edifice 
(Which by an immemorial 

Custom is sacred, being extra-territorial) 
A steady stream of curses and 

Pickled cucumbers. 

And this was Moscow, this 

The spiritual home . 

Of him who handles our Affairs, 

The Poreign ones .(beyond the foam) — 
I don't mean Hehdee,son; he' doesn't' 
count, 

For Uncle Arthur is no diplomat, 
Though useful as,a dummy figure-head ; 
I mean M-acDonali), him who bears 
The symbol of the world-dove in his 
hat ; . 

Who yearns to gather Russia to his arms ; 
Whose mission is, by Heaven inspired 
and led, 

To do aw^ay with War’s alarms 

And prove the -‘^Labour” Party 

To be the one and only fount 

Of hearty 

And universal brotherhood, 

Indeed of everything that 's great and 
good. 

0 Ramsay, you who threaten soon to 
leave 

For the United States to press your 
scheme 

For realising Anglo-Saxony’s dream 

Of hands (and feet) across the sea, 

Why all this talk, I wrant to know, 

Of hustling Westward Ho 

Witjh General Dawes convenient on the 
spot? 

Oh, can it be 

You shrink to wear your heart upon your 
sleeve 

For Dawes to peck at ? Surely not. 

He is a very perfect dove, 

With the same tendency to coo 

As you ; 

Yes, he 's all right. 

But, if the cause of international love 
Requires that other nations 

Should get a sight 

Of you in person as the Lord of Peace, 
Go first to Moscow ; go and tell ’em 
That they had better cease 

From blowing 

Eude instrumenfs provocative of bellum ; 
Bid them desist from throwing 

Pickled cucumbers at legations ; 

Say that , unless they mend their manners , 
You must defer, with deep regret, 

The joy of seeing in your camp their 
blood-red banners, 

And cannot for the moment grapple 
Their envoys to your heart, 

For fear it might upset 

The rosy contents of your apple 

Cart. 0 . R. 

SHE WHOOPS TO CONQUCR. 

I ONCE went to a studio dance. It 
was as a matter of fact my first; it 
was also entirely typical, which is to 
say that when I arrived I discovered 
that I was the only woman not in jazz 
trousers. The walls were decorated 
with festoons of cauliflowers, because 
that Looked Simply Too Marvellous, 
an-d on the floor was a cask of beer sur- 
rounded by mugs, from which revellers 
helped themselves, because that sug- 
gested Pub-crawls, and it seemed to be 
good form nob to appear to be amused 
at it. And, minus wraps, we strolled 
about Chelsea in a sedulously non- 
chalant manner, and the lamp-posts 
illuminated tarletan frills, velvet coats, 
gondolier sashes — and me, humbly 
trotting along too in my benzolined bom- 
1 bazines, in order not to miss anything. 

And a few months ago an actress 
gave a party at which guests were re- 
quested to wear pyjamas and bring 
their own beer. 

The latest idea among the givers of 
these tasteful assemblies is worthy of 
quotation. A London hostess, writing - 
to a gossip page, said — 

I am giving a Whoopee. Do come 
to it.” 

What a Whoopee is I cannot tell you. 
Hitherto I 'd imagined it to be an Ameri- 
can college yell, and first cousin to such 
ejaculations as ‘‘Zowie” and ‘‘’Eah.” 
But surely even in the twentieth century 
and in a day of Community noises, guests 
cannot cry ‘^Zowie” and“ 'Eah” (to say 
nothing of “Whoopee”) for two hours 
on end in the Season ? Still, this lady 
is going to put us all on our mettle 
when next we contemplate giving a 
party. Tea, Brahms and cucumber sand- 
wiches I now perceive to be bourgeois, 
and so are coffee, gentlefolk, ices and a 
band on the lawn. Nay, then, they are 
suburban. My grateful thanks to the 
Whoopee lady, and we will all try to be 
Brighter Young People, lest wc drop 
out of Society and are no more seen. 

I don’t know, of course, what you 
mean to do about it, but personally 

I ’m giving a Zippee on the 26th of July, 
a Speakeasy on the 30th, and a Snow- 
ball early in Cowes week. 

At the Zippee I am asking my guests 
to turn up at tea-time in dressing-gowns, 
with suit-cases. At eight o'clock we 
shall dine in bed- jackets and curling- 
pins, pyjamas and bath- slippers. Danc- 
ing till five o’clock, when we shall all 
change into evening dress and have 
breakfast, at which liver and bacon and 
liqueurs will be served^ — or, for those 
who have to be rather careful, kidneys 
and port, or porridge, haddock and Mo- 
selle. After breakfast the men will be 
permitted to shave in the drawing-room 
to the gramophone. 

This ought to be a very witty sort of 
party, and I am already constructing 
some epigrams that I shall let off on 
the day in a spontaneous manner. Such 
as: “Dear Duchess, your son looks 
every other inch a gentleman.” 

At my Speakeasy, guests will be in- 
vited to bootleg their own beverages, 
and I shall merely supply the containers. 
Anybody can wear anything, and bath- 
ing-dresses with tiaras or brown boots 
with evening-diress will be welcomed. 
The solid refreshments will be served 
at a long table covered with oil- cloth, 
and guests are invited to pay for what 
they eat at the usual rates. I want 
them all to feel perfectly /ree. To make 
people feel at home is so important, and, 
if they pay, they can say what they 
think of the cooking in a way that 
would otherwise be impossible to very 
nearly half of them. 

My Snowball should be a very quaint 
affair. At the bottom of my invitations 
I have caused to be printed — 

BANGING AND DRUGS. 

At midnight Chinese attendants will 
offer cocaine, heroin, veronal, morphine 
and leaf-opium on beautiful lacquered 
trays. For those who are on a diet 
there will be methylated spirits and 
various “cups” composed of chloral, 
belladonna and other somewhat childish 
drinks. At four o’clock in the morning 
a fleet of real ambulances will arrive, 
decorated with my racing-colours, and 
will convey those who are by that time 
remotely portable to their homes. As 
an amusing sideshow I shall probably 
hire a troupe to demonstrate various 
Chinese tortures in the lurid glare of a 
crimson spotlight. This I am hoping 
will put the shy ones completely at 
their ease, for I have always found that 
the troubles of others are cheerfully 
borne by the rest of us. 

What I feel about these parties of 
mine, if I may .say so, is that while they 
may not be as original and whimsical 
as a Whoopee, they are in even better 
taste. Rachel. 




LAMENT EOE BEAUTY BOOMED. 


PEOPOSED MEMOEIAL EEPEESENTING LONDON’S GEIEE OYBE THE THEEATENBD 

■ LOSS OF CHAEING CROSS BRIDGE. 

(With achnowledgments to Mr. Epstein’s Masterpieces for the Uiidergrotiiid.) 
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Soulful Man {as the 07 chebtra plays). “Beethoven can’t touch Tschaikowsky,” 
Stranger. “ I dessay. Some things disageee with me.” 


OUR CARAVAN. 

IV. 

Most Jolly ca^ra»vfii3. trips end with 
two of the party nob on speaking terms, 
and in onr ease it is Captain Pereival 
and his Grew Apple. 

It happened as a result of an argu- 
ment about humour. Captain Percival 
ventured the opinion that the test of a 
sincere sense of humour was an ability 
to laugh, even when the joke was 
against you. Crew Apple, on the other 
hand, maintained that, if anyone laughed 
at an adverse joke, he was not a sincere 
humorist, for Hobbes had said that 
laughter was the expression of a con- 
ception of personal superiority arising 
out of the misfortunes of others. David 
here ventured that Hobbs ought to 
stick to cricket and leave psychology 
alone, and Apple unconsciously illus- 
trated his own view of a sincere humor- 
ist’s correct attitude to an adverse joke 
by first loftily spelling both names and 
then getting very angry with David for 
ill-timed flippancy. 

Next morning, as it happened, the 


question was put to the proof or — as | 
David, reluctant to leave his little joke, 
preferred to call it — to the Test. 

The occasion was the morning bathe. 
Apple, tarry old salt, being last out of . 
the water, Percival seized the oppor- 
tunity to hide his shoes and socks. 
Percival’s standard of joking is not 
high, as you can see; I mean we all 
know better ones than that, but, as Per- 
cival explained to the rest of the party, 
the main idea was- to see whether 
Apple, despite his Hobbesian theories, 
couldn’t be made to laugh at a joke 
against himsqlf when everyone else 
was laughing at it too. The others, I 
gather, all promised they would try 
their very hardest to split their sides at 
the overwhelmingly humorous spectacle 
of Apple without his shoes and socks. 
They also promised they would do their 
best to make him laugh too, and even 
hinted unkindly that this might be much 
the easier. 

Soon Apple, in his red-striped gents’ 
sea-lounge, came up out of the foam 
and began to dress behind a sketchy 
rock. Everyone watched him intently. 


till Apple started to make very pointed 
remarks about it to the girls of the party, 
whereupon they blushed and turned 
hurriedly away, David promising to 
let them know when Apple came to his 
socks. 

As a matter of fact Apple didn’t come 
to the socks at all. Though I say it 
myself. Crew Apple has no mean brain 
— for the fo’castle. Discovering the 
theft, he gave no sigh, but joined the 
party in bare feet. As oh some days 
we do go about with bare feet, it was 
immediately obvious to all that Apple 
was under the impression that it was 
one of those days, and had forgotten 
that he had started out with socks 
and shoes. 

Percival waited hopefully for him to 
remember. Apple carefully didn’t. It 
was not long before David began to smile 
pointedly in Percival’s direction, and 
Percival, remembering his own dictum 
about sincere humour, gave Apple back 
his shoes and socks, laughing heartily 
at his own discomfiture. Apple also 
laughed heartily. So did everyone. In 
fact Percival’s laugh of sincere humour 
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was completely lost in the universal 
merriment. 

Later on Apple consoled Pereival by 
gravely saying that, in spite of Hobbes, 
he would quite possibly have laughed 
like anything at not finding his shoes 
and socks — if he ’d only realised. 

That afternoon we all bathed again. 
The incident had been forgotten by 
everyone — except x4pple, who had now 
definitely made it “one of those days” 
by leaving his footgear in the crockery- 
locker of the caravan. But Pereival, all 
unsuspecting, was barely in the water 
before the insubordinate Crew Apple 
had pinched his captain’s trousers — 
Apple’s humour being of an even lower 
order than Percival’s — and had hidden 
them in a deep cranny of rock on the 
other side of the Devonian outcrop that 
was Apple’s own dressing-room. 

Pereival had a hard struggle an hour 
later maintaining his ability to laugh at 
the joke against himself. That is, as 
soon as he realised it was a joke against 
himself ; before that he cursed so wonder- 
fully that even the girls were entranced. 
Nor could he pretend, as Apple had that 
morning, that it ^vas one of the days | 
when he was going without. The wily 
Apple had carefully selected a difficult 
garment. 

Apple tested his victim severely for 
some while, laughing like' anything him- 
self of course at his personal superiority 
to the misfoi tunes of others — and there 
is nothing that makes you feel more 
superior to a fellow-creature than having 
trousers when he hasn’t. At last he 
had pity and said he ’d fetch the missing 
garment. Pereival was still keeping up 
his fixed smile of sincere appreciation 
at the jest, but it was looking very 
strained. 

Crew Apple peered over the top of the 
Devonian outcrop into the deep cranny 
on the far side. Then he lapsed into un- 
controllable mirth and said to Pereival : 
“You were right about humour after 
all, old man. The joke ’s against me — 
but I can’t help seeing the funny side 
of it. I hid your trousers down there, 
but I quite forgot about the tide coming 
in, and they ’ve gone out to sea. Yes, 
old man, the joke ’s on me, but I just 
have to laugh. You win.” A. A. 


The Case for Still Larger Wickets. 

“ The South African and Derbyshire is drawn. 
The Derby innings was 208 lor six weeks.” 

Kenya Paper, 

The Permanent Grease at Last. 

“‘Plajs-nels which Stajs'd tee Test’ 
Made from pure new wood.” 

Advt, in Weeldy Paper, 

“Adam’s Wardrobe : only wants seeing: £25,” 
Manchester Paper. 

A big price for so small a thing. 



MANNERS AND MODES FOR HEAT-WAVES. 

Pyjama. Niohts ox the Embankment, 


THE STOWAWAY. 

The stowaway youth who would seek 
a new clime 

May consider that his is a venial crime ; 

But of all the offences that sully this 
earth 

There are few that can rival conceal- 
ment of berth. 


The Ingenuous Trader. 

“ Genuine old oil painting, suspected Mor- 
land .” — Commercial Paper. 


“ My friend has bought a small car, and one 
day we stuck for ten minutes in the middle of 
Eegent-street. But nobody got exited.” 

Intervieto in Daily Paper. 
Naturally, w’hen there was no way out. 


“The submarine, Poseidon, launched at | 
Harrow, is the second out of the four sub- 
marines ordered from Tickers - Armstrongs 1 
under the 1927 programme.”— i^a}ij7O07iPapei . 1 

If this sort of thing spreads, Dr. Aling- 1 
j TON will have to compose an Eton ! 

1 Submarine Song, 1 
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PROGRESS. 

The march of Progress goes irresisti- 
bly on. In 1928 we killed 6,138 per- 
sons on the roads with motor-ears. 
This is nearly twice as many as we 
killed in 1924. Not all of the success- 
fnl cars can be ‘claimed as British per- 
haps, but the 'Speed and power of our 
machines are splendidly reflected in the 
figures. If the present rate of advance 
is maintained we should reach the 
f 10,000 mark by 1932, and it is hoped 
' that some kind of banquet or com- 
memorative function will be then ar- 
ranged. This might perhaps coincide 
with the proposed celebration of the 
Centenary of the Pedestrian. 

Happily there seems no reason to 
suppose that last year’s 
figure was a mereflash- 
in-the-pan. A satisfac- 
tory feature of the re- 
turns is the steadiness 
of the curve of increase, 
both in the Killed and 
Injured columns : — 

Killed, Injured. 

1924 . . 3,631 . . 98,251 

1925 . . 3,689 . . 115,471 

1926 . . 4,886 . . 133,888 

1927 . . 5,829 . . 148,575 

1928 . . 6,138 . . 164,838 

Now, when we kill 

sixteen or seventeen 
citizens a day on the 
roads,it is almost laugh- 
able to look back at the 
old-fashioned times of 
1924, when we could do 
no better than nine or 
ten. Modern methods 
have made the motor- 
car the most effective 
lethal instrumei^t In 
history. No p?ague, 
and only one wg^.’, has 
ever achieved so 'high a 
rate of mortality over a 
long period. This year we may reason- 
ably hope to account for twenty Britons 
a day, and it is interesting to reflect 
that during the late War there were 
long stretches of trench- warfare in 
which the Germans could not do as 
well. 

The one cause for disquiet is a certain 
tendency to overlapping and confusion 
' of effort. At a time when a reduction 
of the population is generally agreed 
to be the surest solution of our many 
problems it is a little disappointing to 
see the good work of the motorist per- 
sistently thwarted by Government 
Departments and others, particularly 
the doctors. These curious fellows 
positively boast of what they call the 
progress they are making in their own 
department by the reduction of infant 
mortality and in other ways. The 


indoor death-rate of mothers and child- 
ren has by their showing fallen consid- 
erably in the last few years. Happily 
this decline has been more than balanced 
by the deaths of mothers and children 
on the roads ; but the fact remains that 
there is direct conflict of effort, and 
consequently waste. What is the use 
of spending money on elaborate clinics, 
of herding the infirm and feeble in 
hospitals, when the only effect is to 
postpone their inevitable end at a cross- 
road ? It would be simpler, surely, and 
less expensive, to send all mothers, 
children and invalids for regular country 
walks, or let them drive up and down 
the Great West Eoad. 

It will be observed from the above 
table that the ratio between the killed 


If « 
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Old Lady (engaging seaside rooms). “Now, I shall expect you to 
EEMOVE ALL THESE ASPIDISTRAS FROM THE SITTINO-ROOM.” 

Landlady. “Very well, Madam. I know there are some people 
WHO don’t care ABOUT ASPIDISTRAS.” 

Old Lady. “No, it ’s not that. I always bring my own with me.” 


and injured remains roughly the same 
in each year. With care and concen- 
tration it should not be impossible to 
improve this state of aff'airs and bring 
more citizens from the second column 
into the first. Many of those who are 
knocked down by ordinary motor-cars 
and escape with injury or shock might 
be disposed of altogether, it is thought, 
if motors could be fitted with sharp 
cutting edges or spikes in front, while, 
if walls could be substituted for hedges 
along our country roads, many of the 
minor accidents might be fatal. 

Other measures of reform suggest 
themselves. There is no doubt that the 
progress recorded up to date has been 
much assisted by the popular glorifica- 
tion of Speed, the institution of speed- 
contests and so forth. The young ob- 
serve that, whenever a person travels 


exceptionally fast in any element he 
receives a knighthood, while he who 
travels at the lawful speed on the left 
side of the road, blowing his horn, is 
the object of public execration ; and he 
who sits quits still and thinks out plans 
for the regeneration of mankind receives, 
as a rule, no attention at all. It is 
natural therefore that they should go 
out upon the high-roads, imagine them- 
selves knights, and do what they can 
to attain a knightly velocity; just as 
for a week or two after the Wimble- 
don Tournament there is always an 
outbreak of spectacular serving on sub- 
urban tennis-lawns. All sections of 
society have now been educated up to 
the reverent worship of Speed. They 
look about them and see that the whole 
character of our race 
has been changed for 
the better by Speed, 
and by Speed alone; 
that we are more vir- 
tuous and kind than we 
were, paint better pic- 
tures, write bet ter books 
and go to church more 
often ; and that, owing 
to our capacity for rapid 
movement, we are never 
now in an undignified 
hurry or late for an 
appointment. 

It remains only topress 
the lesson home. There 
must be more speed- 
contests and bigger 
prizes. Nor shouldthey 
be confined to profes- 
sional racers and pre- 
pared tracks. The or- 
dinary citizen must be 
encouraged to race on 
the roads. The week- 
end rush to Brighton 
should be not only m fact 
but officially a catch- 
as- catch-can . There should be prizes for 
reckless driving, prizes for the biggest 
annual bag of pedestrians, and peer- 
ages for all those who by hand and 
brain are playing their part in making 
the world dangerous for democracy. 

Let the march of Progress go irre- 
sistibly on. ■ A. P. H. 

“Premier’s Visit to America. 

Where He May Stay.” 

Sunday Paper. 

We are confident however that Holly- 
wood will not permanently secure the 
Director of the Westminster Talkies. 


“ The Oranborne Book Society defeated Cob- 
ham on the Jackson Memorial G-round Green 
on Wednesday by 64 shots to 42.” 

Local Paper. 

Smith Minor claims to be deadly with 
a Liddell and Scott. 







94 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[July 24, 1929. 


SIMPLE STORIES. | 

The Spectke. 

Professor Orimple was one of those 
people who can see ghosts and spectres, 
and it was very useful to him because 
he was often asked to stay at quite im- 
portant castles belonging to lords and 
people like that. And sometimes he got 
rid of their ghosts for them by finding 
out what they wanted so that they would 
leave off haunting them, and once he 
had been able to tell the owner of a castle 
where some treasure was buried which 
a ghost showed him, and the owner of 
the castle gave him some of it, enough 
to pay for a vacuum cleaner 
which his wife wanted. 

Well one day a clergyman 
wrote to Professor Orimple and 
asked him if he would come 
and stay in his vicarage and 
see about a spectre which ssit 
upon a tombstone in his church- 
yard and gibbered at people 
and frightened them. And 
Professor Orimple hadn't any 
castles to go to just then, so he 
wrote back and said he would 
if he might bring Mrs. Orimple 
and if they could have a fire in 
their bedroom. And the clergy- 
man said that would be all 
right, so they went there. 

Well when they got there the 
clergyman said I think we had 
better go to the churchyard as 
soon as possible, we will just 
have a cup of tea first, and 
then it will be dark except for 
the new moon. 

So they did that and as they 
were going to the churchyard 
Professor Orimple said now tell 
me what the spectre is like and 
if you know who it was when it 
was alive. 

And the clergyman said well 
I have never seen it myself 
but people who have think it is a young 
woman called Meg Jillip who pushed 
another woman out of a boat and 
drowned her because she had married 
somebody she wanted to maSry herself. 

Professor Orimple said was she hanged 
for it or not ? because it is important 
to know that if I am to do anything. 

And the ci^ynaah said yes she was, 
w-hat I li&^^Tj^t you is that you go 
into ev^thing ‘^'^^ghly, would you 
rather oHuk claret^^jNw^ wine for 
dinner to-ni^y^? ^ 

And ProfessoKCrimple 'i'Xd -well I 
would rather drinkofe^h^nd tllcSi^gy. 
man said well you shalx^l^m affiSxit 
because an uncle of my wir&fH^^*s lei- 
her some money and we havenxN^a^eot 
it all yet. 

Weil they cameiio the churchyard, 


and the wind was howling and shrieking, 
and the first thing Professor Orimple 
saw was the spectre sitting on one of 
those old-fashioned flat tombstones. 
And the outside of her wasn't bad-look- 
ing at all, and directly she saw him she 
smiled at him and said I am so glad 
you have come, I like the look of you, 
but do send that old chimpanzee away 
and then we can have a nice talk. 

So Professor Orimple said to the 
clerg3^man she thinks we shall be more 
comfortable talking together alone, and 
he was quite surprised, because he hadn't 
heard her speaking himself. But he went 
away and Professor Orimple said well I 


man would mentionfher skeleton to a 
lady spectre, and the moment I saw you 
coming I said to myself who is this 
revolting old baboon ? 

And Professor Orimple said w^ell then 
why did you say you had taken a fancy 
to me ? 

And the spectre let out a screech, but 
directly after that she smiled again and 
said oh I was only teasing you, come 
and sit down by me and I will tell you 
everything. 

But Professor Orimple thought there 
was a catch in it and he said no thank 
you, you can tell me everything while 
I am standing up. 

Well then the spectre grew 
more furious than ever and gib- 
bered at him again, and she said 
oh if I could only get at you 
do you know what I should do ? 
and he said no. 

She said well I should tear 
you limb from limb, and she 
made a sort of struggle to get 
at him, but she couldn’t move 
from her stone. So then he 
knew why she had wanted him 
to sit beside her on the stone 
and was glad he hadn't. 

Well when she saw it was no 
use she calmed down a little, 
and told him that she was 
obliged to haunt the church- 
yard whenever there was a new 
moon until somebody came who 
would love her for herself, and 
she asked him if he couldn’t 
possibly find somebody for her, 
but he said he didn’t think he 
could and went away as soon 
as possible. 

Well directly he got outside 
the churchyard he saw a farmer 
coming tow^ards him, and when 
he came close he saw that 
he was a spectre too. So he 
» stopped him and asked him 

who he was. 

And he said well about fifty years 
ago I wanted to marry Meg Jillip but 
she didn't care about it. Then there was 
some unpleasantness which I needn't 
go into and she became a spectre, and 
I didn’t see her again until 1 became a 
spectre myself. 1 am allowed to come 
here once a year and see her, but she 
can’t see me until she leaves off hating 
everybody, and people take such a dis- 
like to her and run away whenever 
they see her that I don’t suppose she 
ever will. 

Well Professor Orimple was sorry for 
this spectre because he looked so nice 
and honest, and he said do you still 
love her for herself ? I shouldn’t have 
thought you could, because she does 
gibber so. i 

And he said oh yes I do, you can't 



Tf you will only leave off gibbering.’ 

shall be back soon, mind you make up 
the fire well because it is rather cold in 
this churchyard, and if you don't mind 
I should like some whisky to drink when 
I come in. 

Well directly the clergyman had gone 
away the spectre said to Professor 
Orimple do come and sit down by me 
on this tombstone, I have taken' such a 
fancy to you that I am quite in love 
with you, do you think you could love 
’me for myself ? 

Well Professor Orimple was rather 
flattered but he said no certainly not, 
for one thing I can see right through you 
ito your skeleton and for another Mrs. 
.Qrimple wouldn't like it. 

W ell directly he said that the spectre 
T^^'^^ply hideous with passion and 

gentle- 
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blame ber for being a little irritable, 
she has had such a lot to put up with. 

So Professor Orimple said well come 
along with me, and he led him to the 
churchyard, and directly ho got there 
the other spectre said oh you have come 
back have you? have you found that 
you can love me for myself after all ? 

And he said no, but I have brought 
somebody who can if you will only 
leave off gibbering, and then you can 
see him. 

And she said who is it ? and he said 
well 1 don’t know his name but it is 
that farmer who wanted to marry you 
about fifty years ago. 

So then her face got quite nice, and 
she said I have often wished I hadn’t 
been so hasty, because I did like him. 

And directly she had said that she 
saw the other spectre, and he went 
and sat down by her on the tombstone, 
and then they both faded away. 

So Professor Orimple went back to 
the vicarage, and the clergyman was 
so pleased with him for getting rid of 
the spectre that he gave him a very 
expensive cigar out of a box which his 
wife’s uncle had left her, and they had 
a comfortable time sitting in front of 
the fire and talking about ghosts and 
spectres. A. M. 


THE MILL STREAM. 

Prom slow old paddles 
The mjll wheel drips, 

But on skedaddles 
And hops and skips 
The leat that dances 
To tryst with Thames, 
Through flags and lances 
And willow stems. 

Up, susurrant. 

The midge clouds rise ; 
Nose to current 
Each fat chub lies ; 

On wavering tillers 
They wait at ease 
For caterpillars 
And humble-bees. 

Bound the eyot 
The stream runs down 
All ripple riot 
And bubble crown ; 

All so sunned on 
And span and spick, 

’Twill get to London 
A lot too quick. 

And, when it’s black with. 

Cold shoulder rubs, 

It will wish it was baok;^*^ 
The fat old chubs 


And me fly-flipping 
All safe and sound 
Where dabchick ’s dipping 
And fresh flood ’s slipping 
And, drip, drip, dripping, 

The wheel turns round. 

P. B. C. 

Back to the Land. 

“A Grand Village F^fce . . . Teas provided 
on the ground.” — Local Paper. 

Vegetarians Please Note. 

“ Mr. Bernard Shaw’s new play, ‘ The Apple 
Tart,’ is to be performed at Sir Barry Jackson’s 
Malvern Festival next month. . . 

Daily Paper. 

“English Eivieha Excesses. 

An idea of the speed attained is shmji^bwin- 
fact that from the last stopping sj^i^r hour, 
don , at times the rate was 75 
and then it was smooth vmi^istol 

bh ah^g^'f ormed 

We had a watej?^ 
this feat reg iiV^ * _ 

>dpalpabl|^at I am surprised at 
“Thi^plc the dead-sea fruit of 

Liberal tax?.tioiL argii.- 

^^^Fioy^nctrticlc ^^The Social Democtat. 

lead a hor&e to the Dead Sea 
<lut you can’t turn it into marmalade 
Iby flogging it. ' 
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MR. PUNCH’S TALKS. 

MUSIC. 

OOMPOSEBS AND CONDUCTOBS. 

This week, by request, I propose to 
deal with composers. The request came 
from the composers. 

These odd creatures are seldom seen 
by the general public, unless they hap- 
pen to be also conductors. Unlike good 
little children, they are heard and not 
seen. After their appearance, which, 
as a rale, is peculiar, the first point to 
be noted is “ Composer’s Voice.” It is 
a queer fact of natural history that 
nearly all musical composers have sing- 
ing voices like crows or circular saws. 
You may suppose that there is no 
reason why they should sing at all. 
But it is necessary for them, in the case 
of operatic or stage-pieces, to give some 
idea of the setting of the words for the 
benefit of librettists, producers, man- 
agers and so on. And it is then that 
this almost unique sound is heard. 

There are some composers whose sing- 
ing is enough to antagonize any manager 
against their music : and many a pro- 
mising collaboration has been broken 


up through the librettist’s dislike of the 
singing of the composer. I was reckon- 
ing the other day that I have collabor- 
ated with no fewer than seven com- 
posers, and never had a free meal from 
any of them. But they have all sung 
to me, and in the end we have parted. 

Conductors, whether they compose 
or not, have a very genuine faith in 
themselves. They have banded them- 
selves into a body called the Musical 
Conductors’ Association (to distinguish 
themselves from the tram conductors, 
with whom they are sometimes con- 
fused), and as they stand and gesti- 
culate before the orchestra they do 
honestly believe that they are persons 
of importance in the production of 
music. But you and I, who have 
watched an orchestra and observed that 
scarcely one of the instrumentalists 
so much as throws a glance in the 
conductor’s direction, know very well 
that he is no more in control than a 
lightning-conductor is in control of the 
music of the skies. It is one of the 
most pathetic things in our public life 
to see a conductor with his left hand 
vigorously directing the musicians to 


play softly, while they, unheeding, play 
louder than before. 

However we will not quarrel with 
him over this harmless conceit. There 
is quite enough to quarrel over without 
that, 

I am sorry to have to say this, but 
conductors as a class are capable of 
deliberate mis-statements. Now the 
objectives of the conductor and the 
librettist are quite opposite. It is the 
aim and habit and delight of the con- 
ductor to produce a loud noise, and it is 
the desire of the author to secure quiet 
in the theatre, so that his words may 
be heard. So long as a musical piece is 
being rehearsed with a piano only, it 
very often seems funny and good, and 
all concerned are pleased; but the 
moment the conductor brings his or- 
chestra for a rehearsal there is a row. 
The author then says, “The orchestra is 
too loud ; my words will not be heard.” 
The conductor then says (if he is cross) 
that that will be no loss to the public 
and a great gain to the author’s reputa- 
tion. If he is not cross he makes three 
or four deliberate mis-statements in the 
most genial manner. He says, “ It ’s all 
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right;, old boy, it won't be so loud when 
the house is full; it won’t be so loud 
when the musicians know their parts 
perfectly ; it won’t be so loud when the 
singers are singing out to their full 
powers ; and anyhow it isn’t loud. It 
can’t be loud, old boy, because the 
thing ’s only scored for one muted fiddle 
and a Japanese mouth- organ. Anyhow 
we’ve got a deputy bassoon here to- 
night, and when we have our real 
bassoon you’ll find the orchestra will 
be scarcely audible.” 

Most of these assertions being based 
upon hypotheses, the author is unable to 
disprove them immediately. He there- 
fore says, Well, come up to the dress 
circle and listen to the orchestra.” The 
conductor replies tartly, “How the 
trombone” {a musical oath) “can I 
conduct the band down here and listen 
to it in the dress circle ? ” (for it would 
never do to admit that the band could 
continue to function without him). Then 
the author, who has dimly heard of 
“mutes,” suggests that perhaps it would 
be a good thing if the orchestra were 
muted. The conductor rolls his eyes and 
explains that the stringed-instrument 
players dislike the mute because it pre- 
vents them from making a rich noise. 
“ That was the idea,” says the author. 

Eelations are now strained, but the 
conductor sayswuth insulting patience, 
“Well, old boy, we’ll do that song 
again and I ’ll cut out the clarinet. But 
it ruins the efiect. Just listen.” 

The song is then played and sung 
again minus the clarinet. At the end 
there is a gloomy silence in the theatre. 
The conductor turns at last and says, 
“Well, noio can you hear your perishing 
words?” The voice of the author (to 
v\^hom the absence of the clarinet ap- 
pears to have made no difference at 
all) comes mildly but stubbornly from a 
dark corner : “I can’t hear a word at 
the back of the pit.” The conductor 
mutters darkly, “Well, why the bassoon 
don’t you go somewhere where you can 
hear the stuff ? ” The only resource of 
the author then is, as a rule, to strike 
the conductor in the face. This is gen- 
erally done. 

Apart from these strange professional 
habits there is little to be said against 
composers and conductors: they are 
fond of animals and good to their wives. 
Their sometimes drab appearance is 
deceptive, for they are full of funny 
stories. Most of these are a little 
technical: but I have sat for over an 
hour and enjojed the droll recollections 
of conductors; and, with the help of 
Grove's Musical Dictiojiary, one can be 
sure of a pleasant glass of wine in their 
company, provided one is prepared to 
pay. Indeed, so gifted and amusing 
are they as raconteurs that, as I told 



Patient Shopman. “That one sits beautifully on the head, Sie.” 

Ilard’tc-please Custciner, “ But 'what happens when my ears get tired ? VT 


we may 
efr financas can 


THE OPTIMIST AT Bl 

Partner, I know not 
drift, 

Nor whether 
afford a 

Gamble ye^sT II give them 

a L . ^ o 

Tpieto m;^^avourite motto,^ “ Siir 


them once, I wonder they don’t go on | 
the stage and entertain the public there ' 
instead of blocking the view of the stalls. 

A queer tribe. An P. H. 

Alphabetical Humour. 

“Pease. — . . . a daughter. 

PuDDEN. — ... a sou.” 

Consecutive Annonneenunts in the Births 
Cohmin of “ The Times.” 

“ ‘ There is a budding morrow in midnight^ 

-■RossettV'-WeeMy Paper. . Another impeading Apology. 

But Keats never guessed that j^pro- showed us the 
perty would be burgled by Rossetti i.’i' Anglican priesthood at its best.” 
the small hours. . A'listralian Church 
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CARD OF THE MATCH. 

To me — aiS the gentleman said about 
beer — all cricket is good, though some 
cricket is better than other cricket. 
Pamela, however, does not feel like that. 

“ It ’s very dull,” she said. 

The figure ‘of Father Time on the 
weather-cock gave a shiver and the flags 
on each side of the pavilion flapped 
indignantly. 

“In the state of the game ” I 

began. ' ' 

“I know, I know. It's correct, of 
coutT^e- correct but dull.” She fell to 
studying ^he, “ Card of the Match.” 
<^o IS this Strictly correct and 

accqming to facts, but Jacking in 
puncihs,,^The opej>-ing remark, for in- 
stance, fesiminspired. *This card does 
not necessafH^ include vhe fall of the 
last wicket.^ Tfej^ all this about the 
times of beginning a^^ending, and * The 
figures on the scoring^%<^rd show the 
batsmen in * — ^though thao^ line gocq 
quite well to the tune of ‘ OlS»^other 
Hawkins.' Have you any paperT'^ur 
pocket-book will do.” 

Meekly 1 handed it over. 

TW:e^reful play continued, while 


Pamela sucked her pencil and scribbled. 
Then — 

“ That 's better,” she said. “ My card 
would open like this : — 

‘ Bemember the uncertainty of cricket ! 

It should be hinted ^ 

Another poor boob may have lost his wicket 
Since this was printed.’ 

Then below I 'd have : — 

‘ At half-past eleven each day we shall begin ; 
We draw the stumps at half-past six (if 
not before for rain) ; 

The figures on the scoring-board show the 
batsmen in ; 

The bowlers and the fieldsmen show them 
out again.’ ” 

“Pamela,” I said sternly, “you are 
jesting with a solemn subject.” 

At this moment one of the batsmen, 
taking- a short run, collided with the 
umpire amid roars of laughter. 

“There!” cried Pamela- “You see 
how they 're only waiting to be amused. 
If there were more to divert them the 
people wouldn't laugh in that brutal 
way at the poor umpire's discomfiture. 

! I. shall ’write to The Times about my 
brighter card. No, you shall.” 

“I think not,” I said quickly. 
>^oward I ” 

INeas stung by this. “All right,” 


I said bravely, ^‘I will. Not to The 
Times, but to another leading paper.” 
So I have. A. W. B. 

THE MECHANICAL A.D.C. 

[“Mr. Hoover was obliged several weeks ago 
to restrict the weekly number of receptions at 
White House owing to the physical distress 
which handshaking caused him.” 

N&w York Herald,"] 
The strain democracy imposes 
Upon the Presidential fist 
Makes some suggest he should rub 
noses, 

And others he should just be kissed. 

While these two forms of salutation 
Would doom mere handshakes to 
eclipse, 

I fear incessant osculation 

Might blister Mr. Hoover's lips. 

To free the White House from its 
trouble 

I think some engineer must make, 
As Mr, Hoover's social double, 

A robot steeled to pain and ache ; 

Who, tuned to represent him nicely. 
Will with a tireless voice repeat 
(While crushing loyal hands precisely) 
That it is “ Yurry pleased to meet.” 
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rising to repl}?", found himself suffused 


coocM/^c r\c DADi lAAflcMT Agdculture stlll bobbed uneasily up, rising to repl}^ found himself suffused 
ESohNUt UP PAKLIAiVIEN I . notably when Commander Bellaies by deprecatory blushes. This did not 

Monday, July 15th . — Answering a grumbled about the Empire Marketing prevent him from singing the praises 
series of Questions the Peime Minister Board advertising Irish eggs and butter, of the Socialism which they would not 
satisfied all the Conservatives but one To the suggestion that the Board had see in this Government's time nor from 
that the resumption of relations with been neglecting the home producer Mr. attacking the Government for not put- 
the Soviet Government would follow Lunn (who, if he is not careful, will ting the housing subsidies back to their 
the same procedure as their severance become Mr. Salad Lunn) pointed out original figure and abolishing the re- 
— any agreement reached would be that the Board had recently given a ductions made in 1926. 
submitted to the House for approval glorious boost to British tomatoes and Mr, Vaughan, the new Member for 
before coming into effect. No prize is cucumbers. Forest of Dean, who ‘^happens to be 

offered for guessing the name of the » Do not impait- your .slumbers ^ builder's contractor, a pre-eminently 

dissatisfied minority. It was Com- With foreigu-grbwn cucumbers, benevolent and philanthropic race," 

mander Oliver Locker- Lampson. Or make your husband comatose ventured to intervene in the debate in 

Scarcely less insatiable is Colonel Continental tomatoes” ^ maiden speech of real wit and discern- 

Wedgwood, but his obsession is that should be the British house wife's slogan, ment. ‘‘Of course we try to collar the 

there is dirty w’^ork afoot at the Anglo- The House finally turned to more housing subsidy for our own pockets” 
French cross-roads. But he also found solid affairs with an inquiry by Mr. was the substance of his argument, 
time to ask the Prime Min- “Is this not the age of 


Mr, Vaughan, the new Member for 
Forest of Dean, who “happens to be 
a builder's contractor, a pre-eminently 
benevolent and philanthropic race," 
ventured to intervene in the debate in 
a maiden speech of real wit and discern- 


3STER if the Government in- 
tended to " Signor 

Mussolini to visit this 
country. TheLabouiieaders 
were clearly right not to 
muzzle JosiAH with a Min- 
istry. 

“We ought to veto 
Signor Benito,” 

Says Wedgwood (Josh), 
Which strikes me as bosh. 

It remained for Mr. Allen 
to get oue up on the Colonel 
by asking the Foreign Sec- 
retary if he was aware of 
the political importance of 
Outer Mongolia, and what 
about having a British con- 
sul at XJrga. While Colonel 
Wedgwood sat dumb, Mr. 
Henderson replied that he 
had asked for a report. So 
there is something going on 
in Outer Mongolia besides 
wild camels. 

“The Delinquent of Bar- 
ton Stacey ” sounds like the 
hero of a Victorian novel, 
but it is only some inhuman 






■ TO THE I 

GRANNIE 
or I 


Little Bed Eidiwj-Eood (Mr.A,HMNi>BBSON). “ My Grandmamma 

WOULD BE DELIGHTED FOR YOU TO CALL ON HER, BUT SHE ’S NOT 
EXPECTING YOU TILL OCTOBER.” 


“ Is this not the age of 
private enterprise ? If you 
want to ensure that the 
subsidy results in cheap 
houses you will have to 
nationalise the production 
of builders* materials.” A 
brave effort, but an effort 
of mature wisdom, not of 
burning youth — for Mr. 
Vaughan is old in public 
life if new to the House. 

Miss Lawrence wound 
up the debate, wiping the 
floor with all and sundry, 
as is her lucid and cheerful 
wont, and with a last word 
for Mr. Wheatley, whose 
application of the word 
“perpetuity" to a delay of 
three months she pardoned 
as the result of an access of 
eloquence. 

The subsequent debate on 
the Second Beading of the | 
Unemployment Insurance 
Bill might well have been 
both long and heated if the 
Speaker had not ruled out 
of order pretty nearly every- 


ruffian who 1ms failed to keep his Charles Williams as to why there has thing that everybody, including the 
groundsel under proper control, to the been such a falling off in the export of Minister, wanted to say. 
apparent detriment (since the question grindstones to the United States. The Tuesday, Jzdy 16th . — ^The House re- 
was raised by Mr. Denman) of the peo- real answer is that since America won ceived with mixed feelings and mixed 
pie of Central Leeds. But Mr. Buxton the War our motto has been “British noises the news that Sir W.^ Jowitt 
will abate his weeds and send him -the grindstones for British noses," but the had applied for the Stewardship of the 
bill, after which (one gathered from President of the Board op Trade, Chiltern Hundreds, 
replies to subsequent questions) there overawed by the presence of one “ Hell- You may take the high road but Sir 
will be no sensations in the agricultural and-Maria " Dawes in the Distinguished Archibald Sinclair will not take the., 
world until the report of the Standing . Strangers Gallery, replied that he really low road— if he can help ik. Mr. 
Committee on Tomatoes. couldn't say. bison promised to look favouraj^Jsy on 

On the other hand steps are to be Mr. Greenwood explained the Gov- his plea for more and betteH^^ roads 
taken, Mr. Buxton told Lieut.-Oolonel ernment's intention of keeping the hous- in the Highlands, so so that 

Heneage, to “educate " the 'consumer ing subsidies at their present figure Colonel AcLAND-TBO^^riio knows what 
iuto the intricacies of the egg-marking pending the elaboration of more compre- the clan spirit is ^i^^i^ble of, demanded 
scheme so that the knavish tricks of the hensive housing schemes, and moved that Scotland^^ld not get a higher 


wicked grocers who now sell them all as the necessary resolution. Mr. Chamber- grant 
new-laid, whether they bear the Union lain defended his position, and Mr. ^ But 
Jack of a blameless life or the proud E. D. Simon pronounced so passionate ting a 
ensign of Outer Mongolia, may be a eulogy upon the Housing Act of for 


grant than U 
But 


an rest of the country, 
^^the Scots are alwmys get- 
^thing, or, at "any rate, asking 
At the close of Question-time 


properly confounded. 


Wheatley that that gentleman, [ Mr. Macphbrson complained that Scot-d 
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tish Questions were not getting the] 
place on the Order Paper to which they 
are entitled. Other Scots backed him 
up, and the innocent query of Mr. 
Sandees, a new Member, Avhether there 
was any special time reserved for Eng- 
lish Questions, was brushed indignantly 
aside. The Prime Minister deftly 
turned the attack by raising the point 
that Members all too often addressed 
their Questions to the wrong Minister, 
to which Mr. Lloyd George rejoined 
by suggesting that they should be told 
definitely whether Questions involving 
the expenditure of public money on 
roads and so on should be addressed to 
the Minister op Transport' or the 
I Lord Privy Seal. By the time he 
had finished everybody had forgotten 
about puir Scotland altogether. 

Parliament has of late seen few 
stranger sights than that of Mr. Lloyd 
George in the unaccustomed rdle of a 
Serjeant Buzfuz, putting Mr. J. H. 
Thomas through a gruelling cross- 
examination on the Money Eesolution 
introduced in connection with the Lord 
Privy Seal’s plans for dealing with 
unemployment. After Mr. Thomas had 
gently prodded Mr. Churchill and 
had outlined objects contemplated by 
the Eesolution, and after Mr. Church- 
ill had poured out hateful and, it is to 
be feared, largely figmentary sympathy 
for the Minister and added the still 
more repulsive assurance that there 
was nothing in the proposals to rouse 
the antagonism of the Conservative 
Party, Mr, Lloyd George rose, as he 
said, to put a few interrogatories, not 
to praise or blame. And if he so far 
quitted that elevated position as to dis- 
claim ever having made the “ error ” of 
attributing modesty to the Lord Privy 
Seal, it was only because the latter 
gentleman, writhing on the prong of 
Mr. Lloyd George’s pitiless cross- 
examination, permitted himself to be a 
shade peevish. 

Anyhow Mr. Lloyd George wrung 
from the Minister the admission that 
it was proposed, in Clause 2 of the 
Eesolution, to give to private enter- 
prises concerned with public utilities 
not merely the assistance of a loan but 
^ ^ an actual subsidy. The Treasury would 
'^ay interest on loans to be liaised by 
tuena,^for a period of no fewer than 
fifteen "ymrs, and these payments would 
be made^'^hout being submitted to 
Parliament in^dvance. 

Mr. LloydGeS^^, having announced 
that the Liberals w&afid have none of 
such a scheme and th^Nj^bate having 
become general, it was disbs^^red that 
110 Treasury representative wal^^sent. 
But one duly arrived, the poth^^ed 
'"'fidown and the Question was put 
agreed to without a division. 


Wedonesday ^ July 17th. — The Lords, 
having nothing to do except welcome 
Lords Alvingham and Marks into their 
midst and give a second reading to the 
Barmouth Urban District Council Bill, 



LUNN’S TEOPICAL TOUE ; OR, THE 
WHITE MAH’S BIJEDEN. 

]Mr. W. Lunn (Under-Secretary for the 
Colonies). 

did ib until ten minutes past four and 
called it a day. 

Mr, Henderson told Mr. Mander 
(amid Opposition cheers) that there was 
no intention of asking the League of 
Nations to control the Suez Canal, and 
Mr. Montague informed Sir F. Nelson, 



“THIS IS THE HOUSE THAT JACK 
BUILT,” 

Mr. John Wheatley complains that 
HIS OWN Housing Scheme op 1924 is the 

fOJJLY ONE that GIVES HIM SATISFACTION. 


as courteously as circumstances per- 
mitted, that in their trial flights the 
new British airships would not be 
ballasted with air-minded M.P.’s. 

Mr. Lunn’s maiden Ministerial speech 
in support of the Colonial Development 
Bill was received with what Sir Hilton 
Young called a ^‘chorus of assent.” 
Not so the London County Council 
Traffic Bill, which came up for its Third 
Beading and re_ceived the valedictory 
praises of Sir Kingsley Wood. Mr. 
Harris and Mr. Scurr urged imme- 
diate extinction, and the Minister op 
Transtort found no reason for resist- 
ing the downward-pointing thumbs of 
the stalwart municipali^ts behind him. 

Thursday^ July 18th. — Mr. Clynes’ 
explanation of tlie Government’s de- 
cision to refuse M. Trotsky the privilege 
of sojourn in our midst seemed rea- 
sonable enough. It was not what 
M. Trotsky might do, but what evil- 
disposed persons might take advantage 
of his presence to do, that influenced 
them. This answer displeased a section 
of the Government’s supporters, includ- 
ing some who would probably have 
no great objection to seeing the evil- 
disposed persons getting to work, and 
disapproved of the Minister’s declaration 
that the, “right of asylum” meant the 
Government’s right to grant ifc, not the 
alien’s right to claim it. 

The House had its little excitement 
when a number of Scots on both sides 
of the House assailed the Prime Min- 
ister for dropping the promised Bill to 
take Scottish Lducation out of the Local 
Government Act. The matter culmin- 
ated in Mr. MacPheeson moving the 
adjournment ; but when the time came 
for the quorum to^how itself only thirty- 
seven Libeials (others having taken the 
precaution of standing outside the Bar 
of the House) and two stalwart Social- 
ists were available. All eyes were turned 
on Miss Jenny Lee, who had been one 
of the most vehement protesters. Would 
Jenny do the needful, “jumping from 
the ” place “ she sat in ” ? Jenny did 
not, and Hansard, who “loves to get 
sweets into his list,” must regret that 
he cannot “put that in.” 

Frocks that Shock. 

“Most of our shocks in this country have 
been of small importance, although it may be 
recalled that London quickly fell into panic 
■when a succession of smart frocks were felt 
in 11 bO."’— Oxford Fajper, 

It is a greett comfort to reflect that we 
live in an age in which big busts are 
out of fashion. 

“ Mr. Tow Shaw, Secretary of State for War, 
leaves London to-day for Warsaw, where he 
will attend the International Congress of Tex- 
tile Federations.” — Sa^njoshire Pamper, 
Warshaw, in fact. 





“PETER RABBIT”: A NEW VERSION. 

[A contemporary states that Mrs. Sidney Webb, whose maiden 
name was Beatrice Potter, was often believed to be the author of 
the “Peter Babbit” series, actually the work of Miss Beatrix Potter. 
The following is an attempt to reconstruct this masterpiece in the 
form which it would have taken if Mrs, Sidney Webb had written it.] 

Juvenile Offenders : Case B2957. Babbit (Peter). 

Age. — Uncertain. {? 0+), 

Parents. — Father (habitual criminal) deceased: G.S.W. 
See Eegistrar-General’s returns of Deaths due to Accidents 
with Fire-arms ; also Minority Beport of the Boyal Com- 
mission on the Composition of Babbit-Pies, p. 341, H.M. 
Stationery Office, 21/-. Mother left to bring up four small 
children single-handed. Hereditary tendency to crime 
probably aggravated by lack of paternal control. 

EfivironmenL — The entire family occupy a basement 
room in a sand-bank. See Becommendations of the Hous- 
ing Committee, § 5 : Overcrowding. 

Occujpation. — None. Female members of family (Flopsyi 
Mopsy and Cottontail) occasionally employed in blackberry- 
picking. See Proceedings of Committee of Investigation into 
the Conditions of Casual Infant Labour, p. 483. 

Offence, 

(a) Being on enclosed premises for unlawful purposes. 

(b) Theft of vegetable produce, the property of Mr. Mac- 
gregor. See Fabian Society Pamphlet No. 67 “On the 
Private Ownership of Land ” ; also Beport of Ministry of 
Agriculture on Small Holdings. 

Sentence, — Discharged with imprecation. 

Deterrent Measures, 

(a) Nature of, — Camomile tea. 

(&) Efficacy of. — Nil. See case B2953: Bunny (Ben- 
jamin). 


ANOTHER CENSORSHIP. 

{To Our Chemist.) 

Sir, since our holidays will soon be starting, 

My mind would be the easier if I knew 
That I had safely reached before departing 
A firm entente commei'ciale with you ; 

For James (my first-born) will not be contented 
Unless he carries with his other plant 
The camera with which he 's been presented 
By some misguided Aunt. 

If we are treated kindly by the weather, 

'Tis not unlikely that I may be seen 
In attitudes that do not altogether 
Uphold my wonted dignity of mien ; 

And I shall be the most disturbed of creatures, 
Knowing this year that that irreverent lad 
Is daily' filling many a film that features 
The folly of his Dad. 

He will display these libels to the neighbours 
And they wdll greet them with unseemly glee 
When your developing has crowned his labours, 
Unless we work together (name your fee) ; 

First let me censor them beyond repairing 

And then — ^your expert word he will not d; 2 ^t — 
Account for those I ruin by declaring 
“ The rest did not come out.” 

Scots Natural 

“A dodge employed by gamekeepers,^^ure magpipes wUbin shoot- 
ing distance . . . is brought to our . , . The squealof a hedgehog, 

it appears, has an irresistible attoj^on for the pyot .” — CHasgow Paper, 

The skirl of these intere^ng creatures is sometimes em- 
ployed for luring the bjegpie, or haggis, to its fate. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Doloees Costello. 

It was said that the change from 
screen acting to screen talking would 
mean a complete change in the Holly- 
wood constellation and that many movie 
stars would vanish. This may be hap- 
pening, but meanwhile one or two have 
proved themselves to be fixed stars too. 
Among these is Miss Doloees Cos- 
tello, who used to be a face and no- 
thing else, but turns out to be also a vox 
with much besides. There are ‘beautiful 
cinema actresses who, it seems, when 
they speak, startle the studios with 
sounds that resemble sawmills. Not so 
our Lady Doloees— the world’s Doloees 
— whose tones are sweet and low; in 
fact, now and then, in her first talkie, 
The Glad Bag Doll, almost too low, so 


ceedings. The scissors -man at work 
again, I conjecture. So far from being a 
doll, Miss Costello as Annabel Lea, an 
actress, is a very live young woman who 









the housekeeper; the aunt is a shame- 
less thief; the sister has married the 
chauffeur; the lawyer is a sheik — and 
so forth. These revelations are funnier 
in America than in England, because in 
America the bare mention of Philadel- 
phia as anything but the headquarters 
of respectability and somnolence creates 
laughter. One member of the family 
remains to be won over — the most 
hostile of all, the love-sick youth’s elder 
brother — and him Annabel proceeds to 
enslave. 

That is the story, which has seme 
amusing moments but was probably 
never worth putting into rehearsal. It 
is, however, very well acted by a com- 
pany who do their best to forget that it 
is all rubbish. Doloees bears the brunt, 
being rarely oflf the stage, and so long as 
we can follow her motives she is admir- 


mm 


Admiral (Mr. Tom Biceb:tts) . “This is too 

DELIGHTFUL FOR WORDS.” 

Annabel Lea (Miss Dolores Costello). 
“Yes, we’d better fall back on sub- 
titles.” 

that the ear is a little strained. But 
that, I imagine, is the fault of the trans- 
mitter; Dolores’ voice is at any rate 
clear enough behind the machinery for 
her admirers to feel assured that, while 
other divinities may have disappeared, 
her they will not soon lose. Our Lady 
OF Pleasure will remain. 

I am glad of this, because she is very 
pretty, with very pretty ways, and it is 
sad to think that The Glad Bag Doll 
is such nonsense. I have been noticing 
'la^ndency for the talkies to bring back 
I tn§4mprobabilities of the many-doored 
PrencSsforce ; and here they all are, 
with the&sqrs added. To find yourself 
in the wrong'^^sqom is about the limit of 
action possible wi^^talkie which is to be 
audible ; hence, I si^j^e, the reversion 
to an old type. How ch<^itle applies 
to Miss Costello I neverS^ertamed, 
nor what was the connection>b^ween j 
the suicide with which the filroop^ns 
subsequent light-hearted p: 


Annabel. “ You ’be very pale for an 
Admiral.” 

Admiral. “Well, you see, I’m in the 
Hollywood Navy.” 

Annabel. “Then that explains why you 

JUMPED at THE EXPLODING CIGAR ! ” 

goes to Philadelphia to visit the home 
of the waster who is continually pro- 
posing to her. While there she dis- 
covers a dark secret about each of the 
rest of the family, at first so hostile, 
and thus gets them into her power. 
The uncle is clandestinely in love with 










A^inahel (having denounced rest of family), 
kS-D NOW I COME TO YOU, lOHN. I CAN’T 
IMAGINE WHY THE AUTHOR MAKES ME MARRY 
YOU.” 

John Fairchild . . . Mr. Ralph Graves. 
Aunt Fairchild . . , Miss Maude Gordon. 


Amiabel. “ You talk like a movie title.” 

John Fairchild. “Well, that’s better 
THAN talking LIKE A TALKIE THEME SONG.” 

able, and even when we can’t she is 
alluring. Mr. Ealph Graves, as the 
hostile elder brother, John Fairchild, 
gradually falling for Annabel, is good 
too. The e are American performers, but 
I rather fancy that Mr. Albert Gran, 
who impersonates Nathan Fairchild, 
the amorous uncle, is not. As for 
Louise Beaver, the excellent Hannah, 
Annabel's maid — she is pure ne^'ess 
and a most capable com’(§dienne. There 
remains Arthur Eankin as Jimmy 
Fairchild, the lover who is outdistanced 
by his brother. Never shall I forget the 
burst of merriment — an index of a talkie 
audience’s sense of humour — that fol- 
lowed his quotation of Henley’s far 
from facetious line, ‘‘ My head is bloody 
but unbowed.” E. V. L. 

“Special Diet for Prisoners. 

Indian Plotters Hunger Strike. 

PRESS CUTTINGS TO BE SUPPLIED.” 

Daily Taper. 

But light reading doesn’t always make 
light eating. 



Why all this fhss- about dress reform? What 's the matter with our present clothes? 


A STATE OF BUSS. 

News of the paradise which is called 
in blue-books the Independent- State of 
Arampur is spreading abroad^ and even 
Simla is becoming alive to the fact that 
Arampur provides a happy existence for 
a number of officials. The latest arrival 
(temporary) was the cousin of somebody 
important and his alleged business was 
to reorganise the State Department of 
Forests. 

Now our Forest Department is the 
model of what a department should be. 
It has a Conservator, a staff of excellent 
clerks and a whole roomful of maps, upon 
which forest land is painted a delicate 
green. It has a library, composed mostly 
of German books, telling the reader how 
to control the growth of a tree twenty 
years old or more. It^ has a stock of 
theodolites, measurers and technical 
instruments. It has a staff of forest- 
guards, each duly entered by name in a 
roll and with their beats assigned and 
indicated on maps. In fact it has every- 
thing a forest departm^t requires 
except forests. 

The villagers are ' not convinced 


believers in the economic doctrine of 
Abstention. They are misguided enough 
to hold that it is more important for 
them to have a fire on cold nights than 
for the State or the Conservator to be 
able to sell some planks thirty years 
hence. The result of this economic 
heresy is that the saplings’ careers are 
cut short ; .an embryonic forest is main- 
tained as an anaemic coppice. 

Our expert from Simla had a Simla- 
esque knowledge of India; that is to 
say, he behaved as though the office 
were the Department, complete in itself 
without any reference to physical facts. 
He was not one of those hard-headed 
pioneer people who ride out at 4 a.m. 
to see things for themselves. He pro- 
bably recognised that he could see 
nothing at all except from an office-table 
and he was wise enough to recognise 
his own limitations. Simla teaches a 
man a great deal. 

So, poring over the maps, he was able 
to point out how the forest-land might 
be more advantageously divided; how 
the forest rounds might better be allo- 
cated and how the planting projects 
might be improved. He devised a 


scheme for planting teak in place of the 
indigenous babhul and neem, having 
been informed by the hydrographic 
chart he had brought with him that 
the local rainfall was more than suffi- 
cient for the growth of teak-trees. 

Well, we knew that chart and we 
knew the man from Simla who pre- 
pared it. While he was in Arampur he 
kept his rain-gauge outside his verandah 
and every day the gardener, conscien- 
tiously filling the flower-pots with water, 
gave a copious supply to what he deemed 
to be an extra pot. The meteorological 
expert returned to Simla with some 
astounding records of nightly rainfall 
which he eventually incorporated in the 
chart. 

We said nothing, for that c}iart had 
been the means of keeping^af#ay many 
persons who have a disiftfb of rain. It 
made our positions m^^secure. Still we 
had not foreseen^^fat this happy error 
might eventugJJy result in a laborious 
planting ol!*^^eak which could never 
grow pjr; Besides, if the thing were 
actu^my attempted, it would spoil the 
rqpf^h jungle for the panther and our, 
sport would suffer. Further, half-a^^ 






106 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[July 24, 1929. 


million teak^trees landed at Dhnli- 
gaum, where the Aratnpur State Bail way 
joins the British India system, would 
have paralysed the goods traffic and 
possibly stopped onr supply of ice. And , 
even supposing that a goodly 
number ot the plants were re- 
moved cn ro%ite for firewood, we 
should still have more than the 
paper-foresters and guards could 
deal with. Then, if we succeeded 
in planting the lot on paper, the 
State might have to pay some 
outside authority for the beastly 
things. Though the Forest De- 
partment is in a flourishing con- 
dition (as you may see from its 
yearly accounts) it would be 
difficult to pay a considerable 
sum outside the State. Debits 
and credits between State De- 
partments are treated as ar- 
rangements between gentlemen, 
but Simla is often ill-mannered 
enough to call for cash. 

So the Eesident buttonholed 
the expert and told him confid- 
entially that the State was very 
jealous of its rights, and he there- 
fore suggested that the plants 
be left lor the State Conservator 
to order. Full weight would of 
course be given to the expert’s 
recommendations, and in a year 
or two, when the newly-planted 
teak was coming along nicely, 
the first of its probable fruits would be 
a O.S.I. for the expert. 

The Eesident then gave him the 
names of some distant States whose 
forest systems needed overhauling, and 
we all saw the expert off at the station 
with many expressions of cordiality and 
good-fellowship. 

All that remained to be done was for 
the Conservator’s third clerk to achieve 
some imaginatively artistic work in 
vermilion, indicating teak, on the maps. 
We are again ready for inspection. 

E, P. W. 

Corruption in High Places. 

‘‘3vlr. Leslie is now faking his final 

medical examinations in order to become a 
■ medical missionary in the M.M. J. Onr prayers 
' are with him.” 

Extract from “ Trusting and Toiling, 

“ The fashion of taking hats ofi in restaurants 
whicL^^s been resorted to by so many women 
lately hab^w spread to buses and taxi-cabs,” 

Daily Pqpcr, 

Nearly all theb^ehicles make a point of 
removing their Bb«;^ets when drinking. 

“Yet another gasman c^jqn in, and the de- 
claration was delayed till . ,'^^—From 

Ttei^ort m Sunday Pamr of Eton^^nmd Harroio 
Match. 

This feature is more common a'tN^he 
Qtial, on account of the proximity 
the 'gas<sopa§ter. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“Beauty” (Stband). 

The uneseapahle thought that I car* 
ried away from this quite pleasant 



FLORA FAILS 
Berenice Toube. . 
Jaegues Blaise . . 


TO ATTRACT ZEPHYRUS. 

. . . Miss Ena Geossmith. 

, . . Me. Chaeles Laughton. 


comedy was that there was something 
entirely wrong with the theme. Was 
that the fault of the author, Jacques 



A PROFESSIONAL LECTURE. 
Estelle Dujparc . . . hliss Isabel Jeans. 
Professor Flammet . Mr. E. Lyall Swete 


Deval, or of the translator, Michael 
Morton, or (let me be generous) am 1 
to blame rather some big stupidity of 
my own? 

There was a shy little astronomer so 
deeply convinced of his own un- 
loveliness of appearance that it 
made his life a tragedy, and, 
dragged into society by a gay 
and handsome friend, he wanders 
about the drawing-room like a 
mooncalf in tears. He actually 
does weep — “blub,” the trans- 
lator call it — when the beautiful 
lady, expected to marry his friend, 
makes a mock of him. 

Very well, you say. Here is 
matter for comedy. Handsome 
is that handsome does. The little 
mooncalf will show that be has 
a noble soul. He will do some 
mildly heroic action later on and 
storm thereby the heart of the 
unapproachable fair. It has hap- 
pened a thousand times thus. 
The gay Lothario is obviously 
no fitting mate for this young 
widow, who is certain to have 
concealed about her a romantic 
soul. And if it is not nobility of 
character that this astronomer 
is about to show us, it will be 
strength of mind, or fame, or sud- 
denly-acquired self-assurance, 
or some other of those swift 
changes of fortune with which 
a comedy-writer can endue his crea- 
tures at will. 

And what, after all, is male beauty ? 
One snaps the fingers at it. Was 
Napoleon beautiful? A woman is 
expected to choose a beautiful lover, 
but when it comes to matrimony (and 
this young widow does want to marry 
again) the whole of fiction and drama, 
outside fairy stories, has taught us 
that the combination of good looks and 
marked virtue and. a large balance at 
the bank is more than any nice girl 
can reasonably expect in this world. 
And indeed, when I consider the number 
of amazingly plain (but quite self- 
assured) husbands who are married, 
often very happily, to most beautiful 
wives, I sometimes think that women 
have shown themselves almost too ready 
to accept the limitations of reality. 

It is clear therefore that the moon- 
calf, in wishing, as he does, that he was 
a handsome toreador or cavalry officer, 
is being quite absurd. A heart of gold, 
a purse of gold, a piece of genuine self- 
sacrifice — any of these will suffice for a 
happy curfcain at the end of Act III. It 
is so, with varying degrees of sentimenj]- 
alism, that any English dramatist 
would surely h a ve unfolded his tale. Are 
w^e then so different from the French ? 

In Beauty, so far as I could make 
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THE MUNCHHAUSEN CLUB. 

“I HAVE seen a hat,” Willow an- 
nounced. 

There were several witty things which 
I might have replied to this statement. 
I used none of them, partly because 
none of them occurred to me, partly 
because I realised that my niece’s preda- 
tory talents were being arrayed against 
me and that the sooner the subject 
was changed the better. I am not 
often one to underestimate an opponent 
— when that opponent happens to be 
Willow. 

“I had a letter from your Aunt 
Sophia this morning,” I was beginning, 
but Willow cut me short. 

‘‘It’s an exquisite hat!” she said, 
and she gave me that guileless smile 
which strangers instinctively trust. 

“Your Aunt Sophia I coun- 

tered. 

“If you were to lend me the money 
for that hat said Willow. 

Frankness is supposed to he a charm- 
ing quality in the young. I cannot say 
that I am one of its admirers. I deter- 
mined to meet frankness with frank- 
ness. 

“Stop!” I said. “I am not inter- 
ested in that hat. Moreover, I have no 
intention of lending you the money for 
it. Let that be understood. The sub- 
ject is now closed for ever.” 

Willow smiled resignedly, but still 
I did not feel easy. It seemed to me 
that the predatory gleam had by no 
means left her eyes. 

“I had a letter from your Aunt Sophia 
this morning,” 1 repeated hopefully. 

Willow sat up abruptly. 

“ She told you about Donald, of 
course ? ” she asked . 

As my sister had made no mention 
of her son Donald in her letter to me I 
raised an eyebrow of inquiry. 

“Do you mean she didn’t tell you 
about Donald’s accident? ” Willow de- 
manded. 

I hurriedly assumed an appearance 
of far greater anxiety than my known 
feelings towards my nephew warranted. 

“Tell me at once,” I said; “is he 
badly hurt ? How did it happen ? ” 

Willow looked reflectively at her 
mails, and from her nails, still reflec- 
tively > at me. 

“ Tail know how fond he is of photo- 
grapbing'ammals in their natural sur- 
roundings ?^*^e said. 

I nodded. Tfeea^had been one occa- 
sion when I had ac^himnied my nephew 
on what he pleases to1?aU his “ nature 
rambles.” The expeditionia^ entailed 
a two -hours’ w’ait in a bog^\^h the 
camera focussed upon a nest, Ibr^the 
iCeturn of a bird in whom tbe materf^al 
instinot was blatantly dead. Donald’s 


idiosyncrasy was not one that I was 
likely to forget. 

“Well?” I asked. 

“ Well,” said Willow, “it seems that 
he has lately been going about the 
country disguised as a haystack, and he 
must have rather overdone the realism, 
for a day or two ago he was nibbled 
nearly in half by two hungry donkeys and 
a cow; ” and she gave me a smile which 
would have done credit to Ananias. 

It was several moments before I broke 
the pause which succeeded this anec- 
dote. Then — 

“ I take it,” I said, “that there is not 
a word of truth in your story ? ” 

“ Not a word,” Willow agreed. 

“ Then may I ask ? ” 

“ I am President of the Miinchhausen* 
Club,” Willow explained. I smiled toler- 
antly, for I had heard of the Bright 
Young People. “ We go about telling 
people the most outrageous stories, hop- 
ing that someone will believe them.” 

‘ ‘ What for ? ” 1 demanded. The pro- 
cedure seemed to me unusually imbecile 
even for the Bright Young People. 

“If the other person believes the 
story and is a fellow -member of the 
Munch hausen Club, then the trapper 
may demand from the trappee w^hatever 
the fixed stake of the club happens to 
be at the moment. It ’s no more mer- 
cenary than bridge and much more 
amusing. At this moment,” she con- 
cluded with her head slightly on one 
side, “the fixed stake happens to be, 
shall we say, a bat ? ” 

“ The hat ! ” I cried. Then, hurriedly 
— “ But I am not a member,” I began to 
laugh; I continued to laugh; soon I 
was laughing heartily. “ My dear 
child,” I expostulated, “ to think that 
you should expect me to believe a cock- 
and-bull story like that ! ” 

“There’s no harm" in trying,” said 
Willow. 

“You must have a singularly poor 
opinion of my intelligence,” I protested, 
somewhat piqued. “ Donald nibbled in 
half by a donkey and a cow indeed ! ” 

“Two donkeys and a cow,” Willow 
corrected. Then — “I thinkl could get 
you to believe something quite make- 
believe — if you were to join the club,” 
she said. 

The challenge stung me, yet for a 
moment I hesitated. Memories of past 
discomfitures came crowding up in a 
last-minute effort to save me, but in 
vain ; I rushed headlong to my doom. 

“ With pleasure 1 ” I cried and waited 
for the worst, 

“Then let us just make sure about 
everything,” suggested Willow thought- 
fully. “You and I are members of the 
Mlinchhausen Club and ” 

“ Yes, yes,” I broke in ; “ there is no 
meed to go over all that. You and I 


are members of the Miinchhausen Club 
and ” 

I paused aghast. On Willow’s pretty 
face there had appeared a grin of 
triumph which warned me that the 
worst had already happened. “What 
is it ? ” I cried, “What have I said ? ” 
Willow moved from the sofa to the 
arm of my chair and patted my hand. 

“Well, you see, there isn’t really a 
Miinchhausen Club at all,” she explained. 
“I’m afraid I made it all up. It ’s my 
something quite make-believe — and you 
believed it. Of course, though, as there 
isn’t really a Miinchhausen Club and 
we ’re neither of us members, you don’t 
owe me a hat at all. But ” — she 
patted my hand again and sighed — 
“it’s an exquisite hat,” she finished 
simply. 

She was right ; legally I was by no 
means responsible for the hat. At the 
same time I felt that there was a sug- 
gestion of a debt of honour about the 
proceedings. And Willow is my fav- 
ourite niece. And she had patted my 
hand. ... - . 

I rose and crossed to the desk. 
“When you do found the Miinch- 
hausen Club,” I said, “ you will, I trust, 
consider that I have paid my subscrip- 
tion ? ” And I handed her a cheque 
for the assumed cost of the hat. 

JESSICA IN LONDON. 

South Kensington Natural History 
Museum. 

I WENT to see the animals ; I liked them 
very much ; 

They are stuffed to look like real ones 
and it says you mustn’t touch ; 
The Entrance Hall is very high and 
very long and wide, 

With a statue of a gentleman called 
Darwin just inside. 

There are butterflies and beetles and 
big and little eggs, 

And elks with funny noses and giraffes 
with funny legs ; 

There are walruses with whiskers and 
some rather frightening bears, 

And humming-birds in cases at the 
corners of the stairs. 

There’s a gallery of corals, but they 
aren’t so very pink, 

And the whales are much, much bigger 
than ever you could think ; 

But (Dick would say it ’s silly, so please 
don’t let him know) 

I ’m rather glad the mastodons all died 
so long ago, E. F. 


“ Tho lightest and most efficient Stove on the 
market for small bodies of men or boys.” 

Stove-Makers* Advt, 

M, Landru of course had none of these 
up-to-date appliances. 


I 
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THE PARTING SHOT. 


Angry Younj Lady (io Boardmcj-Jiouse Lothario). . AND try to remember it’s one thing to look like a gentle- 
man, AND QUITE ANOTHER TO BEHAVE AS SUCH I ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

That the Abb6 Dimnet’s heroic little effort to popularise 
The Art of Thinking (Cape) for Americans should have been 
reprinted for us is, I feel, a practical step if a somewhat 
uncomplimentary one. Where thought is concerned we have 
standards of our own, and had until recently our own 
particular fashion of lapsing from them. But we are now 
sufficiently in danger of Americanisation to take a personal 
interest in the accomplished Frenchman’s thesis; and few 
recent volumes of international criticism have had. more 
bearing on our haphazard lives than this effort of a mission- 
ary from the land where thought is everything to evangelize 
the land where it is, largely speaking, nothing. Three sources 
of power, if I may so mechanically put it, work the dynamos 
! th^k^ep the book going: psycho-analysis, installed, I fancy, 
leather reclame than use; a sort of Wordsworthian] 
I Platonism^egponsible for a sensitive and whollyjegitimate j 
excursion on thought-processes in children ; and that unfail- 
- ing old stand-by, K^ei^homistic psychology of the seminaries, 
which really does aliths work. Add to this outfit the witty 
and persuasive spirit of tihe writer, his conviction that the. 
world is full of thought if would only give it a chance, 
and his equally happy and modesji certainty that what has 
set his own house m order will tidy- up ours, and you have 
the obvious auguries of success. I fin^ a^hint of quackery in 


the style, an insinuation wholly unjust to the book’s lavisli | 
generosity with real hard-won experience. But I recommend 
everyone who is not quite sure that his or her unaided efforts 
will keep his or her head above the waters of materialism 
to take a look round the Abb6 Dimnet’s Ark before suc- 
cumbing to the deluge. 

I should conjecture that the sympathies of Mr. Ernest 
Raymond as a novelist were with the older generation. 
He would like, I am sure, to pursue the good old tradition, 
to avoid doubtful topics, to paint none but pleasant 
characters, to leave his readers suffused with a happy glow 
of sentiment. But what is one to do in these headlong 
days, when your reader can stand anything but a suspicion 
of insipidity ? And so, in A Family That Was (Cassell), he 
goes out of his way to introduce a scene at Ostend that is 
perhaps hardly necessary. Otherwise I have nothing but 
praise for his book. I like his young family of five, children 
of a cheery clergyman, and the vignettes of their early youth 
at Kensington and out on a summer holiday in the Isle of 
Wight. Canon O' Grogan, who gets into trouble and has to 
leave his family to fend for themselves, nevertheless had a 
. certain sympathy and discrimination: he perceived that 
his two youngest children were somehow of a different type 
from the rest. They were, as he puts it, of the subjective 
type. Mr. Raymond traces the mental growth through 
1 childhood and adolescence of these two, Tony and Peggy, 
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with delicacy and insight. He can 
create living people, especially when 
they are still flushed with youth. But 
every one of the O’ Grogan family stands 
out definitely enough — except the 
rather tired mother. And then there 
are the two delightful Dauheny girls, 
with their father the Colonel (perhaps 
the Colonel is just a little caricatured, 
but he is not unamusing) ; and besides 
these the one or two amiable eccentrics 
who do so much to sell a novel, like 
Mr. Flote and Ca]ptain Alum. The 
story is rather long, but I enjoyed it ; 1 
could even stand the prospect of a 
second volume, which the present con- 
clusion would seem to foreshadow. 

The Bodley Head have published The 
Penn Countiy and the Chilterns, 

By Ealph M. Eobinson, and he 
Our homage to the hilt earns ; 

He walks us out and round about 
Where haunts of peace engage us. 

In Oxfordshire of hill and spire, 

In Herts or Bucks umbrageous. 

And when we thus do walk abroad. 
The summer day before us, 

By graver Muses all unawed, 

Clio we take for chorus ; 

Anfi meet, here, there and everywhere, 
With ghosts in old green acres — 
Meet poets, plots and patriots, 

■ Statecraft and Kings and Quakers. 

This book ’s for Odysseys urbane. 

To glad the heart that hath thirst 
To out and make a daisy-chain 
From Town ; and Mr. Bathuest 
(Mr. Chaeles J.) in such a way 
Has made its illustrations 
That I 'm undone to say wdiich one — 
Charles Bathuest or Ealph Eobin- 
son — 

Deserves the bigger bit of bun 
In my felicitations. 
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C ity Child {taken for her first holiday into the count } y , pointing to loild roses ) . “ Oh, 
LOOK, Miss I Alexandra roses growin’ on a bush ! ” 


Tti ty^tt fpliVifofinncs reminds his readers that help is needed for the Children’s Country 

^ * HoMays Fund. Gifts should be sent to the Hon, Treasurer, the Earl of Arran, 

18, Buckingham Street, Strand, W.C. 2.] 

All that sparkles is not champagne, - ... ■ 

and, though there are bubbles (not to mention some genious in putting his puppets into absurd and humiliating 
very feminine squeaks) in Paying Guests (Hutchinson), situations, but I am not sure that his expenditure of smiling 
as there always are in the^ produce of Mr. E. F. Benson’s malice is not a little in excess of the occasion. After all, 
cellar, they are but the mild effervescence of the smallest as a greater satirist than Mr. Benson once asked, who 
of beer. Mr. Benson has written a comedy of humours breaks a butterfly upon a w^heel ? Still, to revert to the 
round the inmates of a select boarding-house in a select potatory simile, I found Paying Guests a not unamusing 
Enghsh watering-place. That is not a very imfamiliar beverage to imbibe during an attack of influenza. It cer- 
scene, nor are the types anatomised conspicuous for their tainly had no dangerous effect on my temperature, 
novelty. There is the retired Indian colonel, who lords 


it over the bridge table and is pleasant to everyone so| 
long as he is allowed to have his own way and to tell ^ 
his oft -told tales without interruption. There is the 

t j -T 1 • -1 


so Novel- writing is so far like the art of the kitchen that a 
tell tried recipe adapted, by a cook with the right instincts, to 
the whatever she has in the larder is almost sure to result in 


skittish spinster of forty-odd, who improvises, and con- something palatable and (if the larder is an unfamiliar one) 
scientiously practises her improvisations, on the piano and original. I am bound to admit that the originality of 
paints bad water-colours. There are the hypochondriacal A House is Built (Hareap) lies in its Lif^tter. Of its sym- 
tyrant and his victimised daughter. There is the invincibly pathetic and accomplished imitation of the best Forsyte 
cheerful devotee of Mental Science, who takes the baths to Saga manner you can only say that youth might have many 
please^ a sceptical husband and explains that there is no worse models and, for the purpose in hand, few better, 
harm in doiog this so long as she is quite sure that she can For A House is Built is essentially a youthful performance, 
derive no possible benefit therefrom. Mr. Benson is in- being indeed the successful effort of two young graduates 
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of Sydney University to pull off The Sydney Bulletin’s andunluckyplay, T/i^Jfa7/or,lier realism in and 

thousand-pound prize for the best Australian novel. The now, in The Atoning Years (Thoenton Butterworth), she 
Misses Barnard and Eldeeskaw, who collaborate as has recaptured the something, certainly not rapture, which 
M. Barnard Eldershaw, have cleverly weeded the story distinguished the novelists of an earlier day who dealt in 
of Sydney- to the story of a single family. Starting about counts, castles and curses and found their spiritual homes 
1839, in a wharf'Side store bedizened with broad arrows, among Italian scenery. She is perhaps a little more frank 
you trace the fortunes of the English ex-Quartermaster than most of them would have been, and the Great War, 
James Hyde to opulence, poww and a mansion on Hunter’s which comes into her last pages, w^as not material for them ; 
Hill. The Quartermaster f § the business — identified wholly but this story of the ill-fated love between Bezzia, the lovely 
with the provisioning of ships and (subsequently) gold-fields, wife of Count Vallandz7ii, and Godzoin Featherstone, a hand- 
Of his two girls,^ one wrests herself free for a happy some young Englishman travelling on the Continent before 
marriage; the other, broken by a fruitless entanglement with entering Diplomacy, is well within the tradition. In the 
a whaling ,captain, refuses to expose her vulnerability to end the Count discovers Godzoin in his wife’s apartments 
love. Both Maud and Fanny are highly capable portraits and, intending to kill him, is killed himself. The crime 
and, with their brother, the ( ~ ~ | i is hidden, but remorse separ- 


unresponsive William, excel- 
lent foils to their burly parent. 
The chronicle is vividly told 
for three quarters of its length. 
It was a fine conception to 
let so strong a stream lose 
itself in a delta of weak chan- 
nels at the end, but some- 
thing, I feel, of the chron- 
iclers’ virtue has gone out 
with the Hyde family’s. 

So many people can be read- 
ably hair-raising and so few 
really laughable, that, as one 
of the faithful to whom Berry 
and his splendid relations 
used sometimes to seem 
criminally funny, I cannot 
but regret the pilgrimage 
of Mr. Dornfoed Yates 
into the spheres of adven- 
ture. There is nothing new 
in Blood Boyal (Hodder and 
Stoughton). It is the' story 
of two young Englishmen 
who get entangled in the 
hectic politics of a small 
German Principality, and, 
after ten days of concentrated 
thrills, succeed in putting the 
rightful (if dissolute) heir on 
the throne. I trust that Mr, 
Yates will forgive me if I 
protest that this is old stuff 
which is only made- palatable 
by the fact that he is a good 
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Burglar {caught red-handed by householder wearing nightshirt) , 
“Didn’t yer know that night-shirts 'ave gone aht of 

FASHION FOR MEN?” 


is hidden, but remorse separ- 
ates the lives of the lovers. 
The story closes on a note of 
sincere pathos, in spite of 
the air of unreality for which 
its setting seems to be re- 
sponsible. 

In the three stories which 
compose, Aces (Hodder 
AND Stoughton), Mr. Edgar 
Wallace is lavish of sen- 
sational incident, but I do 
not think that they are I’epre- 
sentative of his best work. 
These tales are by no means 
short, but, functioning in an 
area even moderately con- 
fined, Mr. WALLAon’simagin- 
ation seems to require wider 
spaces in which to roam, and 
his stage is apt to become 
rather inconveniently over- 
crowded. It is always a 
pleasure to meet Mr, J, G. 
Beeder, with his umbrella 
and his **ums,” and doubt- 
less his activities in this trio 
of cases, and especially in 
“The Case of Joe Attymar,” 
will entertain many holiday- 
makei~s during the coming 
weeks. 

As The Summer Game 
(Grant Richards and Toul- 
min) is solely concerned with 
cricket its publication in this 


writer, with an accurate and telling way of describing month of July is opportune enough, but all the same I feel 
country. The characters are not up to the old standard, that it is really a book that will be more valuable in the win- 
Berry and Go, were so superbly fatuous that one never ter, when we can sit by the fire and savour it at our leisure, 
bothered about their reality. But these young men are In these summer days there is so much contemporary cricket 
just pawns, moving about to schedule in a clean-limbed to attract our attention that we have no time to read about 
fashion, hitting people on the head at the right moment, the giants of the past with becoming reverence, nor while 
escaping from rough houses 'in the most inevitable manner, the summer is with us shall we appreciate how wonderfully 
and showing no incompetence whatever, I longed for one Mr. Neville Oardus can bring sunshine and warmth into 
of them £0:^me a real purler, and I was disappointed. But, the dreariest December day. Eor he has that radiant gift, 
putting my'^^^'udice on one side, I can commend this as as readers of his Days recognised. In this volume, 

quffe a good raii^^ybook, with a strand of romance in it in spite of a tendency to over-elaborate, his views about the 
which does not jar.\ King of Games and of those who have made it regal are 

extraordinarily entertaining. But really Mr. C. B. Ery ought 
Miss Adelaide Eden Fhh^lpotts really must be trying to not to be described as “ a Senior Wrangler at Oxford.” 

show us how versatile she is?''' .We have seen how well she — — - ■ ■ — ^ 

understands ^West Country folk ^ben she collaborated with Unfortunate Exhortations* 

her father in Yellow Sands, her huihbur in that entertaining “ Come to Cheddar and Charabanc Poster, 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Professor Leonard Hill refers to 
the calculation that if all the people 


partner. The ordinary beach-lizard is of wrong numbers which will be looking 


not amphibious, 


for a good home. 


the calculation that it all the people A medical writer refers to the inereas- According to The Dailu Mail four 

Witw Thil V®® motor-car m every walk straw-hats were seen in Throgmorton 

Wight thme would be stamding-room of life. This, according to the pedes- Street one day last week. It is not 

for everybody. The diflieulty would be trian. is what is spoiling every one of known what action is to be taken by 

to, prevent outsiders from encroaching his walks. . . the Stock Eschdnge. The Bank Bate 

on the Squadron Lawn. remains nne.hnnaerl 


the Stock Exchange, 
remains unchanged 


The Bank Rate 


. All three political Parties w'ere well 

^ The parachutist who has succeeded represented at a recent wedding, but With reference ’ to the suo-gested 

*^at United States of Europe it is iTelieved 
while lauing from a height of two miles guests arriving at the church were asked that international iurists are already 
IS consid^ered^ to^ have overcome the “ Government or Opposition ? ” - considering the question of whether it 

greatest drawback to the para- — ^ould be ah infringement of 

chute as a conveyance for busy existing copjTights. 


greatest drawback to the para- 
chute as a conveyance for busy 
men. . 1 . 

It is understood that the 
number of missing mail-bags is 
now so great that the Post- 
master-General is contem- 
plating the offer of an allow- 
ance on all returned empties. 

The Captain’ of the Bre^nen 
hopes to break his own record 
on his next outward voyage. 
Sea-hog ! ,,, 

; 1 « 

I have not yet been to the 
Crystal Palace,” says Mr. 
Arnold Bennett, and I shall 
never go.” Our information is 
that Sydenham is going on as 
well as can be expected. 

The danger of infection from 
sick parrots is described by a 
writer in The Lancet', who, 
however, does not mention 
what parrots are apt to pick up 
from human beings. 

Glasgow Highlanders in 
camp have been using face- 
pow'der for their sun-burnt 
knees. Rob Roy never did. 


Owing to the drought in 
the Lake District, tourists this 

season must be prepared for a 

restricted impression of how the water ^ 
comes down at Lodore. 
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The glut of sixpences in 
London, to which attention is 
drawn, would seem to indicate 
an exceptionally busy banging 
season. 

One of Shakespeare’s plays 
has been banned in America. 
Why not try this method of 
popularising his work over 
here ? ... 












In view of the continued in- j 
terest taken by sight-seers in 
Mr. Epstein’s “Night” and 
“Day” it is anticipated that 
the Underground authorities 
will realise the desirability of 
alio wing replicas of these works 
to tour the country. 

il! 

Tlie announcement that the 
“Old Vic” will have to be 
moved to make room for a 
circus in connection with the 
new Charing Gross station 
will be received with regret by 
all who prefer Shakespeare 
to circuses. ... 


Unlucky Ptmter. “ All the losers ! ” 
We gather from the controversy go 


A Transvaal Hottentot 
named Windwoel has just 
married 'for the third time, 
although he is one-hundred- 

and-twenty-eight years of age. 

So much for the’ theory that people 


ing on in the Shoe Lane Press that grow out of the Kabit. 


- what Mr. Baldwin lacks is the courage 

A luxurious bathroom in a modernised of Lord Beaverbrook’s convictions. 


Erench house is described as resembling 
the sea- nursery of Apollo. Apollo, of 
course, was the god of Song. 


Thomas. We do not, however, antici- 
Among new inventions we note a pate that a Lord Privy Sealyham will 
cash-box containing an electric alarm become a feature of the “ Home Page ” 


of Lord Beaverbrook’s convictions. During the recent heat a Liverpool 

typist wore her bathing-costume in the 
A Liberal paper suspects Lord Beaver- office. It is not stated whether she used 
BROOK of trying to capture Mr. J. H. the side- or crawl-stroke when typing. 


“I rarely attend crmket matches,” 
says a gossip-writei%' This rather sug- 
gests that he gets all the sleep he 
needs at hoinoi' 


which cannot be stopped by the burglar of The Evening Statidard, gests that he gets all the sleep he 

and will keep on ringing lor about ten needs at hoinoi' 

hours. In that time it will have got The Postmaster-General announces — - 

on the burglar’s nerves. that on August 1 the Post Office will Model S190. Ono-i^iecc costume with broad 

' ’ introduce a telephone-service of personal tripe at w^aist.”— .ddri. m LaihfPajoer. 

A new summer profession for young calls designed to cut out all irritation. Probably the better position is inside 

men, we learn, is that of swimming- Nothing is said about the large number the waist, 1 


VOL, CLXXVn. 





114 , PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. ptn-T 31, 1929. 

THIS PUTTING BUSINESS. 

I AM glad to see that the question of 
a larger golf hole has been resuscitated, 
because it gives me an opportunity of 
drawing public attention to the only 
practical solution of the problem of the 
putt, which has so long been recognised 
as out of all proportion to its value, 
fluky, unfair and ■ generally objection- 
able. 

Putting is the scourge of golf. It is 
an invention of the Devil, or at any rate 
of Bogey, now with Satan, where he 
deserves to be (though I confess I see 
no special merit about his cumbrous 
and complicated successor. Standard 
Scratch Score). Putting was devised 
almost entirely for the encouragement 
of falsehood, bad temper, conceit, greed, 
envy, hatred, malice and all uncharit- 
ableness. Only last Satimday Grant 
(whom I had beaten three up and two) 
spread it all over the place that he 
would have beaten me to a frazzle 
(another vice ; only putting could make 
Grant talk like this) if he hadn’t putted 
like a clown — three putts on seven 
greens — ^ludicrous ! Whether he really 
took three putts on seven greens I can- 
not say because I didn’t count, but he 
never mentioned how . many greens I 
took three putts on, nor did he refer to 
the feebleness of his shots to the greens, 
which left him such enormous approach 
putts. That is Grant, mind you ; not 
only a friend of mine and one w^ho 
would never' dream of doing me an in- 
justice, but a gentleman of the highest 
moral character — except on the subject 
of putting. 

Putting is not golf. It is another 
game altogether. The best putter in 
the world is an old gentleman who 
comes down to our club and plays people 
for half-crowns round the putting-course 
throughout the whole week-end. And 
if you don’t believe me come down next 
Saturday and try your luck. You may 
stay the whole day at my expense if 
you whl agree to have half-a-crown 
with me on every round you play. And 
I don’t mind if your handicap is plus 
two at St. Andrews, although the old 
gentleman’s was never lower than 
twenty-four, and that expired ten years 
ago. 

Putting is a silly business. In what 
other gSM^ie are you called upo^ to suffer 
the torture a-nd the indignity of grovel- 
ling on your stem^j^ch and twisting your 
body into all sorlfes^f unnatural shapes 
in order to hit a batt^s far as a child 
could kick it ? 

Now the advocates of the'la^rger hole 
recognise all this. In the words of the 
. gentleman who has - recently revived 
^^^^,^bject in Tke^Times, the case for 
the hole (six inches in diameter 

instead of four-and-a-half) is summar- 
ised as follows : — 

1. It would reduce the element of 
luck. 

2. Speed up the game and enable 
more people to play. 

3. Eestore the balance between the 
long and short game, destroyed by the 
rubber- cored ball. 

4. Make the stymie an interesting 
feature instead of a handicap. 

5. Eeward the really well-played ap- 
proach shot. 

6. Eemove a constant source of irrit- 
ation to golfers. 

Eight; or, rather, wrong. I mean, 
his aims are right, but his remedy is 
wrong. It only tinkers with the disease. 
The obvious remedy is to do away with 
the hole altogether. And the green. In 
place of greens we will have nice deep 
pits filled with soft sand or earth. These 
pits will be of varying sizes according 
to the length and difficulty of the holes. 
They will be placed in tricky and amus- 
ing places, such as on the side of a hill, 
just over a pond, and so on. And all 
you have got to do is to hit your ball 
into the pit in fewer strokes than your 
adversary — golf stuokes, mark you — and 
that is the end of the hole. 

See how this meets our friend’s six 
points beyond bis wildest hopes : — 

1. Almost eliminated. 

2. (c^) Enormously, {b) Par more. 

3. Eestored, 

4. Gone for good. 

8. Every time. 

6. Eemoved. 

And see what else it achieves : — 

7. Saving of labour. 

8. Ditto material. 

9. One club less (or even two). 

10. Abolition of vices mentioned 
above. 

11. Craze for longer courses justified. 

12. Truth in golf. 

13. More time for lunch. 

14. Bigger bar receipts. 

15. Healthier-minded caddies. 

16. Happier wives. 

There are probably many more argu- 
ments in favour of the scheme, but 
these are all I will set down in my 
haste to urge this long-overdue reform. 
Golf-clubs of Britain, royal or ancient 
or both, I appeal to you to abolish this 
putting business once and for all. Take 
up your greens. Transplant them round 
the club-house, and let those who sigh 
for the joys of putting putt to their 
hearts’ content, leaving us others free 
to the joys of lashing at the ball with 
our drivers and brassies, those lovely 
spoon-shots, those beautifully-controlled 
iron-shots, those pictFuresque pitches, 
which we came out to play. • I beg you 
> to do this thing ; and I must warn you 
'that until you do I for one shall con- 

tinue in the old, old way, degrading 
the game and myself and my partners, 
offending my opponents, demoralising 
my caddies, grieving my wife and en- 
dangering my soul, simply because I 
cannot putt for nuts, L. B. G. 

SCOUTS OF ALL NATIONS; 

Ob, The Woeld Jamboeee. 

Wherever you come from 
(And I don’t know 

That there mayn’t be some from 
The Greenland snow 

Or the deep mid-tropical forests where 
none but a boy can go) ; 

Seaside or inland, 

Mountain and plain. 

Eagle from Pinland 

Or hawk from Spain, 
Woodpecker, panther and whatnot, un- 
daunted in sunshine and rain ; 

To the pathway-finders 

And readers of maps, 

To bandage-binders 

And all you chaps, 

Here 's luck for the big Jamboree, and 
not least to the Indians and Japs I 

Be lungs like bellows 

And outstretched hands 

To all good fellows 

Prom far-off lands, 

For youth is the time for friendship, and 
youth for a moment stands 

In one great rally 

And vast parade, 

Exceedingly pally ; 

A moment stayed. 

The whole world drinks to. the whole 
world in bumpers of gingerade ! 

Swimmers and rowers 
' And ti-ers of string 

And woodcraft-knowers 

And everything, 

From the players of ukuleles to the ones 
that can only sing ; 

Scoured be the dishes • 

• And lit the fires ; 

Hera ’s all good wishes 

That each desires ; ! 

Eound the wood-smoke, unending, , 
tumultuous be the choirs ! 

Travellers and trampers 

From far and near, 

Hikers and campers 

With heart sincere. 

Coming to England, to England in the 
full green leaf of the year ! 

Evoe. 

“Socialist Alarm m Commons. 

. , . The quick eye of Mr. Churchill scented 
a chance of stirring things up.” 

, ' ^ , Abe^'d^en Paper, 

The House soon heard a taste of his 
eloquence. 






OUR EXPENSIVE DAUGHTERS. 

‘M ’VE CaMPLETELY FAIiLEN FOR YOUR FATHER. SUCH A NICE FIGURE, AND I ADORE HIS GREY HAIR.” 
. ^SO GLAD, DARLING. THE HAIR IS MY DOING.” 


THE CLOTHING QUESTION AGAIN. 

I READ in my newspaper : — 

“The idea,” said Mr. C. M, Kohan, 
General Secretary of the New Health 
Society, “is to^ find for our clothing 
a fabric which is easily penetrated by 
ultra-violet rays and which also pre- 
serves a constant temperature around 
the body. Some years ago Mr, Howard 
Priestman, of Leeds, conducted re- 
searches, and, after carrying out what 
is known as the jacketed copper cylinder 
test, he came to the conclusion that we 
would be warmer without clothing.” 

And yet some people say it is a dull 
world. Impossible, when there are 
peopld^-who can think of garments in 
terms of 'physical chemistry and the 
spectrosccme/^S^o will chat with you 
about the tempehrfiOTe of your ties, who 
will doubtless even you the correct 
number of vitamins fo?your spats. 

^ Well, well, something hew is being 
discovered every minute. It seems like 
only the other day that a Health Expert, 
by The Daily Dole, discovered 
®^TOv^^Modern scientific research,” 


wi'ote Doctor Dulger on the magazine 
page (“ Hygienic Homes,” By a Special- 
ist), “ has proved to-day that the sun is 
the source of all health. Experiments 
undertaken with a number of lesser tree- 
shrews show that those specimens 
which had free access to the sun lived 
longer than those which were shut up 
in iron boxes away from the life-giving 
rays. . . . The beams from the sun 
are, as you all know, composed. . . .” 
And then he got away among the ultra- 
violets and infra-reds and I was unable 
to follow him till he emerged with the 
statement that one shoiild keep in the 
sun as much as possible and only live 
in buildings with wails specially con- 
structed to let the more valuable parts 
of a sun-ray through into the drawing- 
room, dining-room and even kitchen. 

Now here is Mr. C. M. Kohan com- 
plaining that it is no good having a sun- 
ray, however big, in the drawing-room 
if it can't get past your lounge-suit, 
and he is looking for a clothing fabric 
which will get over the difficulty. W ell, 
I could put him on a good line. I still 
have a waterproof, provided by an army 
contractor in 1915, which must be made 


I of just the stuff he's after. The light- 
est rain penetrated it so easily that I 
feel certain it would not prove an 
obstacle to a little thing like an ultra- 
violet ray. Further, it fulfils his second 
demand, for whenever I wore it in the 
trenches the temperature around my 
I body was quite constant. Constant at 
1 32 degrees Fahrenheit, it seemed to me. 
It may have been 33 degrees ; my mem- 
ory is not what it was. 

It let the wind through successfully 
too, and I am sure that would please 
Mr. Kohan. “The free circulation of 
healthy air over the skin,” I expect he 
would call it, though in my opinion for 
I free circulation of air there is nothing 
I to beat, my evening dress-shirts. He 
I can have them too if he likes. I assure 
I him I have only to lean forward atten- 
tively towards my hostess for my shirt- 
front, bulging like a pouter-pigeon, to 
i create a powerful vacuum behind it and 
■ suck in the healthy outer air through 
every inlet. Indeed, small articles on 
the dinner-table, such as olives, bread 
and even salt-spoons, have been known 
I to disappear up my sleeves in the sudden 
' inrush of wind through my cuffs. I have 
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to straighten up and throw a chest 
pretty quickly, I can tell you, in order 
to expel them before they are a total 
loss for the evening. Anyway, though 
probably very hygienic, I find it rather 
embarrassing, particularly if it is salt- 
spoons. Olives don't matter so much. 
Yes, Mr. Kohan or anyone can have my 
dress -shirts. 

Of course I admit I may be biassed 
about dress-shirts. I have never con- 
cealed my antipathy to our present 
form of uncomfortable evening wear. 
To assume in August a carapace of 
indomitable starched linen and a collar 
specially case-hardened and saw-toothed 
by the laundry, seems to me the height 
of folly. I share the view (if I follow 
him) of Mr. Howard Peiestman, men- 
tioned above, and feel that I should 
be far more comfortable in a jacketed 
copper cylinder. In winter, after an 
hour's wearing of such chilly unsym- 
pathetic armour-plate, with its tendency 
to unexpected internal hurricanes, I can 
even believe him when he says we 
should be warmer without any clothing i 
at all. 

After all, he has conducted re- 
searches,” and I haven’t had the courage 
yet. That must have been fun for him — 
assuming of course that his resultant 
access of warmth was not due to the 
heating arrangements of a police-station | 
cell. But it was lucky for his researches 
that he wasn’t a lady-competitor at | 
Wimbledon or he might have felt him- j 
self bound to spoil his ensemble of I 
warm nudity by putting on stockings. 
... A. A. 

A QUICK-CHANGE RECORD. 

. [An African witch-doctor is reported to have 
given a dumb man a powder of crushed gramo- 
phone-record in order to make him speak.] 

Signor Tenore di Eobusto 

Sang operatic airs so sweetly, 

With such bravura, verve and gusto, 

‘ He gained his hearers’ hearts com- 
pletely. 

He hated Jazz ; a saxophone , 

Would make him simply squirm and 
groan. 

One fateful day our poor Tenore, 

Plunged in a most resounding aria, 
Loudly requesting death or glory, 

Was smitten with acute malaria. 
When he got better — this is rum — 
They found he was completely dumb. 

The doctors came, saw and were 
puzzled. 

Yet on the symptoms all agreed ; 
***Tis clear,” said they, ^^his voice is 
muzzled ; 

We must contrive to get it freed. 

But how to do it ? That ’s the ques- 
tion. 

Gan no one offer a suggestion ? ” 


One doctor, quite extremely youthful, 
In fact the greenest kind of goose, 

Eemarked, I 've heard a single toothful 
Of powdered record oft will loose 

A patient’s tongue. It sounds queer 
diet, 

I know ; but anyhow let 's try it.” 

And did the rest this fatuous Doc. shun ? 
No, straight they ground a record 
down; 

The patient eyed the vile concoction 
But swallowed it with many a frowm ; 

None noticed, all were so enthused, 

A jazz-hand record had been used I 

jJ. jJ* sjc ^5 

Tenore's voice returned unbated, 

But 'neath that fatal record’s sway 

Tenore's mind, jazz-soaked and sated, 
Collapsed ; since then he chants all 
day 

(Poor chap, he 's past all curing now), 
My Cutie's sure some doggone Wow.” 


An Impending Apology. 

‘‘ The Drought. 

Water Inspectors’ Patrol. 

Farmers’ Fear for Milk Supplies.” 

Headlines in Daily Pajier* 

Venice Goes Dry, 

“ What finer example of simple sentiment 
can be found than the letter of a young girl, 
spending a few weeks in Venice, to her mother? 

‘ Dear Mother,’ she wrote, ‘ I spent the night 
on the Grand Canal, drinking it all in. I never 
realised that life could be so full 1 ’ ” 

Daily Paj>er. 

‘‘Hose Ban Not General.” 

Paper, 

This will be a comfort to both the 
stocking-makers and the Wimbledon 
authorities. 


“ Omnibus signs are gathering in the coal 
industry that indicate the possibility of serious 
industrial trouble there .” — Local Paper, 

These General Omnibuses ai'e so red. 
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TUP riMivPRQiTV ro^iTilMP step was to make the new garment 

THE UNIVERSITY COSTUME, fashionable ; and it was cnnmag, from 

SoMEWHEEE in England there must be this point of view, to drag in the Uni- 
a man who chuckles and chuckles and versities. Did the costume really have 
from time to time bursts into loud an academic origin? Was it imposed 
laughter in the privacy of his home. I as a matter of discipline by the head of 
refer to the tailor, manufacturer, haber- some Cambridge college ? Did the dons 
dasher or hosier who first invented decline to bathe unless they had this 
the modern male bathing-suit or “Uni- spacious covering? Or was it the wanton 
versity Costume.” whim of the smart set at Oxford ? I do 

In my distant boyhood this garment, not know, 
so far as I know, did not exist. At any At any rate the name caught on. (I 
rate I never saw it. My father took us remember dimly wishing that I was 
every summer holidays to a different grown-up enough to have one of these 
“watering-place,” as people strangely University Costumes.) But to make the 
and erroneously call the Worthings and thing fashionable was not enough, and 
Lowestofts and Bognors ““ 
of this island. Our family 
visited them all in turn, 
and at all of them we 
bathed. We herded in 

bathing-machines or ^ 

leapt off the pier or hid ^ 

behind rocks ; but always 

we wore clammy gar- - I 

ments round our middles, • ^ 

simply but sufficiently ’ X. J 

described -as bathing- ^ 

drawerSj_and coloured, as ' ^ 

a rule, red. So did my v/ 

father, and so did all the / ‘ ^ I % 

male ^immers, adult or 

would 'never, 1 am sure, / 

have consented to wear 
what is called a “Uni- 

versity Costume.” But . MS 

no man wrote letters to ^ ^ 

the papers about him and ^ 

no Urban District Coun- ' 

cU inspector ordered him f ^ 

Times change. I can- /'*\ g ' 1 
not remember exactly \ \ j ^ ^ ^ 

when the new wear came \ r - '' 

in, but I remember how // 

the expression began to 

creep into conversation Self-respecting Caddie. “ Even if you z>o keep topfin 
and on to the music-hall no reason why you should snap iir >ead off.” 

stage. If I remember right (it is all so might even be fatal. So the chuckling 
dim), it was rather a joke at first. One fellow took his next step. He went 
spoke of the “ University Costume ” as about whispering in the ears of school- 
I lately one spoke about “Oxford trousers,” masters and old ladies and Urban Dis- 
It was a new fashion, slightly derided trict Councillors that the upper part of 
yet slightly envied by those who had the male body was a disgusting or, in 
not the courage or the cash to adopt the alternative, a dangerously alluring 
i^it. The first man who appeared in it spectacle (to this day I have never 
MSI a bathing-beach was regarded as discovered which is the official view) 
raSher over-dressed. Times change. and that here, with these new garments! 

And meanwhile the chuckling gentle- was a golden opportunity to conceal 

chuckling the horrid thing. This teaching gradu- 
atiW argued reason- ally prevailed, and now, as we all know, 

garments has become a national doctrine. The 

mX it m plumber may not 

,^emed on| W o^ter the ocean without a University 

*^^s at least should o'F pubhcbathsa young 

[mams accused of immodesty if a button 




Self-respecting Caddie. “ Even if you do keep topfin 

IT ’S NO REASON WHY YOU SHOULD SNAP MY ’EAD OFF.” 


breaks and he exposes a whole shoulder, 
A number of male bathers, instead of 
presenting a cheerful picture of red and 
white in the water, look like a lot of 
wet horses or piebald seals; and in 
actual weight of material we men wear 
much more in the sea than many young 
%vomen do on land. ° 

Times change. Our manufacturers 
must live, and it seems to me perfectly 
natural and proper that we should be 
compelled in this roundabout, fashion to 
wear long black funereal things instead 
of the jolly little red things of twenty 
years ago. But don't let us pretend 
that we are being more moral or de- 
cent ; for if we do that 
the chuckling man will 
be at us again. He will 
invent some new kind 
of bathing-sock or sea- 
gaiter, and the next thing 
will be that the naked 
foot is indecent. Indeed, 

X wben you come to think 
of it, there are few more 
. unpleasant objects than 

\ the foot of the average 

^ male bather. The toes 

are curled up in curious 
f ^ knots, the nails are not 

so well cared for as they 
should be, and — ^liushl 
— there are corns. Yet 
at the moment he is 
allowed to expose this 
> hideous object with im- 
punity, as his father was 
allowed to expose his 
' chest, A day will come, 

/ I feel, when he will not 

be permitted to enter 
the water without the 
College Swum -sock, and 
; adult paddling wilf be 
prohibited. 

This will be reasonable 
and logical. For my part 
YOUR BALL j rather look 

my poor friend 

Poker’s chest than upon his foot or 
his — hush again 1 — legs. His legs are 
exceedingly hairy, but his chest, in- 
consistently, is not. And if you ask 
me, as you probably will, and rather 
indi^antly, “ Where then do you draw 
the line ? You can’t have the citizens 
flaunting their bodies all over the 
place,” I reply that personally^ I 
draw the line at exceedingly hairy 
chests. I dislike these. I think that 
my friend Mortimer’s chest, for ex- 
ample, should always be concealed 
from the public eye. And probably it 
would be better if Poker’s legs were 
decently draped while he hobbles into 
the water. And I do not think that 
Poker should flaunt that very queer 
foot he has. But then, who am I? 
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THE SALES EPIDEMIC. 

OuE Hairdresser falls into line. 


Many pedgle, I believe, are delighted 
by a lot of hair; many people (at pre- 
sent) see nothing obscene about Poker’s 
feet. No doubt that will come. Mean- 
while the best thing would be to leave 
these matters to the individual con- 
sciences or tastes of Poker and Morti- 
mer and the rest of us. What I do 
not see is, where the Urban District 
Council comes in ? Also I do not see 
why, if Poker may not expose his in- 
offensive chest in summertime on the 
seashore, all these women are permitted 
to expose their chests all the year round 
in the streets, to say nothing of their 
backs in the ball-room. 

Also, and lastly, I see a good many 
naked faces about me which might well 
be covered up for the publif good ; and 
I commend the notion to my chuckling 
friend. Let him have a look at the 
Ui'ban District Council at on-Sea. 

A.P.H. 

Mr. Punch*s Spot-Lights on History. 

Dead Israelites slept with their 
fathers,” but the Egyptians with their 
mummies. 


FANCY. 

“ Quickly break her prison-string 
And such joys as these she U1 bring.” 

Keats. 

When London is hotter 
Than ever you ’d think — 
Behold my pink blotter, 

My pen and my ink — 

Sweet Eancy ” they’d fetter 
With houses and streets, 

But loose I will let her, 

‘ x\s though I were Keats. 

Then down goes her carpet 
Of magical art, 

And, “Look,” she says, “sharp! it 
Is going to start ” 

(She swings the propeller) 

“ To— where would you wish ? ” 
“ Oh, thank you,” I tell her, 

“ Let ’s both catch a fish.” 

“ So brilliant a derring,” 

Says she, “I can’t match ; 

But salmon, red-herring, 

Come, what shall we catch ? 
In Lowlands ? In Highlands ? 
Says I, “ Let us out 


North-west to the Islands — 

I choose a sea- trout. 

Where airs of Atlantic 
Are salt on the lips 
He fights something frantic, 

He nms and he rips ; 

Then, all in a bumping — 

A heart-beat that knocks — 

He jumps with the jumping 
Of Jack-in-the-Box.” 

“Be lines slack or tauter,” 

Cries Eancy again, 

“ I ’ll give you grey water 
In rags of grey rain, 

Where kittewakes cock it 
And mew like a cat, 

With lunch in your pocket 
And flies in your bat. . . 

Oh, don’t she know mealy ? 

Hang houses and streets ! 

She ’s brought me (precisely 
As though I were Keats) 

A sea-trout — what antic 1 
-A gull that down dips, 

And always Atlantic , 

Eor salt on my lips. 
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THE FOURTH MRS. FIRTH, 

A Spaekling Comedy. 
{Witha 2 )ologies to Mr, ST,Jos:NEEriNB,) 
Act I. 

Scene — A drawing-room in the Say- 
market Theatre, described in the 'pro- 
gramme as a flat in Knightsbridge, 
It is one of those vast and extremely 
expensive apartments luhich could not 
possibly cost less than fifteen thousand 
a year to run. There are a lot of 
delphiniums about to let you know the 
kind of play you are in for. Incredibly, 
the room has only 07te door. When the 
curtain rises a yoimg man in plus- 
fours is lying on the luxwious sofa 
with his feet tip reading The Skatler ** 
perfunctorily. A pa7'‘lourinaid dressed 
in rose-coloured chiffon annotmees 
Mr. Firth. 

Enter David Firth. 

Vivian, Why, if it isn’t my disrepu- 
table male parent ! 

David, Hoots, toots, ye impairtinent 
bairn ! 

Vivian, Ob, father, I ’m awfully glad 
you’ve come. I don’t like you very 
much, but I-’ve been reading this Skatler 
for the last twenty-five years, ever since 
I went on the stage, so to speak, and. you 
can’t imagine how boriug it gets. Now 
do sit down while I tell the audience 
who you are. 

David, Havers 1 

Vivian .{speaking very slotvly and dis- 
tinctly). You are my father, and you 
have divorced my mother three times 
and remarried her twice. You are now 
married to another woman, but I expect 
you ’ll be marrying Mother again before 
long. I must say I think it ’s very shock- 
ing for a husband to call on his divorced 
wife. It ’s so conventional, especially in 
the theatre. You’ve no idea of the 
number of bright remarks that I can 
make on that subject. 

[He p>7vceeds to do so, 
David {after the seventh). Hold your 
whisht, man. Surely that ’s enough. 

Vivian, I think there ’s still a rather 
dull old lady at the back of the dress- 
circle who isn’t quite sureof the situation. 
Just once more. I’ll be sentimental 
about it this time. Do you realise 
the shame and the ignominy through 
which you dragged my poor mother ? 
Do you know that the little boys in my 
kindergarten used to call me ** Decree 
Nisi ” ? Boys at kindergartens always 
read the divorce reports. They study 
the Cause ListinT/ie haw Times every 
week. You don*t know the shame that 
I endured. 

Enter 3usan IMk 

H Susan {blight mid Why, 

jovx being faerel I gee fc 

more of you when we ’re divorced than 
when we ’re married. 

David, Eh, lassiekin, ye always had 
a grand sense of humour. I want to 
speak to ye verra seriously. 

Susan, Do you want to marry me 
again, David ? 

Vivian, Mother, don’t give away the 
plot ! 

David, Topsy, that ’s ma preesenb 
wife, wants to divorce me. I want ye 
to help me cook her goose for her and 
put a stop to it. 

Susan, Do you think I ’m quite the 
right person for you to come to ? 

Vivian, Well, you certainly ought to 
know^ how father behaves in the Divorce 
Court, mother, if anyone does. 

Susan. David’s sweet in the Divorce 
Court. So solemn and important. 

David, Will the pair of ye kindly stop 
making Smairt Aleck remarks about 
me? 

Susan. Oh, no, dear, we can’t pos- 
sibly. This is a light comedy. Now, 
of course it’s perfectly obvious that 
you and I are going to get married again 
at the last curtain, but that won’t be 
until eleven o’clock, so you ’d better go 
home and wait. Meanwhile I’ll do 
what I can for you. See you in the 
next Act. Don’t forget to wipe your 
feet on the mat as you go out. 

David, Ye ’re a grand woman , Susan. 
I can’t think why I ever divorced ye. 

Susan, It ’s a little late in the day to 
tell me that, David. 

David. Aw ! Go to hell 1 

[Me goes out. 

Susan, I think your father ’s in love 
with me again. 

Vivian. I can’t imagine what you see 
in him, mother ; I think he ’s the most 
crashing bore, 

Susan. Yes, dear, I -know. I don’t 
know what I see in him either. But 
he ’s a very clever man. You know he ’s 
an awfully good playwright. 

Vivian, But he hasn’t any sense of 
humour. 

Susan, No, dear. That’s why he 
writes such good comedy. He does it 
with a sliding scale and a book of loga- 
rithms that he invented. It ’s used in 
all the best theatres. Now, dear, go 
and change into that nice grey suit you 
wear in the next Act, and I ’ll tell Gladys 
to move the delphiniums just to show 
that a week elapses. 

Vivian. Mother, you are a clever 
woman. 

Susan. I know, dear. I learnt it all 
from your father. 

CUETAIN. 

Act II. ' 

Scene — The same. Different floioers, 

Vivian and Susan are discovered in 

earnest conclave. 

Vivian. Mother, I do think Father 
ought to be told that his wife ’s getting 
herself talked about. 

Susan, Darling, what a peculiar ex- 
pression ! 

Vivian. Yes. Old Pineeo taught it 
me when I was at school. I think 
she ’s getting herself compromised. 
You see, she was seen to go into that 
French dancer’s flat after seven o’clock 
the other evening. I do think Father 
ought to know. 

Susan, No, dear. You leave this to 
me. I ’m a very managing woman and 

I think I can get a good Act out of it. 

[The maid annotmees The present 
Mrs, Firth.** Enter Topsj. She 
is a had woman. She to ears 
black satin and pearls. 

Vivian {to Topsy), She-devil ! 

[Me goes out. 

Topsy. I don’t think you ought to 
let your son speak to me like that, 

Susan, Why not? You are a she- 
devil, aren’t you ? 

Topsy. If you ’re going to insult me 

I ’ll sit here and listen to you. 

Susan, You ’re a selfish, heartless, mer- 
cenary, abandoned creature. ^ * Woman” ’s 
too good a name for such as you. You 
think because you ’re young and pretty 
that it doesn't matter. But you wait. 
Wait until your beauty’s gone; when 
your rose-petal skin begins to fade ; 
your eye to lose its lustre ; your figure 
its supple play. Then, ah, then the world 
will know what a hollow sham you are. 
Hollow 1 Hollow ! Hollow 1 

Topsy, How beautifully you recite ! 

Susan, How dare you ? Vivian and 

I are the only people who are allowed 
to be pert in this play. You shameless 
baggage! And when I say baggage ” I 
mean baggage.” 

Topsy, Well, no one has to pay ex- 
cess on my weight. 

Susan, And yet {with a sob in her 
voice) i and yet I am unwilling to believe 
that you are all bad. There must be 
some good in you somewhere. There 
is in everyone, especially at the St. 
James’s, I mean the Haymarket. You 
love this French dancer. I kno'W you 
do. You went to his rooms at a quar- 
ter-past-seven. That means you love 
him. It means that you would wil- 
lingly beg your bread from door to door 
for his sake. No woman compromises 
herself for a man unless she loves him. 

Topsy, It ’s a lie ! I never went to 
Fa"an 9 ois’ rooms. 

Susan, Did I say his name was 
Fran9oi3? No, You did. You’ve 
given yourself away, my girl. You ’ve 
fallen into my trap. You thought I 
was a fool. But I’m a very clever 
woman really. 

Topsy {breaking down). Oh, it ’s true, 
it ’s true. Oh, I ’m so ashamed I 




Susan, Poor child, I pity you ; from 
the bottom of my heart I pity you. 
However I 'm not going to spare you. 
David shall divorce you and you shall 
marry Pran§ois. 

Topsy. He ’s married already. 

Sttsan (taken aback), I never thought 
of that. Never mind; 111 tell you 
what you 11 do. You 're going to ring 
up the first man you know and tell him 
that he *s got to compromise you. You 
probably know a large selection who 
will be more than willing. If you don’t I 
shall publish this story to the world and 
then yourreputation will be ruined. Now, 
come on ; who would you like to ring up ? 

Topsy, Well, I think it had better be 


Lord Nitwit. He ’s the richest man I 
know. 

Susan (going to the telephone). May- 
fair 0000, please. 

Topsy, How do youknow his number ? 

Susan, I haven’t the slightest idea. 
Hello, is that Lord Nitwit? Would 
you mind compromising Mrs. Firth for 
me? Oh, that is charming of you! 
Yes, she can manage this evening. 
Thank you so much. 1 11 tell her to 
come to your flat straightaway. Good- 
bye. (To Topsy) Now run along and get 
compromised. You might ring up the 
detective agency on the way and tell 
them to have a man outside. Good-bye. 
I don’t suppose we shall meet again. 


[Topsy goes out, colliding icith 
David, toho comes in, 

David, Whit wey are ye fashing 
yersel’ wi’ yon ootsie-pootsie bit lassie ? 
Or in plain English what the hell’s 
Topsy doing here ? 

Susan, You wait until the next Act 

CUETAIK. 

Act III. 

Scene — The same. Six months have 
passed and the sofa is on the other 
side of the room, Yivian is still 
reading “ The Skatl&)\'' 

Vivian, These photographs are 
ting a little stale. 
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Enter Sumn. ' 

Susan. Your father got his divorce, 
dear. 

Vivian. I suppose you 'll be marry- 
ing him quite soon ? 

Susan {coyly). Nobody axed me, Sir, 
she said. 

Vivian. Mother, I do love you when 
you 're arch. 

Susan. 1 rather love myself, darling. 

Vivian. You are going to marry 
Father? 

Susan. Yes, dear. I think husband 
; and wife ought to be married. {Looks at 
her wrist-watch) But there 's still forty 
: minutes to go. 

Vivian. Well, I’m not wanted any 
more. I think I ’ll go and take off my 
make-up. 

[ [He goes out. Susaii turns on the 
1 , wireless until David comes in, 

Sman {loinsomely). Oh, David, this 
is a surprise ! What can you want 
here? 

David, Fine ye ken what I want. 
Will ye hav^ me, Su$an ? 

Susan. Are you proposing to me ? Oh, 
Dav’d, this is so Tx ^ 

David. Woman, dimaa-feiether. 

Stcsan. Oh, but I You see, 

4JDavid, you and I and everymie else 
r55^«^^at I 'm going to roarry^ 


but you’ve got to have a last Act 
somehow, so I think, if you don’t 
mind, I’d better pretend to be coy 
and bashful and maidenly for the next 
twenty minutes. No, David, I will not 
marry you. 

David. Ye've been reading Barbie 
again, woman. Well, two can play at 
that game. I 'd be a good match for 
ye. I’m a desirable catch. Ye're no 
chicken yerself. Ye won’t find an- 
other body willing to marry an old 
woman. Awweel, it 's sorry ye ’ll be the 
day ye see me riding by in my coach- 
and-six and you what might have been 
a baronet’s lady, if ye'd only had the 
mind. Will ye marry me, Susan ? 

Susan. No, David, I will not. 

David. Awweel, have it yer own way. 
I 'm no the man to ask ye twice, not for 
the fourth time. I 'm a strong character, 
Susan, and I ’ll truckle to no one. Guid 
riddance tae ye, and I hope ye’ll be 
sorry one day. 

Susan {in agony). You're not going, 
David ? 

David, I am that. 

Susan. I’m sure the clock's slow. 
Won’t you askme again, David ? Very 
slowly and deliberately. 

, David. What 's the use ? Ye winna 
have me. 


Susan. Oh, you great, big, blind baby ! 
I 'd like you to ask me again, David, just 
as a lasb favour to me. 

David. Ochone, I mean och ay, if 
it'll gratify ye. For the third time, 
Susan 

Susan {with an eye on the clock). The 
seventh, David You ’ve lost count. 

David. Will ye marry me, Susan ? 

[Tk^ clock strikes eleven. 

Susan, Thank God ! Yes, David, I ’ll 


marry you. 

David. 1 always knew ye meant to. 
Susan. What I love about you, David, 
is that you ’re so clever. 

Curtain. 


AN UNTIDY CLEARANCE. 


Bank-holiday had been warm and 
sunny, a perfect day for picnicing, and 
early on, the following morning the 
Oldest Inhabitant surveyed with satis- 
faction a large new notice-board planted 
on the edge of the common where the 
cars of the Londoners pull up on the 
crest of the rise. 

“ Nothing like a forty-shilling fine,” 
he chuckled, making folk clean up 
their trash after feeding. Act of Par- 
liament can’t do it. Beckon no one 
could tell this morning that thisyer 
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common was a restaurong for half Lon- 
don yesterday. Not a scrap of paper 
to be seen. All put away ever so 
neat.;’ 

His back was scarcely turned when 
a spherical, white, crackling object 
emerged from the slope of a bank 
riddled with rabbit -holes and rolled 
into the ditch. The face of a very 
angry rabfcit followed the ball, then the 
rest of the animal. At the same mo- 
ment the turf at the edge of the bank 
heaved and a mole pushed his head and 
shoulders into the fresh air. He rested, 
panting, on his elbows. 

‘‘ Hornin’, ” said the mole; “ and how, 
might I ask, have you slept? No, 
well discuss my nose later, if you 
please; What I want to know is-^ — ” 
It ’s really scandalous,” interrupted 
the rabbit. IJp to last Bank-holiday 
they ‘were reasonably tidy ; spread their 
nasty paper -and broken bottles and 
sharp bits of tin well out in the open, 
where we could see and avoid them. 
The deuce knows what’s come over them 
now-a-daiys. Poked my nose out of my 
bedroom door this morning straight 
into a sticky cheese-wrapper. The wife 
woke with a' bad- headache ; says the 
smell of the cheese gave it ber. And 
my youngest has just been sick' on the 
landing. He found half a sausage in 
the very door of the night-nursery and 
ate nearly all of it. Well, boys will be 
boys, but it was such a had sausage! 
My front entrance was positively 
blocked with rubbish, mostly paper 
plates and hand- wipers, right up to the 
loot of the stairs. I ’ve been the best 
part of an hour digging my way out, 
and fresh air is so important for the 

children. The doctors say But, 

talking of doctors, what have you done 
to your nose and wrist ? ” 

The mole heaved up a shovel hand 
swathed in an enormous bandage. 
(Moles’ hands grow straight out of their 
shoulders and they have no wrists, but 
it always pleases them if people pretend 
they have.) He waved the wounded 
limb indignantly. 

‘‘You know my run, between the 
loosestrife and the white stone the 
thrushes crack their snails on? My 
private run, as everybody knows ; and 
I’ve made it a one-way road, so of 
course I go full bat along it every morn- 
ing when I take my constitutional. 
Gad ! if I hadn’t kept my eyes open 
I ’d have been a stretcher case. Some 
malignant ass had stuffed the pieces 
of a broken tumbler into a paper 
mug and rammed the whole caboodle 
into my run. Eeally, some people 
oughtn’t to be allowed loose on the 
commons ! 

The rabbit smiled inwardly. Moles’ 
eyes, indeed ! But he kept a grave face. 
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Very Young A^^rmtice. “They tell me, Quabtermaster, that we’re load- 
ing A steel cargo here. What does that mean?’' 

Quartemiaster. “Well, girders, railway lines, bits o’ bridges and— er— 
curling-tongs.” 


“I’m afraid,” he said, “your nose is 
badly damaged.” 

“ Hanging by a thread,” snuffled the 
other. “ But the point is, this has got 
to stop. Their noisy aeroplanes are 
poisoning the air, so the swallows say, 
and now our houses are being turned 
into rubbish-bins, let alone the danger 
to short-sighted runabouts like myself. 
Strikes me we’d both better take to 
the sea. I ’d be all right, one way and 
another. I ’m not unlike a seal.” 

“ If you ’d been reading the papers,” 
said the rabbit, “you’d have known 
the sea’s all covered with dirty oil 


from their motor-boats. A gull came 
over yesterday, bound for the reservoirs. 
Told me he ’d done with salt water for 
good and all” 

The mole groaned. “ What are we to 
do?” 

“Write to Mr. Punch about it,” said 
the rabbit, 

‘*Lo>t. Leather wallet, containing one £o 
not and four Jai Nobet.” 

AdveHisement in Natal Papen 
We cannot remember having seem^ 
notet, but our wallet usuallyjj^ilSJa^s 
a £5 not. 
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again. What actually happened was contracted psycho-analysis and resolved 
MORE DOUBT AMONG THE DOCTORS, j^hat she brooded until she caught to eat them. In this instance both 
The British Medical Association, pyscho- analysis, and became proud of Swedish exercises ai^ bran prcwed un- 
meeting last week at Manchester, has it, and believed that she had a Medea- availing, and the children had to be 
discussed psycho-analysis and decided complex, which was due to biting her removed and placed under thecare of a 
to do nothing about it. So like the finger-nails when a child, and proved governess. The mother w’^as sent for a 
British Medical Association. A disease conclusively by the fact that whenever voyage round the world, and, believing 
of comparatively modern origin, whose she ate lobster she dreamed about that it was only her subconscious self 
ravages are only comparable with those buffaloes. ^ doing so,pern^ted her real ego 

of influenza or pink-eye, is brought to This made poor A practically impos- to jump overboard at ±la\vaii, where it 
their notice, and they suggest no safe sible to know. She became a nuisance was rapidly devoured by ^axks. 
remedial treatment, still less a per- to her relatives, and no one would ask Again, a man named (or it 
manent cure. Yet all over Great Britain her out to dine. Her case was rendered have been G) had a lurking riotion that 
men and women are being struck down more serious by the fact that I have he was his own niece, which did him no 
by psycho-analysis day after day. completely bow'dlerised it in order to great harm until he caught psycho- 
We had a case in our road only last have a chance of putting it into print, analysis, and was able to explam to 
year. A young girl, whom I shall call She had never been annoying to her everybody that it was due to being 
A, was in love with a young man, whom neighbours until she caught psycho- frightened in his cradle by a fringe of jet 
I shall call B. Unfortunately B was analysis. It soon became chronic and bugles worn by an aunt. Nobody wished 
in love with another girl called C. It threatened to undermine her whole to hear about these bugles, and this 
was not really her name. It never is character and physique. man, named G (or it ^^Y have been F), 

incasesofpyscho-analysis. But it will Fortunately she was recommended was ostracised by the best society m 

ao. (and only just in time) to eat china- P (or possibly Q ^), where he 

A was filled with the very natural if clay and take up Channel-swimming, had a small residential villa (which I 

unholy desire of putting arsenic in C’s and subsequently, being rescued by a will call K ) with a pergola in front. 

soup or throwing vitriol in C’s face longshoreman about half-a-mile from Here his ego might be heard at almost 
when she met her in the street. As C Dover, married a clerk in the Treasury any time of the day talking to his id, 
had been artificially sunburned as well (whom I will call O) and is now doing He was never asked out to tennis and 
as perpetually waved, I cannot myself well. found it impossible to borrow a lawn- 

feel that A was much to be blamed for; Many cases, however, are far more mower, so that he sank at last into a 
her wish, and a little stern reasoning' obdurate. I heard recently of a mother nervous decline. ^ ^ ^ 

on the unpleasantness of being hanged who had long been obsessed with the ^ I could multiply instances indefi- 
would probably have put her all right ! idea that her children were not her own, nitely, or at any rate until I get to the 
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end of the alphabet, but enough has 
been said to show that psycho-analysis 
is a scourge of civilisation very like some 
of the nastier plagues of Egypt. It has 
infested the minds of novelists and 
painters, and passed into journalism, so 
that one reads — 

Bates was caught at the wicket, and 
Binks, suffering from the same inferi- 
ority complex, attempted a similar stroke 
off the next ball and was bowled.” 

There is not the slightest reason to 
suppose that Binks suffered from any 
inferiority complex at all, and twenty 
years ago the journalist would have 
written — 

“Binks made a thoroughly rotten 
shot and was bowled.” 

Or even, to spare his feelings, said 
nothing about Binks at all. The truth 
is that the writer is sickening for psycho- 
analysis himself, or maybe has a mild 
touch of it, and supposes that the same 
thing must be true of the unfortunate 
Binks, who probably had too much beer 
for lunch and was unable for the 
moment to distinguish between the 
actual ego of the ball and its outlying 
and circumambient eggoids. 

When psycho-analysis breaks out 
badly in fiction or painting it is often, 1 
notice, removed by the police and de- 
stroyed, and this alone indicates that 
the medical profession ought to have 
discovered some antidote for it. Quite 
possibly it can be taken out like ade- 
noids, or it may be susceptible to treat- 
ment by a series of inoculations whilst 
the house and bedding are fumigated. 
I don’t pretend to be a doctor myself. 
It ’s not my job. But, when you con- 
sider how long mankind subsisted with- 
out any ' subliminal self to speak of, 
contentedly enjoying original sin, where- 
as now A and B and C and D, not to 
mention E and F, do nothing but mope 
and pine away and worry themselves 
to death with conferences or come out 
all over in scarlet spots with inhibitions, 
it is clear that the medical profession 
ought to have isolated psycho-analysis 
by this time and done it down. 

Another method would be to segTegate 
all cases of psycho-analysis in some vast 
compound or private park and refuse 
to let any of them out until they had 
acknowledged that there were no such 
things as complexes but only horrid 
thoughts and spots in front of the eyes. 
Any reference to a complex or an inhi- 
bition after that would render them 
liable to prosecution. 

I perhaps ought to have mentioned 

the case of M, a girl living at N , who, 

whilst staying for a week-end with S 
(living at T ), tore into pieces a valu- 

able edition of the works of W, and ex- 
plained it by saying that she had the 
Orpheus complex, W being nominally a 
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“When ’e was rNTEonucEU to me he' said, ‘Pleased to meet you,’ in 

SUCH A H'ELL-BRED VOICE.” 


poet — though many of the elder critics 
thought not. The Orpheus complex was 
further substantiated by the fact that at 
the age of two years old she sucked her 
thumb, and on her third birthday swal- 
lowed a penny mouth-whistle, which did 
not reappear for a week. Yes, I certainly 
ought to have mentioned M, Even now 
she walks about in sandals and cannot 
listen to a saxophone without going into 
a kind of fit. 

I feel that the British Medical Asso- 
I ciation must shoulder its responsibilities ^ 
' more seriously and combat this plague, 
even if it has to invent a new metal or ' 


plant to do so. Nearly all novels and 
poems at the present moment are 
written by sufferers from the milder 
forms of psycho-analysis and are dan- 
gerous to have abotjjb the office or in the 
home. They are carriers of the germ. 
It has strayed into school reports and 
political speeches. I have found it in 
the advertisement columns and in cata- 
logues of sales. It lies about the streets 
on dusty days. It gets into telephone 
transmikers and uncovered food. 

The Biitish Medical Association 
ought to hunt it down with microsAf<^ 
and have it boiled. ^^r^Sflcains 
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DOGGETT’S DAY. ?. 

I FEEL I cannot let the first day of 
August pass without asking alf British 
lovers of sport and parlour-games to 
toast with me, in a bumper of aquapura, 
the memory of one Thomas Dogoett, 
friend of Thames watermen and a pioneer 
of the “Brighter London” movement. 

It w'as doubtless by way of atoning 
for his misspent life as an actor and 
theatre -manager that Bogoett, on 
August 1st, 1715, founded the popular 
race for that highly decorative two- 
piece item of wearing apparel known as 
“Doggett’s Coat and Badge,” and so 
stepped into his peculiar niche in the 
Temple of Bame, Bor the honour of 
possessing this distinctive if somewhat 
limited costume a number of more or 
less jolly young watermen have since 
laboured annually to propel sculling- 

1 ,^6'ats all the way from London Bridge 
tc^Ohelsea, thereby doing themselves 
a-KfeaLgood and at the same time 
toepingJl^e the fading glory of Merry 

if the award after it 



has SeSfc- 
heated' vicl 
l^mysteries qf 

^<ve I seen 


smiling and 
of the dai'k 
only 
or 


Doggett Coat and Badge, nor have 1 
been struck by its appearance at Ascot, 
Cowes, Hampstead Heath or the Handel 
Festival. Maybe it is worn only on 
very special occasions, such as water- 
side club dinners or at ijhose secret con- 
claves when London watermen meet to 
discuss the "mysteries of their subtle 
craft. 

Possibly the Breedom of the Com- 
pany of Watermen permits the proud 
owner of the Doggett trophy to wear it 
at his wedding, or to use it as a bed- 
jacket whilst recovering from influenza ; 
but I knowVery little about the peculiar 
benefits conferred by the Breedom of the 
Cbm;^any of Watermen beyoud the fact 
that it entitles the holder to drink as 
much of the Eiver Thames as he likes 
provided the safety of shipping is not 
thereby endangered. 

I kiss my Demand for Water Bate 
in affectionate respect for the departed 
Thomas, w^ho ensured that at least a 
little old-world jollity and sport should 
linger on amidst the humdrum work-a- 
day life of London. I wish I could have 
a shot at winning his Coat and Badge. 
I should love to wear them at my 
tennis-club. 

Alas, I am one of those unfortunates 
doomed by fate to be a non-combatant 
in all the free festivals and money-for- 


nothing scrambles that take place in 
this my native land. 

Year after year the D unmow Blifcch 
passes me by. , Never once haveT been 
the recipient of Maundy Money, though 
it has ever been my ambition to push a 
handful of it across the bank-counter 
and bend my head in acknowledgment 
of the plaudits of, the assembled staff, 

' , The First of May comes and goes 
; and, : though I am called quite early 
; enough for niy liking, it is never for the 
[purpose of. accepting the high office of 
; Queen of the Mayor King of the Sweeps. 

So once again as I read, the name of 
I yet another joyous winner of,Doggett’s 
Coat and Badge I must comfort my- 
self with the reflection that, little as I 
may share in the gradually diminishing 
pageantry of olden times, the imper- 
sonation of the late Mr. Guy Bawkes is 
a r61e which, I ' have 'more than once 
been assured, I have only to demand 
and I shall obtain it. D. C. 


“Sir Ronaud Scores.” 

Headline in Jersey Pajjyer, 
We congratulate him. 

“Empire Air Links.” 

Headline in Daily Paper, 

The lighter ball seems coming into its 
own. 





PATEOLS OF PEACE. 


League op Nations. “THEY SAY I’VE GOT NO AEMY; BET WHY SHOULD 
ONE WITH THESE ALLIES?” 

[With Mr. Punch’s congratulations to the Chief Scout on the coming-of-age of the movement— uou nibcuiaLioi 

he inspired.] 


I WA^'I' 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, Jtdy 22nd, — Question-time 
in the House resulted in a sort of 
Masque of Flora and Pomona, with 
Mr. Lansbuby and Mr. Buxton in the 
title roles. It was the Minister of 
Agriculture, bearing a good deal of 
likeness to Pan, even, as some farmers 
allege, down to the cloven hoof, who 
led the revels. In tones of gong-like 
satisfaction very different from the oaten 
pipe with which he mocks the harassed 
granger, he informed the House that 
the Government had decided to remit 
the penny admission fee to Kew Gar- 
dens. If only the Pagoda would cease 
to denigrate its spiritual home by serv- 
ing the worst tea. in the world Kew 
might yet be popular. 

The First Commissioner of Works 
announced, in accents no less prideful, 
if a shade ambiguous, that he had given 
provisional permission for nursemaids 
to push perambulators in the Edin- 
burgh Botanic Gardens for three 
months. The House, envisaging a sort 
of long-distance push-as- push-can con- 
test between Scotland’s fleetest bas- 
sinette-propellers, cheered the an- 
nouncement with vigour. 

It cheered still more loudly — at least 
the Conservative section of it did— when 
Miss PiCTON - Turbeevill asked the 
Minister of Agriculture why aliens 
were working eighteen hoturs a day over 
week-ends at the Allscott works when 
there were British labourers out of 
work. Slightly alarmed by this mani- 
festation of approval from so suspicious 
a quarter the Member for the Wrekin 
hedged a bit. Would .‘the Minister re- 
alise that while it had been necessary 
to employ aliens in this factory it was 
no longer so? The Minister, looking 
rather like the man in the poem who 
knows that close behind a 
ghastly fiend doth tread, 
murmured inadequate ex- 
cuses. 

It was Colonel Howard- 
Bury who, in the form of a 
Question to the same har- 
assed Minister, revealed the 
grisly fact that the Conti- 
nental black - currant - pulp 
crop of 1928 is being sold 
in this country at three- 
halfpence a pound, where it 
is imperceptibly transform- 
ed into the 1929 jam crop. 

Mr. Buxton replied that he 
was not aware of it, bub if 
the “deleterious substance ” 
contained preservatives, as 
the Hon. Member alleged, 
it could not be legally im- 
ported. 

It being Mr. Lansbury’s 


turn again he informed Mr, Gardner 
that the Office of Works was giving due 
attention to the matter of abolishing 
Park railings wherever and whenever 
possible. This caused some nameless 
Member to inquire why it was necessary 



PAN PIPES. 

- (After the sculpture by 
Henry A. Pegbajh, A,B.A), 


Me. Noel Buxton, the Minister op 
Agriculture. 

to have these relics of feudal tyranny 
round Hyde Park. “To keep people 
out at night,” replied the First Com- 
missioner shortly. 

Unlike the other Scots Members Mr. 
Ian Macpheeson smacks of the glens 
and braes, alike in his questions and his 
speeches. What a delight, for example, 
to hear him asking the Postmaster- 


General to extend the telephone ser- 
vice to Dundonnell, Strathcannard and 
Achiltibuie ! It sounds like a line from 
some brave old Highland song — 

‘*0 wha ’s tae the muster when bonnle Mae- 
phairson 

Has summon’d the clansmen tae plunder and 
airson? 

And whence come the clannoros that soon 
they stick through ye, ‘ 

Dundonnell, Strathcannard and Achiltibuie 

(Hoots !) 

Housing Bills always produce inter- 
esting debates, and the third reading of 
the Housing (Eevision of Contributions) 
Bill produced an admirable disquisition 
from Sir T, Walters, a real authority, 
as so many Liberals are, on this subject. 
Enough to say that, if anybody con- 
cerned in the building trade can blush, 
the whole trade would have blushed to 
its boots to hear wffiat the Member for 
Penryn and Falmouth thinks about it. 
Miss Rathbonb made an interesting 
practical speech, urging, mter aim, that, 
instead of being so much per house, the 
subsidy should be so much per house- 
holder’s children— a proposal that in this 
age of stern rationalisation is likely to 
have its critics. 

Txiesday, July 23rd, — The Lords 
diluted the pleasurable business of 
hustling through the Colonial Develop- 
ment and Housing Bills, already passed 
by the^ Commons, with a still more 
congenial interlude devoted to affixing 
the tin-can of contemptuous disapproval 
to the tail of Lord Banbury’s resur- 
gent Cruelty to Dogs Bill. Lord Bus- 
sell said it was most undesirable to 
create new penal offences unless some 
very useful end was served, whereat 
Lord Banbury expressed considerable 
astonishment.” 

Following him, Lord Onslow de- 
nounced the Housing Bill as a mischie- 
vous retrograde measure, without how- 
ever notably impairing its 
Second Beading. 

In the Commons the New 
Charing Cross Bridge gave 
Mr. Morrison the oppor- 
tunity of paying a graceful 
tribute to Colonel Ashley 
(whose ears, though else- 
where, must surely have 
burned at so unaccustomed 
an experience) and others for 
their zeal. And then Mr. 
Mandeb, who, if he is not 
careful will find people inad- 
vertently slipping a “u” into 
his name, had to be assured 
by Mr. Tom Shaw that school 
cadet corps really are volun- 
tary and not a “ system of 
conscription.” i 

It was Mr. Herriotts^^^^J^ 
Durham mining ' [ 

black- avized and^i^^X 

a some- I 
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■what forbidding mien (though that followed, the Speaker reprimanding Lord Parmoor opposed the Bill cn 
effect may have been occasioned by the first one and then the other of the the general ground that an Upper 
business on which he was engaged), who offenders. Chamber is no place for an honest pro- 

pressed the Government for an an- Wednesday ^ July 24th , — It was a letarian and will not be reformed if he 
nouncement of its coal policy. It was famous Irish M.P. who complained can help it. Their Lordships, unim- I 
Mr. Graham who replied, and the reply that he could not be in two places at pressed^ by^ the thought of better and 
was obviously a very carefully-thought- once, ^Gikeabird.” Lord Darling-, not more birdlike Ministers, rejected the 
out affair. Legislation, said Mr. Graham, being Irish, envisages no such difficulty Bill. 

would be introduced in the autumn for Cabinet Ministers. Hence his Bill It was Mr, Quibbell, the mute in- 
dealing with hours of work and other to give Commoner Ministers the right glorious^ Member for Brigg, who drew 
factors.” Wild horses could not, and to sit and speak, but not to vote, in the Irom the Secretary for Foreign 
•wild mining Members did not, drag from House of Lords. ' Apfairs^ the news of Lord Lloyd’s 

the President of the Board of Some objected on the ground that resignation. Mr. Henderson did not 
Trade any amplification or quibbell. He said straight out 

qualification of this statement, — that he had sent the High Com- 

not even Mr. Mardy Jones, who missioner a telegram *‘of such 

— a little wilder than the rest a character that most people 

— angrily demanded a straight f would have accepted it as an 

answer. / invitation to terminate his posi- 

Mr. Graham also explained / tion.” He offered to debate the 

that the mine-owners would be 
compelled voluntarily to enter 
into district marketing organ- 
izations linked by a central co- 
ordinating body, * It ' remained 
for the -intrepid ‘Mr. Lambert 
to ask if this meant- that the 
price of coal would rise. That, 
replied Mr. Graham somewhat 
airily, is one of the details that 
the parties will settle among 
themselves. 

The third reading of the 
• Colonial Development Bill found 
Mr. Eemeb maintaining, and 


Mr. Eemeb maintaining, and 
Sir. Oswald Mosley refuting, 
the old orthodox theory that^ 
the more the Colonies, backed 
by the Government, went into 
the money market for loans the 
less credit would be available 
for the relief of unemployment 
at home. 

Then came Mr, Neville 
Chamberlain’s motion to an- 
nul the Orders by which the 
Government had decreed the 
supersession of the ‘‘appointed” 

; guardians at West Ham, Bed- 
welty and Chester - le - Street, 
This has always been a sore 
subject with the Socialists, but 
only a reasonable amount of voci- 


Some objected on the ground that 1 resignation. Mr. Henderson did not 

quibbell. He said straight out 
— ' II that he had sent the High Com- 

missioner a telegram “of such 
a character that most people 
j would have accepted it as an 

/ invitation to terminate his posi- 

/ tion.” He offered to debate the 

matter but declin ed to lay papers, 
and, ‘ after Sir - N. Gbattan- 
Doyle had vainly tried to move 
the Adjournment “on a matter 
of urgent national importance, 
to wit the resignation of Lloyd 
George,” the House bent its as- 
tonished ears to Mr. MacDon- 
ald’s statement of Naval policy. 

Thereafter, and having learn- 
ed that it would resume its 
labours on October 29th, the 
House proceeded to vote a trifle 
on SLCCount of the Oornaeo 
Family. Less fortunate was 
the Trotsky family, the plea 
of Colonel Wedgwood that the 
offer of an asylum to the ex- 
cellent Apfelbaum would add 
lustre to -the British name 
being countered by Mr. Thue- 
tle, who in one of his lucidest 
moments declared that Tbot- 
- SKY hated the Labour Govern- 
ment and that “his pledged word 
; would count as less than dust 
^ -V. w - balance ” if an opportu- 

nity came to do it harm. 

Thursday, July 25th , — It was 
Shipmaster (Mr. Henderson), after encour- a somewhat befogged House 
THE Prophet (Lord Lloyd) to throw himself that debated the resignation (or 

dismissal) Of the Egyptian High 
Commissioner, Lord Parmoor 



Tbr Shipmaster (Mr.- Henderson), after encour- 
aging THE Prophet (Lord Lloyd) to throw himself 
overboard, trusts that the waters will now 
CEASE from their RAGING. 


feration interrupted Mr. Chamberlain’s this would discourage Prime Ministers seeming to know even less about it 
arguments. Mr. Greenwood replied in from adopting bright young peers into all than Lord Salisbury. The Lord 
moderate terms, and it was not until their political families, but the more President besought them all^o await 
Lady Astor spoke of “'corruption ” in serious difficulty, said others, was how Mr. Arthur Henderson’s statement 
West Ham that .a certain pepperiness the thing was to work out. Would the on the following day. Then recurred 
Lbegan to make itself felt. Lady Astor Minister notify his intention of drop- the once familiar sight of Lord Bie- 
to withdraw the word “ corrup- ping in for, say, a snappy ten minutes’ kenhead “setting about” Lord Pab- 
the request either of Miss talk on the Budget, or would he await moor. It was not a very elevating per- 

or ,Mr. Lansbury. Then the receipt of a formal invitation : “The formancs but, it the need to give Lord 

w. ,jAO^^.^|gS’took up the cudgels Lords Spiritual and Temporal request Parmoor “ elementary instruction ” on 

uoble the pleasure of the company of the one point or another compels Lord 

reflected on Eight Hon. Mr. ^ , etc., etc., at an Birkenhead to abandon the City and ! 

u ndertone to informal discussion of tbe Dogs’ Bill resume politics, the public entertain- 

^6- (Thirteenth Edition) cn Thursday the ment will be well served. 

Umpteenth of October. The Lord Ban- Friday, July 26th. — Parliament ex- 
^ bury will preside. . H.S.V.P, 7 ” pired in a blaze of debate, though not, it 




ENTERTAINMENTS AT WHICH WE HAVE NEVER ASSISTED. 

The Mayoeess of Paddlinoton-on-Sea, who is a littiiE old-fashioned in hek tastes, poses in an open-air 

REPRESENTATION OF BOTTICELLI^ S “ BiRTH OF VENDS,” IN AID OP LOCAL CHARITIES. < . 


must be admitted, of glory. For well as 
Mr. Henderson acquitted himself in 
his defence of the circumstances attend- 
ing Lord Lloyd's resignation it was as 
much his fault as anybody else's that 
the Government's quite legitimate de- 
cision, to dispense with the High Com- 
missioner OF Egypt's services became 
the subject pf a. rather unedifying Par- 
liamentary squabble. Quite obviously, 
if ^Sir Austen Chamberlain had not 
been on holiday, the matter wpuld not 
have been thus ventilated by Mr. 
Churchill on grounds that possibly do 
credit to his heart but -with an unin- 
structed haste that did no credit to his 
head. 

Yet the debate was not wholly unpro- 
ductive. It disposed, of various wild 
rumours as to the Government’s inten- 
tions with regard to Egypt. As for 
Lord Lloyd, no word was said to detract 
from his great services to the State. 
Indeed it has yet to be seen whether his 
strong views on Egyptian affairs, so at 
variance with the policy of this Govern- 
ment and its predecessor, are not as 
absolutely right as theirs have proved to 
be, if not absolutely wrong, at least un- 
fruitful. 

J. L. G. Goes from Strength to Strength. 

“ The immediate danger from a continuance 
of the drought is a water shortage.” 

The Observer. 


A PLEA FOR THE PIGEON’S EGG. 

I WAS sorry to see in a London morn- 
ing newspaper recently, in the descrip- 
tion of a storm, that the hailstones were 
said to be “as lai^e as cherries,” 

I would like to know what is the 
matter with the pigeon's egg. Hitherto 
it has been the custom of the Press of 
this country to liken hailstones of un- 
usual size to pigeons’ eggs. The com- 
parison has been excellent in every way ; 
it has pleased the writer and it has 
impressed the reader. Why should the 
pigeon's egg be ousted in favour of the 
cherry ? | 

With the pigeon's egg we knew 
exactly where we were. We might never 
have seen one, even in these days of 
easy travel when for three-and-ninepence 
one may journey by motor-charabanc 
into the very heart of the countryside. 
But we all knew how big a hen’s egg is, 
and we all knew the size of the average 
hen ; so that with '^these data before 
us, aided by our familiarity with the 
dimensions of a pigeon, we had little 
difficulty in arriving at the size of a 
pigeon'segg. , , , . 

On the other hand cherries vary.m 
size, and anyhow as a unit of comparison 
are not so effective in bringing home all 
the horror of a heavy hailstorm. 

There is a personal reason .why I 


deplore the passing of the pigeon’s egg. 
Frequently, when I have read a refer- 
ence to it in the report of a storm, it 
has been my whim to put down the 
newspaper, close my eyes and picture 
to myself in the quiet of my own room 
the details of such a storm as I would 
like to assail certain people I know 
when they happen to have left their 
umbrellas at home. I then see the 
gathering clouds that darken the pro- 
spect and the flying -leaves and .dust 
propelled by the vicious gusts of wind. 
A stabbing flash of lightning comes; 
the crackle and bang of thunder begin. 
Flash and crash follow one another 
with hardly a pause; And there ensues 
a patter among the leaves, on the roofs, 
in the roadway. I smile as I hear it in 
my imagination and see the people I 
have referred to scurrying homeward 
in a vain endeavour to .avoid it — the 
patter of pigeons' eggs, mcreasing in 
intensity to a veritable downpour. 

A mere fancy, of course ; . but it has 
pleased me. It must be pigeons’ eggs, 
however. With cherries it would be a 
poor sort of day-dream. • 

*‘Bigh.t-o Tommy. Please write A. Our 
love to you, "Bamsay.” 

. Personal Column of Daily Paper. 

Ik is these little intimate touchep^ 

endear the present Govem^a^ to us 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Voices across the Sea. 

In writing about the new kind of 
films when they are serious, unassisted 
or undiluted by infusions of vaudeville, 
one has to regard them simultaneously 
from two points of view : as talkies 
and as drama. Some day, when they 
will be less seldom excellent in both 
departments, the critics’ task will be 
simplified; just now there is not only 
imperfect mechanism, but the pro- 
ducers are often not sure enough as to 
what is suitable to the speaking med- 
ium and what is not. Eor the most 
part it can be said that the Zukoe and 
Lasky production, Gentlemen of the 
Press, fits the talking screen admirably, 



DOMESTIC LIFE OF A NIGHT-EDITOR. 


Fond Father (to Daughter, after eight years). 
Daeling, the last time we met you 

WERE A SCHOOLGIEL, AND NOW YOU ’RE 
3MARRIED AND GOING TO BE A MOTHER. WELL, 

. EXCUSE ME,‘ I’m busy; but be sure to 
PHONE, IP I ’M still alive,- WHEN YOU ’RE 
A GRANDMOTHER.” 

Dorothy Snell . . . Miss Betty Lawford. 
Wicldand Snell . . Mr. Walter Huston. 

although it has the defect that too 
many of the male voices sound alike, so 
that the eye has to work harder than it 
should. My impression is that Amer- 
ican male voices are in real life apt to 
be more alike than English; but it 
would not surprise me to find an Amer- 
ican maintaining an opposite opinion. 
Let me be less dogmatic by saying that 
at any rate the Gentlemen of the New 
York Press, if this film is trustworthy 
evidence, enjoy aperplexing community 
of tones. ’ 

Eorfcnnat^, however, the principal 
' actors. Mr. W Altbr B^uston, as WicJc- 
Snell, too 'suscbptibfe night-editor ; 
-.Charles' Eugoles; as Gkarlie 
Maven, uhsi ofiGice ''soak;* a^tMr, 


Duncan Penwarden as Mr. Higg in- 
bottom, the speculator whose scheme 
for brighter mausoleums is to make at 



GENTLEMEN OF THE NEW YORK 
PRESS GANG MAKE A SCOOP. 


the, same time death less repellent and 
himself more wealthy, are all easily dis- 
tinguishable ; although ail, now and 
then, on the occasion of my visit, were 
made by a freakish instrument inordin- 
ately to boom. My conclusion after 
seeing this film was that it comes to 
this ; that authors of talkies must 
arrange for as many scenes as possible 



BY-PLAY OF A NIGHT-EDITOR (WITH 
VAAIP), 

Myra May . , Miss Katherine Francis. 


between two or three persons and avoid 
crowds. The talkie probably is for a 
series of duologues. 

In addition to the men I have named 
there is a very capable vamp in the 


person of Miss Katherine Francis, 
who gets Snell into her grip almost too 
quickly, and in whose enchantments we 
never quite believe ; with, as a foil, the 
pathetic figure of Snell's daughter, 
Dorothy, played by Miss Betty Law- 
ford, whose youthful husband is added 
by the vamp to her bag with the same un- 
convincing swiftness that overwhelmed 
his father-in-law. Synthetic methods 
are necessary when the film has to be 
compressed into a rigid time-table, but 
I should like to have seen this one 
before the scissors-man came in. 

The original play, I imagine, was 
written to lead up to the incident where 
the dying Dorothy, longing to hear her 
father’s voice again, has the telephone 
receiver pressed to her ear at the mo- 
ment that he is speaking at his office 
desk, not to her but to another. The 
opportunities offered by such a situation 
are endless and too little is made of it 



AN EXCLUSIVE COMMUNICATION 
(By Private Wire). 

Voice of his Vam^-Wife. “Have you got 
THAT gin ? ” 

here. Dorothy dies, but I can conceive 
of a case where the overheard words 
might galvanize a moribund invalid into 
life again. For the purposes, however, 
of the cynic who invented this story, 
Mr. Ward Morehouse, Dorothy's death 
is necessary; otherwise how could he 
have ended on his bitter denunciation of 
the Fourth Estate ? 

In spite of blemishes Gentlemen of the 
Press is interesting, but I hope not true 
to New York journalistic life. Whisky 
may be more highly prized than it was, 
and reporting an increasingly thirsty 
task ; yet one is reluctant to believe that 
Mr. Higgmbottom's guests would have 
flaunted such bad manners or that his 
hospitality would have led to such an 
orgy. One thing, however, is certain, 
and that is that no audience will go dis- 
satisfied away from any film that has an 
audible siphon in it. This in the talkies 
is as sure fire as the "damns” in the 
old English comedies. E. V. L. 
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Tourist “I SAY, GET ON A BIT QUICKER, WILL YOU?” 
Irish Taxi-man. It ’s the terrible road it is, Sorr. 


I NOT HAVE TUK IT BUT I KNEW YE WERE IN A HURRY,” 


MR. MAFFERTY CONSIDERS THE 
CHARM OF MURDER. 

A FINE book, is it ? ** said Mr. Maf- 
ferfcy. Well, you may call me difficult, 

Mr. Heather, but it ’s quare an* tired of 
murders I am. I never want to read 
about a dead body again. There’s' 
murders in the newspapers an’ murders 
on the stage a-n’ murders in books— has 
the whole country the Cain complex or^ 
what ? Last night I sat down to dinner 
by the side of a sweet little slip of a 
girl you ’d say would be thinkin’ of 
nothin’ but the flowers an’ the stars 
an’ the tender beauty of the world. 
An’ the first thing passed her pretty 
lips was a great poisonin’ naystery in 
the newspapers, with arsenic an’ ex- 
humations an’ the divil knows what 
besides. * You may call me dull, s'weet 
creature,’ says I, ‘ but I ’ve not read a 
word about it. You may dig up a dead 
body every day in the week, an’ it full of 
arsenic, but I ’ll not be turnin’ a hair. 
I wouldn’t wonder if we all contained 
arsenic, only they don’t dig us up, so 
it’s not noticed at all. It’s my belief 
if you dug up the poet Wordsworth 
you ’d find the man was full of the stuffi 


But it ’s all one to me.’ An’ that ’s the 
last words I had with the lady that 
night, for it 's mad she thought me. 

Isn’t it a strange thing now we ’d 
be takin’ so much pleasure an’ interest 
in inquests on dead bodies suspected of 
hayin’ been killed, when you have your 
Leagues an’ your statesmen talkin’ 
of nothin’ but the grand days wdien 
there’s tobeno more killin’ at all? Anny- 
one who says * soldier ’ is a danger to 
the peace ; but annyone who says ‘ mur- 
derer ’ is a fine feller. If one of them 
'writers calls up a lively picture of two 
persons enjoyin’ an affectionate embrace 
under the influence of the holy passion 
of love, it ’s immoral he is an’ banned 
by the police may be ; but if it ’s his 
profession in life to call up lively pictures 
of one man stabbin’ another in the back 
he’s a public benefactor an’ has cards 
for the Eoyal Enclosure. 

“An’ isn’t it a strange thing what 
kind of folk finds pleasure in miirder ? 
There ’s great statesmen, ^ an’ even 
bishops, does be workin* without end 
at the preservation of peace an’ good- 
will an’ the like ; but they can’t make 
a speech after dinner without throwin’ 
a great boast that their favourite read- 


in’ is the murder-stories. But if anny- 
one said that his favourite readin’ was 
irregular love-stories they’d have fits in 
the night-time an’ write letters to the 
papers. 

“An’ then there’s the gentle ladies 
that faint at the sight of blood, an’ shriek 
if you mention a mouse, an’ wouldn’t set 
foot on a live black-beetle, an’ couldn’t 
take t'wo looks at a dead cow without 
[they’d be ill. to say nothin’ of a dead 
man. But it ’s themselves is the greedy 
readers of the seaside poisonin’s an' 
Chicago homicides an’ pools of blood 
an’ dismembered bodies an* cracked 
skulls an’ revolver shots an’ knives an’ 
wounds an’ death-rattles an’ the like.” 

“ I ’m sayin’, it 's a quare thing, Mr. 
Heather, Maybe they don’t make pic; 
tures in their minds, an’ that ’s the truth 
of it. In them dead-body books, Mr, 
Heather, a dead body isn’t horrible at 
all, or even heavy. It 's moved about 
from one place to another with no more 
trouble than a man would move a small 
piece of furniture an’ he changin’ his 
house. It ’s propped up behind curtains 
an’ packed into bags an’ hidden uncial 
beds, the way you ’d handle a pa^ipP 
clothes. It ’s no trouble 
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away with a dead body in a book; 
indeed there’s times they rise up an’ 
disappear conveniently of their own 
accord . An’ when they stay in the same 
place for a week of days they don’t even 
smell. 

‘^You don’t like that word, Mr. 
Heather? I thought you would not. 
I used it for the purpose, to make you 
take notice ; for it ’s meself is foundin’ 
a grand Society to Make Murder Un- 
fashionable. An’ that ’s the scheme 
of it, to call up pictures in the minds 
of murder- fans, an’ they readin’. If 
you'd seen as many dead bodies as 
I ’ve seen, Mr. Heather, you’d not spend 
many nights readin’ about them. How 
long dead now is the gentleman in that 
book ? Three days, is it ? Stabbed in 
the back ? Clots of blood an’ a gapin’ 
wound. That’s fine. I wonder now 
have you any notion how he ’d look, the 
poor gentleman? Youwouldn’tlikeit at 
all, Mr. Heather. I wouldn’t wonder 
you’d be sick to see him, an’ he dead 
three days. There ’s no fun in death, 
Mr. Heather, nor there ’s nothin’ attrac- 
tive in a dead body. It’s a sad spectacle 
always, an’ if the death was violent it’s 
disgustin’, no less. There ’s many a sight 
would please me better than a pool of 
blood or a gapin’ wound, an’ as for what 
they call the death-rattle in them books 
I ’d pay-money4t^elf not to hear it again. 

“ So the next time I find you with your 
nose buried in a dead body I ’ll peep over 
your shoulder an’ dot the *i’s.’ the way 
you T1 run off to the library for a whole- 
some book about love and kisses. 
Good-mornin’!” A.P.H. 


BINGO. 

When I had my tonsils out 
(I was only nine), 

Grannie gave me* Bingo, 

So Bingo ’s all mine. 

Bingo’s a sealyham, 

^ Very kind and wise, 

White all over 
With dark brown eyes. 

When I ’m rather bigger 
I know what I shall do : 

I shall go exploring, 

And Bingo will go too. 

We shall reach the South Pole 
(I shall keep a log) 

And. Bingo will be photographed 
Because he is my dog. 

He will be presented 
With a silver bowl ; 

*‘This belongs to Bingo 
Who went to the Pole.” E. F. 

V 

Shakespeare’s/ ‘ A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream’ will he given on the two first-named 
dates and Hutlaad Bonghton’s ‘'5^he Immortal 
^ Flour’ on the latjtei:,two.”— iVatoZ Pa:per, 

Mr: ‘^eems a pity that he never tackled 
Haveii', iiLPREn and the cakes. 


AT THE MUSIC-HALL 

The Coliseum. 

The Coliseum bravely maintains, 
against every discouragement of swel- 
tering heat and the fond infatuation of 



Odali Oareno sings with ease in 
Russian or English. 

the public with hhe talking-film, its 
high standards of accomplishment.' The 
turns are somewhat shorter than of old, 
out of consideration, no doubt, for the 
artistes working under the exacting new 
conditions of three performances a day, 



every day. They are well chosen and 
varied. The programme opens with 
a craven concession to the enemy — a 
comic vitaphone monologue by Harry 
Delp, of which at least every fifteenth 
word was audible from the second row 
of the stalls. - But nothing was lost of 
the horribly magnified grimaces. My 
spirits revived when a Surprise in Art 
and Humour,” by Willie Schenk and 
Co., introduced to us a most accom- 
plished and shapely little lady who with 
a miraculous ease and grace performed 
the most ingenious and unlikely feats of 
balancing, while Herr Schenk with a 
studied nonchalance made the wonder 
grow that human muscles could bear 
such strains without cracking. The 
third member of the company played 
upon a violin with passionate inaccuracy 
— unless indeed he was using some Ori- 
ental or neo-dadaist Continental scale 
with which neither we of the audience 
nor the startled members of the orchestra 
were acquainted. 

The talented young actress and ad- 
mirable mimic, Daphne, has a subtle 
sense of humour and a command of 
variedfacialexpression and well-selected 
dramatic gesture which might well be 
the envy of older players trained in a 
more orthodox school. Delighted antici- 
pation, mischievous intent, shy deceit, 
feigned contrition, passionate protest — 
all these emotions were fitted with apt 
well-studied movements of hands and 
arms.' And Daphne is but three years 
old and a chimpanzee at that. 

There seems ‘to be an indefinite 
number of modern English dancing-girls 
who can be trained to a really high 
standard of concerted athletic move- 
ment. Mrs. Eodney Hudson presents 
eight of these, the Victoria Girls, in 
three well-patterned dances, of which the 
e: 5 quisite precision of the tuning, the 
freedom of the rhythm and the happy 
impression of extraordinary physical 
fitness were entirely delightful,* In the 
skipping dance in particular the varied 
individual feats of these admirable young 
athletes dtew delighted and deserved 
applause. 

Louis, a French clown on the Grock- 
isb or, more properly, the international 
standardised model with ingenious vari- 
ations, moved us to easy laughter with 
his violin, violinetta, concertina and 
strange garments, Emma and Annie 
offering an apt obbligato on the flute, 
Annie in addition performing the in- 
credible and creditable feat of still look- 
ing beautiful when playing with a lively 
impetuosity the softly bleating saxo- 
phone. 

Charlie Hayes (a generously inter- 
polated extra turn), though perhaps not 
a comedian of the very first rank, had 
no difficulty in holding his own against 
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‘‘What sort of hardships do yon 
mean ? ” asked Eifride after a pause* 
“Tell me some/" • 

My eye *wandered -round the ground 
in the search for inspiration as to the i 
trials that P. Gillman and B. Swift I 


the hoarse gigantic wraiths of the cnvf- 

vitaphone pr^uetion-VAL and Eenie THE UMPIRp STORY. ElfrHe afte? a pJse. 

Stanton in “Cut Yourself a Piece of “I say,” said Eifride suddenly, “what “Tell me some " • ^ 

' • 1 .. we those umpires Wore they were My eye wandered round the ground 

“Ghm^e Nights, a musical-comedy urines, orweretheyalwaysumpires?” in the search for inspiration as to the 
by anall-Cmnesecomppy,wasapr£ty Mfride is aged fourteen and a keen trials that P. Gillman and B. Swift 
and distinctly intriguing ^^air. The cricketer. I understand she bats, bowls, had successfully encountered before at- 
gentle voices were unsuited to this wicket-keeps and fields silly-point with taining to their present tranquil estate, 
robust penre, and the obviously un- equal skill, and is regarded at her school “ I think,” I said, in a low voice and 
natural, and to the performers no doubt as_a possible future English hope. On after some thought—" I 'm not certain 
completely inexplicable, gestures, slap- this occasion I was privileged to be of course, but I think— that at the age 
pings, stampings and wrigghngs of the watching a county match in her com- of seven Master Bowling Swift was 
Westem mode sat ill upon the naturally pany. The luncheon interval was over sent to school. Young as he was he 
staid perform^s. I could not quite and the umpires, with that magnificent realized at once that he was out out for 
make out if they were trying to throw air of leisure peculiar to their calling, a cricketing career, 
themselves with wholehearted convic- 1 were returning to the wicket. On our “ Erom a modest turn at the start 


themselves wdfch wholehearted convic- 1 were returning to the wicket; , On our 
tion into this odd exotic art 
or were (as indeed I more 

than half suspect) quietly * \ 

laughing in their wide em- j/l^ 

broidered sleeves at an ex- - \1 IIa | Ml M 

ceedingly queer business and 

Two more ex<^llent turns ^ ^ 

follow — Eddie Daeos, bal' -- / 

ancing on his chin a ladder ' / ‘ 

on which Ada Daeos climbed | 

Claeke— a comedian with a ^ 

pleasantly quiet way of get- ^ ^ h lU 

ting his effects — ^welcoming ^ 

to^his terrified wife and 

ing accomplishments. ^DALi 

ton^ I passed horrie^l^ 

a wav, more than content 

wilh’^ Sir Oswapp Stopl’s - o‘™ THE wrap up. 

generous bill - of - fare, and Louis and mmie. 




m 


GETTING THE WINB UP. 
Louis and Emmie. 


his breaks increased rapidly | 
till in a short time he had 
but one serious rival in the I 
under-nine cricket eleven. ; 
Spinner" was his name; he 
was a left-handed batsman, I 
and in his innocence Swift 
thought him to be his friend. ’ " 

At this point I was rudely 
interrupted by the clapping 
of hands. Somebody had hit 
a six in the direction of the 
gasometers. 

“Go on,” demanded 
Elftide when the noise had 
died away. 

“At the age of eight,” I 
continued, -“Swift^s first 
serious set-back in life oc- 
curred. ‘ Day after day at 
the nets Spinner would in- 
tentionally hit his last ball 
right over into the grounds 
of the gas company among 
the gasometers beside which 
the ground was situated. 
And day after day Swift had 
to retrieve his ball and was 
late for school. The reports 
of his conduct grew worse 
and worse till finally his 
father beat him and sent 
him ” 

I was again interrupted, 


fervently hoping that my countrymen [ right the sun glistened on a group of this time by a vendor of chocolates. Far 
will continue to stand by these old ways gasometers in various degrees of eleva- away on the hormon the faint outline 
and not be led too far away by strange tion and, over a ten-foot wall to the left, of the Hampstead hills could be dis- 
gods and ingenious inhuman toys. T. buses, trams and other vehicles rattled cerned. The chocolates passed on. 

-■"7 — ::r — by Continually. Cricket pervaded the “ Where did he send him to ? ” asked 

“Wah Coerespondent & ‘D.H.’ Berlin atmosphere. Eifride. 

Eepbesentative, I ^vender,” I replied. “ Their lives “ Eight away,” I said, “far from home 

Adventure and variety lia\^ mailed tlic hardly have been as peaceful as and friends to another school in the 

Shaven!’ Afte to itiofat Harrow ^bat all through, cau they ? Perhaps north of London. _ And Spinner j.ns 
and Eton the young man travelled in Central riiis IS the evening of a long day of left, wielding a straighter bat every day, 
Asia, . . Z)ai? 2 / Herald. hardships overcome. Who knows ? ” the unchallenged leader of the under- 

This ought to satisfy even Mr. Thomas. ‘‘ All it says here,” said Eifride, glane- nines.” 

ing at the score-card, “is ‘Umpires — More applause. Tbcoe disturbances 

“I have tried touching the two tags of the P, Gillman and B. Swift." ** were becoming intol'<?rable. Somebody 

earphones together, but stiU the sound persists. biographical notes I asked, bad made a catch, and a small girl in 

ICTCSlSrSSS.fiStXS of » with bUck o«ri, „d wi^ 

them together agaihoorreotly.” The players Were taking their places green eyes was- cheering loudly. ^^0 

Letter in Wireless Pamper. in the field. We relapsed into silence “ One friend only poor 

But was it the best soap ? and I thought the subject was forgotten, this sorrowful juacture^/J|pi|^^Jon when 


gods and ingenious inhuman toys. T. 

“Wa.ii Coerespondent & Berlin 

EePRE sent ATI VE , 


Asia, , . — Daily Hey'ald. 

This ought to satisfy even Mr. Thomas, 


earphones together, but still the sound persists. 
I assure you that my ears are in perfect order. 
Also, I have thoroughly cleaned them and put 
them together again correctly.’^ 

Letter in Wireless Pa;per. 
But was it the best soap ? 
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I could again be heard. Secretly, on' 
the way back from school he had been 
meeting a small girl of seven years old 
with black hair and wide green eyes, 
and she would cheer him and encourage 
him with his breaks. Into the ears of 
this maiden on a summer evening he 
poured ■ his sad tale. For some time 
she remained silent, and then with tears 
in her eyes she said, * Bowling,’ — for she 
had started to call him by his Christian 
name — ‘ it is an unfair world and those 
that deserve the best often don’t get it. 
But virtue will in the end triumph,’ 
And he went mournfully on his way 
wondering at her great wisdom. And 
at the new school, sick at heart and 
sorely discouraged, his breaks grew 
weaker and weaker till at the age of 
seventeen the deflection was barely 
noticeable. Let us pass quickly from 
this unhappy period.” 

We did; for we were again inter- 
rupted by applause. Away on the left 
two trams and two buses hurtled by in 
opposite directions, and the passengers 
on the upper-decks stood up, and the 
conductors rushed half-way up the steps, I 
to catch the fleeting glimpse of the game I 
allowed them. Elf ride pressed my arm 
but said nothing. 

‘^The age of nineteen,” I continued, 
“found Swift a driver in the service of 
the L,G.O.O. He was put in charge of 
a bus that passed a famous cricket- 
ground on its route, and his conductor 
was none other than his one-time friend 
who had turned traitor; I speak of 
Spinner. For some years they ran their 
bus successfully and never a word was 
spoken between them. And then one 
day Swift realised that Spinner always 
rang for the bus to be stopped several 
times when passing the cricket-ground 
so as to see the cricket, and from that 
time he refused to answer the signal. 
But once, not npticing where they were, 
he stopped in answer to the bell. Quickly 
realising his inistake, he started again, 
and an elderly man who had been in the 
act of alighting stumbled and fell, 

“ Swift was reported by Spinner and 
dismissed frorn the service of the Com- 
pany. For weeks he walked the streets 
in search of employment, and when he 
chanced to pass the old bus Spinner 
would shout derisively, ‘What cheer, 
mate I ’ and he would avert his eyes and 
I "pass on in silence. And then one day, in 
a by-street, he recognised and spoke to 
the elderly man whose accident had 
been the cause of his undoing.” 

I paused for«,;^ breather and looked 
round. The small'^irl in front of us had 
I gone. Far away, in the window of a 
phouse that looked over the tram-lines 
the ground, my eye caught the 
Ithis btlci^jf^ g^y-haire^man and a girl 
^ hack in VeiSel^g the match. 


“ The elderly man,” I went on, “ was 
sympathetic. He took Swift to his 
home, opposite that fateful wall and 
alongside the very scene of the accident, 
and asked him to tell his daughter and 
himself the whole story. For an hour 
or so Swift spoke and drew step by step 
the pitiful tale I have told. When he 
had finished the girl was the first to 
speak. ‘ It is an unfair world,’ she said, 
‘ and those that deserve the best often 
don’t get it. But virtue will in the end 
triumph.’ Swift jumped to his feet. 
Where had he heard those words before ? 
He looked closely at the speaker and 
staggered back a pace. Those dark curls, 
those wide green eyes, were they not 
known to him ? Barely had the answers 
to these questions occurred to him when 
with a cry of ‘ Bowling ! ’ she was in his 
arms,” 

A privileged man walked calmly by 
in front of us on the ground side of the 
railings. A gToundsman evidently. I 
looked at Elfride. Her head was averted 
and there was something suspiciously 
like a tear on her right cheek. The 
time had come undoubtedly for the 
happy ending, if indeed it was not over- 
due. 

“The rest,” I said, “is shortly told. 
The elderly man turned out to be 
employed at the cricket-ground, and 
through his influence Swift was taken 
on as a practice bowler at the nets. 
Every day, under the smiles of Aminta 
(for that was her name), who looked at 
him from her open window across the 
road, his spin became more and more 
powerful. Success followed success. He 
was chosen for the county side. He was 
engaged to Aminta. He broke both 
ways. He married Aminta. His spin 
became unplayable. Aminta had a 
baby; in short fortune smiled upon him. 
And in the long summer evenings, when 
his side was batting and his services 
were not required, he sometimes sat at 
Aminta’s window with her (for they 
lived with her father) and himself 
watched the play from across the road. 
And sometimes the old bus would roar 
by immediately beneath them, and 
Spinner, the left-handed batsman, would 
be seen clambering desperately up the 
steps to catch a glimpse of the play; 
and Bowling would turn with a smile 
to Aminta and whisper, ‘But virtue 
will in the end triumph.’ 

“And, when after thirty years’ un- 
broken success his playing days were 
over, the club unanimously passed a 
vote of thanks and gave him the job 
of ” 

An outburst of applause rent the air. 
The umpire’s hand was raised above 
his head. One of the batsmen had been 
given out l.b.w. 

“That wasn’t out,” said a loud voice 


two or three rows behind us in a tone 
that revealed the speaker as a strong 
partisan of the batting side. 

“ Nothing like,” answered his com- 
panion. “ Who ’s the umpire ? ” 

“Gillman or Swift,” replied the first 
gentleman, presumably consulting his 
card. “ Know nothing about either of 
them ; do you ? ” 

“Nothing,” was the reply, 

Elfride squeezed my arm tightly. 

“ D on’ t let ’s tell them, ’ ’ she w h i spered. 
We didn’t. C. B. 


SAILING. 

In a great big boat 
On the deep blue sea, 

Two Ones sailing — 

Daddy and me; 

I go sailing 

’Cause 1 am three 
In a great big boat 
On the deep blue sea. 

If we don’t get home 
When it ’s time for tea 
We ’ll be hungry — 

Daddy and me ; 

Men get hungry 

Whiten they are three 
If they don’t get home 
When it ’s time for tea. 

Though we might take Mum, 
She would rather be 
Going shopping - 
When Dad ’s got me ; 
There are no shops 
On ships ^t sea, 

So we leave Mum where 
She would rather be. 

And we can’t take Nan 
To sail on the sea, 

She ’s got Baby 
(Daddy ’s got me) ; 

Baby can’t go. 

For she ’s not three, 

So we can’t take Nan 
To sail on the sea. 

But when Bill comes home 
That will make us three, 
Three Ones sailing 
Over the sea ; 

Two Ones sailing — 

Daddy and me. 

But Bill coming home 
Makes two Ones three. 


The Long View. 

“ To be able to place your daughter in a — 
Boarding School 

—where good health and a country life are 
assured, combined with a first-class education, 
is an opportunity not to be missed. . . . Visits 
from prospective parents welcomed at any 
time .” — From Advt. in Law Paper, 

All bookings are automatically cancelled 
on the arrival of a male child. 
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Gen. Sir ROBERT BADEN-POWELL (Chief Scout) 


You wlio caused our young to maffick, 
Dislocating normal traffic, 

When you held the Boer at bay — 

Now you disapline their play, 

School your scouts to be seraphic 
At the rate of once a day. 

MR, PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Pwich's Staff of Learned Glerks,) 

The Memoirs of Lorenzo Da Ponte (Routledge) have been 
favourably compared by no less a critic than Lamartine 
with those of Benvenuto Cellini. But I both respect and 
endorse the avowal of Da Ponte’s first English translator 
that you cannot really compare the naive and amusing 
revelations of Cellini with the grimy whitewash which is 
Da Ponte’s contribution to self-portraiture. Remembered, 
if at all, as Mozart’s librettist — the librettist of Figaro ^ 
Don Giovajini and Gosi fan tutti — this Venetian Abb6 has 
much in common with his friend Casanova. But he ended 
his days in America and wrote his memoirs to ingratiate 
himself with Puritan patrons — Whence the note of Pecksniffian 
apologetic about what in more congenial circumstances 
would probably have taken shape as a panegyric-of roguery. 
Mr. L. A. Sheppard, whose translation is delightfully lucid 
and unaffectedly of the eighteenth century, has recaptured 
the Da Ponte of up-to-date research in an Introduction, ' I 
I hardly like to say that the' Introduction is the best part of 
the book, but it will undoubtedly be voted so by amateurs 
of -the Sensational. Da Ponte’s banishment from Venice, 
for instance, is attributed by himself to his having eaten 
ham on a Priday. Mr. Sheppard establishes it as the 
result of jSa^ant loose-living, complicated by accusations 
of attempfced%urder brought against the innocent husband 
I of the accuser's J)rincipai mistress and supported by forgery . 

is a certaatir^^^unt of historical interest in the life of 
|fthis biac^ sheep of the Trevisan seminaries, Opera’s ill-paid 
Pback m Ven^^, Dresdibn, Vienna and London, grocer and 


teacher of Italian in Philadelphia and New York. But 
Da Ponte had no eyes for anyone but himself and deliber- 
ately looked askew in his own case. His estimates of his 
great contemporaries are few and worthless. 

Herr Egon Wertheimer, London Correspondent of 
VorwdriSy has for five years been an observant child among 
us, taking copious notes, and now he has printed them. 
They were well worth printing. His Portrait of the Labour 
Party (Putnam) is a lively and efficient piece of work, and, 
though perhaps open to criticism in this detail or that, 
its general likeness to the sitter is unmistakable. Herr 
Wertheimer came to England with preconceived ideas. 
He expected to find the British Labour Party the counter- 
part of the Social Democrats of the Fatherland, and its leaders 
the exponents of a clearly articulated theory. He soon 
discovered that, like other English politicians, they were 
empiricists, floating almost casually down a stream of 
tendency and quite happy without a philosophical or 
historical justification of their faith ; men of mark, some 
of them, but not men of Marx. Such* programmes as 
they have produced have been afterthoughts, and Herr 
Wertheimer does not conceal that he considers them 
amateurish.^ Nevertheless, having adapted himself to a 
state of affairs so strange to his orderly Teutonic mind, he 
has come to regard this fluidity and opportunism as a 
source of strength to the Party, which he holds to be at the 
present moment — that is to say, some months before the 
General Election — the most powerful of its colour in 
Europe. What he has to say of its future deserves con- 
sideration, more especially from those who are not of the 
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Socialist persuasion. What he has to 
say of its past and present is well-in- 
formed and often illuminating, while 
his characterisation of individuals 
penetrating and in eases pungent. 


IS 


Mr, Mulliner Spealcing renders 

Homage to males of his kith and kin 

Who in their bouts with the feminine 
gender’s 

Wiliest charmers contrive to win. 

Sometimes the nuptial noose is knotted ; 

With Archie, for instance, despair’s 
last dreg 

Was about to be drained when the lady 
spotted 

His stunt of a hen that has laid an 


Oshert clicked, though be had to grapple 

For weeks with the part of under- 
dog, 

And once, we are told, his Adam’s 
apple 

Inadvertently slipped a cog. 

But just as often the happy ending 

Comes when tha swain by the skin 
of his teeth, 

Weighing the load of care that ’s descend- 
ing, 

Wriggles away from underneath. 

And readers of that amusing fellow, 

P. G. WoDEHOUSE, will pray that he 
(And Jenkins) may give us some more 
as mellow 

Plums from the Mulliner family tree. 

Kings, Ghurchills and Statesmen (The 
Bodley Head), by Herr Knut Hag- 
BEEG, bears what its author calls a 
“Preface to the English Edition,” but 
“ edition ” can, mean no. more than the 
eK^ellent, translation provided by Miss 
Elizabeth Speigge and Mr. Claude 
Napier. It is evident all through the 
book, even if it were npt. specifically 
•stated on several occasions, that Herr: 

HAGBERG is -here writing merely for 
his feEow-co]intrymen. The sketches 

are indeed an excellent introduction 

to a Swede of our sovereigns and statesmen from George 
IV. to the present day. .Herr Hagberg has not only 
read history intelligently, but he has brought himself 
completely up to date \yith the biographies of Strachey, 
Guedalla, Eaymond and others, and with all the W^ar 
diaries and writings of our present-day statesmen. In 
only one case does he hold an opinion different from- 
that which would be held by most Englishmen well versed 
in modern biography. That exception is Winston Church- 
ill, whom he seems to regard with nothing less than idola- 
try. It has even led him into a lack of candour, of which 
he is otherwise incapable. To show Mr. Churchill’s 
versatility he gives a list of the various depS'T’tments of 
which he has been head, without ever mentioning any 
change of party.., I congratulate Herr Hagberg on having 
interpreted us with such intelligence and spirit to his coun- 
trymen. Whether there was any need to translate the 





What 


‘ Donald, “The young American leddy appears veera enthusiastic. 

PLEfe 'WAD YE BE PUTTIN! ON FOR HEE?” 

Gillie, “I'M NO- PUTTIN’ ON' A FLEE AT A\ ShE FLICKED OFF THE LAST OF 
THEM A QUASTERtOF-AN-’OOR AGO.” 


work for the benefit of Englishmen, to whose knowledge 
and outlook it adds so little, is another matter. 

The Galaxy (Holder and Stoughton) is chiefly remark- 
able for an attempt made (whether with the tongue in the 
cheek or out of the cheek I know not — ^Miss Susan Ertz 
knoweth) to revive the Victorian blend of novel and tract 
withtbope?2seeZ?&r^asprotagoni3t. There used, if I remember 
rightly, to be an American story in the original vein where 1 
the heroine, having been asked by a free-thinking Pupa to 
play the piano on Sunday, was kept sitting at the instrument, 1 
a martyr to conscientious objections, until she crashed 1 
and contracted brain-fever. This I always felt was a little 
hard on Papa, who had not counted on brain-fever 
seeking to enforce his wishes. Bat his Irastratvons wp ^ 
nothing compared with those of Miss Ertz s Mi 
orthodox Victorian parent, pitted against a j^j|j|pp 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[July 31, 1929. 


and daughter. Whenever PajpiX chastised eJames for refusing Evelyn Waugh’s Beeline and Fall. However, there are 
to go to church, James subsided into a fainting-fit ; when- many, I suppose, who read the earlier book for the authentic 
ever was, denied an undesirable book or companion information it gave as to life in a Bussian school, and those 

she contemplate^ suicide or earning her living. Both young who did so will no doubt wish to read the sequel now pub- 
people displayeS'an extraordinary disregard for fair dealing lished, which does certainly tell one much about the different 
— a trait which in James was modified by his adult eman- types composing the Bussian intelligentsia of to-day. Unfor- 
I cipation from the. 'urgent need of lying, but which in Laura tunately it is almost impossible to gain any clear idea of the 
persisted until the day of her death. Laura's marriage to university itself owing to the complete failure of the diarist 
an armament king, her complacent motherhood and her to make up his mind what course of study he should pursue 
still more complacent adultery are Miss Ertz’s main pre- (the one faint echo of the humours of the Communist 
occupation. Belated in not always impeccable grammar, Schoolboy']. Life in the hostels attached to the university is 
with a plentiful lack of the right kind of levity, these very fully described, and it seems with most of the students 
episodes form a poor contribution to the eternally interesting to be a succession of low and sordid intrigues. Although 
theme of the battle of faith and unfaith. A return to the these are all decently handled by the author, in the aggre- 
literary and psychological standards of Helbech ofBannisdale gate they add greatly to the dulness of the book. The Diary 
— ^wher e 'another presents the. appeal of free-thought of a Communist Undergraduate is an inteiresting , and no 

with distinction — is, I feel, due and overdue. ^ doubt personally-observed study of life in certain of its 

r-: ^ aspects in Bussia to day, but those whose memories of the 

Possibly the works of Mr. Denis Mackail are not to the Schoolboy are of the happy and lighthearted kind had better 


taste of everyone, but I - 
confess that I find them 
sufficiently agreeable 
for light summer read- 
ing. Suppose oneself 
reclining in a hammock, 
let us say, with suitable i 
refreshment ready with- 
in easy reach and not 
too many insects to dis- 
turb repose, then surely 
Another Fart of the 
Wood (Hodder and 
Stoughton) -would be 
precisely the sort .. of 
book to select from the 
library list. It makes 
no tiresome dernarids 
upon 'the intelligence; 
in the delightful phrase 
of the late Mr. Jerome 
it “would not elevate 
a cow ” ; but it is pleas- 
ant ahd amusing and 
full of the spirit of youth. 
In fact I know no writer 
better fitted to pose as 
the interpreter of mod- . 








-L ill 





“You 3MIGHT RING UP 3HY DENTIST, JENKINS, AND SEE IF HE CAN GIVE 
ME AN APPOINTMENT.” 


“Yes, Sir.” 

“ And— ER— Jenkins— ER— don’t press him.” 


leave it alone. ^ ^ ; 

Mr. E. Phillips Op- 
PENHEiM must excuse 
my laughter when I 
read, on page 296 of 
The Treasure House of 
Martin Heios (Hodder 
AND Stoughton), that 
Major Owston “ felt the 
great urge of battle.” 
Por in the first chapter 
of this sanguine story 
the .gallant Major en- 
tered the service of 
Martin HewSj'&nd from 
that moment his life 
was almost a continu- 
ous fight: ^ I have not 
counted the casualties 
that took place while 
the infamous Hews was 
engaged in adding to 
the treasures of his 
house, nor have I kept 
a tally of the Major's 
hair-breadth escapes, 
- but I can without any 


ern youth than Mr. Mackail. He seems to be perfectly at qualification assert that in his industrious career Mr. Op- 
home in that excellent girls’ school of St. Etbelburgatfs, penheim has never written a tale more packed with vehe- 
Newcliff-on-Sea, where “-^oodZes is a popular but dis- ment and surprising incident. And ' Major, when not 

turbing pupil; with her brother Beaky" and his friend possessed by the urge of battle, showed himself adept in 
Snubs" at the top of their singular establishment in the art of making love. 

Wykeham Street; with the wealthy Mrs. Shirley and her - ^ 

charming daughter, Sylvia, as they dash along the country Miss Elizabeth Bowen is an author who seems to take 
roads in their expensive* limousine ; or with the ineffable for granted that her readers will be distinctly intelligent, 
Lester Vaughan and his troupe of Diamond Dominoes, which, if a little risky, is also encouragingly flattering. In 
performing at the Pavilion Chalet. No young women, the eleven stories that make up C/iarZes (Constable) 

surely, were ever more delightful in their wide-eyed inno- she writes quite delightfully and shows herself a shrewd and 
' cfnce than these of Mr. Mackail’s ; no young men, fresh humorous observer of life in various conditions, but in some 
from Oxford and starting a life of business in the City, of them she will be found rather vague and inconclusive by 
more inarticulate in the torments of budding love. A those who demand that any tale, however brief, shall have 
fairy-tale, in short, designed for an idle summer day, and a definite ending. Eordireetproof of Miss Bowen’s qualities 
excellently suited with a title recalling Titania and Puck, as a writer Jet me refer you to “Aunt Tatty” and “Mrs. 
QuirLce Bottom. Moysey,” but indeed only one of her eleven, “ The Working 

^ ‘ " Party,” where I failed to believe in the actions and reactions 

r ^^cky'^^Go7nmunist Undergraduate (Gollancz) is of the leading lady, left me with a sense of dissatisfaction. 

^'■^^quel to N."Dgk#v’s The Diary of a Communist School- ■ ■■ ' , 

P t vivid reeollnetion of the earlier book, which Commercial Candour. 

in Vem^^t^ven funm^'^^an the school-scenes in Mr. “This is our first sound film.” — Notice Outside New York Cinema. 
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In view of the increasing vogue of ones 
motor-boating it is anticipated that the 
English and French coastal authorities 
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be a circus only in name. We are keep- With reference to the cotton stop- 
ing this disappointment from the little page we are asked to deny the rumour 
vogue of ones. that both sides have agx^eed to submit 


‘ Should parents apologise ? ” has been 


the matter to The Daily Mail. 


will erect Cross Here” signs for the the subject of a newspaper discussion 
guidance of Channel swimmers. Our own observation is that with over 


A Post-office official declares that the defiant, 
average telephone-girl is pretty smart. 

She knows in fact how many beans Thei: 
make fife. ... ... at Gaerl 


the subject of a newspaper discussion. A railway company complains that | 
Our own observation is that with over- passengers pluck the flowers along the 
severe children parents are apt to be wayside. They shouldn’t do it while j 


the train is in motion. 

It is suggested that Harrow’s 


She knows in fact how many beans The hoard of Eoman silver coins found It is suggested that Harrow’s freak 
make fife. at Gaerleon is believed to be the savings straw hat should be abolished. But 

of legionaries. It is a sad thought that ought a tradition to be lightly discarded 
An Australian scientist who has been they might just as well have spent it in that gave birth to Mr. Churchill’s 
lecturing on the cause of baldness in the canteen. ‘ ... - headgear complex ? 


headgear complex ? 

men says he made experiments with 

sheep, because the same conditions apply A medical writer discusses noises in It is stated that, whereas a year ago 
to both. Except, of course, that sheep the head, which range from buzzing and there was one motor-car to every thirty- 
don’t have to fill in income-tax returns, ticking to a sound like the'music of an six people in this country, there is now 

orchestra. Belief is sometimes obtained one for every thirty-two. Does this 
Bathing-dresses consisting of less by turning off the wireless. mean that every car has accounted for 


than half-a-yard of ma- ~ 
terial are on sale at five 
guineas. This seems 
like bare-backed rob- 
bery. ... ... 

The Eoyal Commis- 
sion on Transport re- 
commends the abolition 
of the speed limit fo” 
private ears, Theped- 
I estrian’s sense of sports- 
manship has long been 
outraged by the handi- 
cap under which motor- 
ists have laboured. 

Most men who 
dance well are con- 
ceited,” says an expert. 
We know of one who 
always asks his in- 
tended partners, “ May _ 
I give you the pleasure *? 


one for every thirty-two. Does this 
mean that every car has accounted for 
j four pedestrians ? 








mm. 



At the opening of a new water under- the mind. I 
taking at Minehead the local Council realise this ? 
allowed a bottle of champagne to be 
poured into the water in order that the The flags 


ingtons unpopular? ” is 

IL newspaper. A eontri- 

I ! I 

l' — There is'aJ'big demand 

^ in Scotland for three- 

lE’s SWUM THE CHANNEL, BuT WHAT DO YOU THINK HE peuny-bits, say s a ne\\ s 
A. BATH 1 ” ® understand 

there is also a steady 

Beer, according to Professor W. E. demand in that country for one-pound 
Dixon, depresses the higher faculties of notes. 
the mind. Does Mr. G. K. Chesterton 




“He says he’s swum the Channel, 

ASKED FOR ? A BATH ! ” 


But WHAT DO YOU THINK HE 


“Talkies are all noise and crime,” 
declares a critic. And of the two the 
voice-production is rather worse than 


poured into the water in order that the The flags and banners brought by voice-production is rather worse than 
townspeople might toast the scheme. Hungarian Boy Scouts to the Jamboree the vice-production. 

Those who wish to drink the health of are each invested with a black ribbon as ■' 

the Metropolitan Water Board have to a sign of mourning for the territories A foreign film-actress who arrived in 

do so at their own expense. lost under the Treaty of Trianon. London refused to be interviewed. In 

Surprise is felt that Thanet Boy Scouts Hollywood circles it is thought that she 
The omnibus volumes which are ad- do not display a similar token, by way must be an impostor, 
vertised by various publishers are of of sympathy. ... *' 

course the outcome of traffic develop- A snake three feet long was noticed 

ments and correspond to the railway A woman-writer reminds us that in a Glasgow street and killed. Probably 
novels, , 1 . wives are not furniture. That is so. the unfortunate reptile had no idea thj>V 


A snake three feet long was noticed 
A woman-writer reminds us that in a Glasgow street and killed. Probably 
wives are not furniture. That is so. the unfortunate reptile had no idea th^ 
The instalment people will take furni- it was three feet long. 


Rope and Faggot is the title of a forth- ture back again. ■ ■ 

coming book on Ivnching in the United “Men in tail-coats and * 

States. No lyncher’s library will be A correspondent writing to Daily I 

complete Without it. ^ Express says that two years ago he jojiy CGckllev^^omen, tiie bo,^CH M: \ 

'‘L;/*' simultaneously gave up smoking, drink- up on bananas aud bcci.- i ^ ’ 

It is now stated* that the projected ing and medicine. He seems to have a perforintmce of tiic 

“ circus ” in the space to be cleared on cured himself of all the bad habits It takes a genuine^ 

theremoval of Charing Crossstation will except that of writing to the Press. m bananas " 
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THE CHILD’S GUIDE TO DIPLOIHACY. 


specialises in prolix professions of 
attachment to the Family. He talks 


[u < matters of foreign policy one has got brokenly of his employers, remembers 


to bo carefiil.’ Lord P^MoaB.'^—Lrovi “ Say- reminds her) how he dandled Lady 
Of the Week m “ The Observer. ^ 

One day, when I was feeling bright, quent and main exclamation : Ah, 
The happy thought occurred to me those were The Days, your Lordship 1 ” 
That Caution's rule is always right ‘ m xt - • -n 

In questions of diplomacy ; (^) The Necessary Evil. 

And now I ooze with self-respect. See Act I. of hundreds of comedies. 

Learning that words to this effect Here thebutler (see also footmen) spends 

Have fallen from Lord Paemoor's lips the first ten minutes, while the stalls 
(Head of the noble House of Obipps). are settling, in either — 

To take the Soviet envoy’s case (^) Drawing the curtains, placing 
When he appeared on Monday week salver of drinks, removing books from 

He got no unrehearsed embrace, table (l.) to book-case (r.), folding 

No rash salute on either cheek ; newspaper and putting back in rack, 

And any hints we may have dropped looking out* of window, glancing at 

Of low intrigues that milst be stopped clock," shaking head, and then draw- 

Before sigh a solemn Pact ing back curtains, removing salver, 

Were full of Foreign Office tact. taking books from ' book-case (r.) to 

^ „ table' (li.), shaking head and looking 

So with the conference at the Hague : of window • or— 

Our Henderson sho^ Indulging in streams of ex- 

Allreckl^s conduct like the plague planatory gossip with any female 

(Lord P. and I are here at one) , servant (irrespective of domestic 

When he confers with foreign nations castes) about the habits and motives 
About those German reparations- employers. 

Themselves in need of much repair — ^ ^ 

He ’ll have to take a lot of care, the manservant of musical 

comedy one expects nothing ; therefore 
And when the Premier visits U. I but skim the butler who in Act II. 

S.A I trus,fe that all the while ijjJiq Dollar Princess waltzed in the 
He ’ll think of Pabmoor and eschew garden with his young millionaire em- 

A carelesS'' rapture in his smile; ployer, and the footman who, striking 

I do so hope, when Mr. Hoover attitude, sang to the guests at Ver- 

Engages in a peace manoeuvre sailles that “ Mud-arm, de Pum-pa-door 

To minimise the British fleet, ' ... is feeling bet-ter now. . . .” 

That Eamsay will be most discreet ; Of the menservants of farce the least 
And if he poses for a talkie ^ the better. The authors of their 

May Comrade Pabmoor keep him being cause them to specialise in im- 

pawkyj 0. S. pertinence and a tendency to embrace 

anything in a skirt that comes in at the 
Jl YELLOWPLUSH ■ PAPER. door, combined with a striking lack of 

I don't know if there is a Trades knowledge of those duties for which 
Union of Valets or a Butlers’ Protec- they were presumably engaged. And 
tion League, but if 'there isn’t there tl^eir surnanae is never Sparkes, Mat- 
ought to be. For then they might take thews or Mitchell, because that isn t 
common stcbion against a very large They are Harbottle, Bloater or 

number of playwrights and novelists, Soppett, because that is. _ 


Consider the menservants of our writers’ And now we come to the valets. On 

fancv. Thev are : ' stage they are alluded to as My 

.. _ _ Vally. In fiction My Vally is one of 

(1) The Profoundly Improbable, two kinds: 

At the head of this category I place . . Incredible 

the butler 01 ^ recent three-act ‘‘thril- ^ . \ 

ler,” who for six unbelievable minutes Dear Old Fruit type), 

gossiped about his master with the This vally indulges in fantastic ad- 
latter’s confidential secretary (a gentle- venture of a spy-cum-vamp^ nature 

S . is a typical product with his master, who beats him upon 
Miss.” To which the the shoulders saying, “Stout Work, 

onded : “ Oh, he ’s not Old Scout.” Wearing a poker face, he 

DU get to know him ! ” procures for his master pick-me-ups at 
place the bufcler of a the famous Piccadilly chemist’s and 
ho said : “ There is a gravely recommends hot anchovy toast 
jLu The ybu^ Sir. I don’t know for the Morning-after Head. 

to (2) The Hopelessly Third-Rate. 

i>acfe in Veiiiy® a'^S^^yiCE Lachrymose. in approaching this vally I am for 


ydu^ Sir. I don’t know for the Morning-after Head. 

(^) Hopelessly Third-Rate. 

I Lachrymose. in approaching this vally I am for 

the fooliman) ever at a loss to determine whether 


master or man is the bigger cad. Most 
of us, if confronted with the task of 
writing a vally chapter, would, I think, 
deal with the matter in all humbleness 
thus : — 

“Pearl studs, Mitchell, and look 
sharp . . . and phone up a taxi. I ’m 
late.” 

“ Very good, Sir.” 

“ And if Miss Hartley rings up tell 
her I ’m awfully sorry to have missed 
her, but I ’ll go round to-morrow in- 
stead.” 

“Very good; Sir.” ' ' 

“Oh . . . and you needn't wait up.” ■ 

“No, Sir, thank you. Your keys and 
note-case.” 

But for the professional novelist this | 
method does not exist. It is dull. Who ' 
cares a toot whether Mitchell stays up ' 
or not ? He much prefers : — | 

“My dear old Indispensable, it must 
be apparent even to you that I can’t \ 
dine at the Ritzley in a gent’s lounge- t 
suiting. Therefore my white waist- I 
coat; ergo, my ditto tie. Bloater, I ’m j 
hit. Hard. I’ve just, seen the most || 
topping girl out of the window.” 1 

j “It’s a way they have, Sir. Look- 
ing topping out of windows. It ’s when 
you get what I may call a close-up ‘ 
that all is not, as it were, gold that 
glitters.” . i 

“Bloater, you’re priceless! But j 
look here — this girl. ’ Find out where J 
she lives ; and if Miss Hartley rings up 
tell her one of the best.” 

I should like to take these writers I 
round to view from all angles a butler i 
of my acquaintance. He has seen me i 
about the place since I was thirteen, : 
and our estrangement deepens with 
years. He doesn’t even look his part, 
being rather small and sandy. If I say 
“Good afternoon, Mills,” he looks self- 
conscious and clears his throat. Once 
(a great concession) he said, “ Thank 
you. Miss,” when I wished him a happy 
•Christmas on my uncle’s doorstep. 
Oddly enough, we call him Mills, and not 
Old Top. or Dear Old Face ; strangely, 
he never says- to me, “ Costume a little 
‘abbreviated, but general effect quite 
pleasing if I may say so, Miss ; ” lament- 
ably, he has never bent oyer my aunt 
and breathed, “ Fork only with coguille, 
fish-knife a slight solecism but emin- 
ently understandable in the circum- 
stances, Madam ” ; unforgivably, he has 
never quavered to my cousin, “You, 
Mr. Ronald, are the last of the line. I 
should wish before I die to hold your 
son upon my knee.” 

Mills is a complete failure. He is 
just any old butler. 'And he has been 
- a failure now for twenty-nine years. 

' Rachel. 
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CANADA CALLING. 

Mb. AkERY. “ GLAD YOU TOO ABE GOING OUT -THERE. DEVELOPS ONE’S Slil^SE 
OP EMPIRE." 

Mr. Thomas. “THAT’S EIGHT. BUT HUSH! I MUSTN’T LET MY FRIENDS CATCH MB 
TALKING IMPERIALLY WIT'H A TORY. SEE YOU LATER IN THE GREAT OPEN SPAQ.^. 

[Mr. Thomas and Mr. Amery arc to si)eiid pari of their liolklu}s in Canada J ^ * 
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THE UNENCUMBERED FEE SIMPLE. 

I. — ^The Cottage. 

Thebe are many ways in which a 
Londoner may spend bis summer holi- 
days out oE town, apart from the popu- 
lar method of “running the wife and 
nippers down to Thanet in the side- 
car.” He may exchange houses with his 
country cousins, who of course swarm 
into London in summer to see the mu- 
seums and night-clubs ; or he may go 
to Kew in lilac-time, except that it 
isn’t far from London and it ’s rather 
late for lilac-time. If he is a resident 
of Hampstead he may jump on the bus 
which daily passes on its way to Man- 
chester (for Blackpool) ; or he may go 
and stay with those friends in North 
Scotland who,, knowing he lived in Lon- 
don, issued that generous invitation to 
drop in whenever he was passing — ^and 
they 11 jolly well deservelt. Or he may 
just buy a cottage in the country and 
be a country gentleman. 

This, as you may have guessed by 
now, is what I have done. I have 
bought a cott^bge at Harstead, a village 
'lii. Sussex and, what’s more, in a part of 
Su"§Si^x where you can actually throw 
a stone'% 3 ^^y direction and not hit a 
novelist. l^|ch is perhaps a pity.*'' 
cottage tpcris a real old cottage; 
none g£ your and riches affairs 


* I have discovered -that '-fere is one in the 
village, but he is, just out of rang^,f^have tried. 


with “ten bed, four recep., servants’ 
hall, h. & c.” My cottage has four rooms 
— five if you don’t need a cupboard — a 
copper for h., and a seventy-foot well 
for c. In short, a real cottager would 
probably object very strongly to living 
in it. 

For instance, it has been empty for 
two years and strange fungoidal growths 
projected from the walls of the rooms 
like the things you find on the north 
side of a damp oak-tree, but Frances 
ignored these and said she thought 
cream distemper would go well with 
apple- green paint. And when I pointed 
out sarcastically that ifc was essential 
to have a good strong paint, whatever 
the colour, in order to keep the decaying 
woodwork together, she retorted, quite 
irrelevantly, that the view of the Downs 
from the window^- was lovely^ and dragged 
me across the room to see it. 

So we gazed at the view’^ and inadvert- 
ently, while looking at it, I leant on 
a window-sill and the window-sill dis- 
appeared into dust like something at 
Maskelyne’s. But Frances simply 
passed it off' with a sneeze and went 
into ecstasies about the yew-tree cut 
into the shape of a half-porch over the 
front-door. 

“ You can stand under that she 

began. 

“With my coat-collar turned up,” I 
put in. 

“Why?” 


“ Caterpillars,” I answered. “ And 
tarantulas. And other things which 
suddenly miss their footing and drop 
incredible distances down your neck 
and 

“ You ’re simply trying to look on the 
unromantic sid^ of things,” she accused. 

I shrugged my shoulders and leant 
against the doorway. . . . 

It happened to be the unromantic 
side of the door-frame and it took us 
ten minutes to push the thing back into 
its original position again. Even then 
it still looked as if it had been tampered 
with. Frances was at last forced to 
agree that the cottage was in rotten 
condition — and sent me off to buy it at 
once. 

I went straight to the owner, a lady 
who lived close by, 

“I’m thinking of buying your cot- 
tage,” I said, and she choked down her 
surprise and said, “ Good ! ” We then 
proceeded to do business. That is to 
say, for ten minutes I told her what a 
rotten place it was, and for ten minutes 
she told me what a nice place it was. 
Then for ten minutes I conceded points 
and said that it wasn’t such a bad little 
cottage, and shefor a further ten minutes 
returned the compliment by disparaging 
it. After that I said I had practically 
bought another and much better cottage 
elsewhere, and she countered by telling 
; me that she had practically sold this 
i one to another gentleman at a much 
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higher price th an I had offered. Having 
thus thoroughly understood one another 
we split the diff'erence, took a glass of 
port and a cigarette to clinch the bar- 
gain and ceremoniously exchanged the 
names of our legal seconds. 

Lawyers are by nature a suspicious 
crowd. They all give the impression 
of having once been sold bogus oil plots 
and being on the look-out ever since. 
Though the lady and 1 parted the best 
of friends, by the time our respective 
lawyers had had us in their clutch for 
a bit, and referred to us with icy dis- 
trust as the Vendor and the Purchaser, 
I began to see that she was of course 
out to do me down. It appeared from 
what my lawyer said that she was all 
agog to get the deposit, and then to'sell 
to someone else behind my back, or at 
least to take away surreptitiously all 
movable fittings (including, I supposed, 
the movable side of the door-frame). I 
no doubt, was meanwhile being repre- 
sented to her as a deceitful cottage- 
snatcher, probably an undischarged 
bankrupt, w^hom she would do well to 
watch at every turn and from whom 
she should only accept cash. 

This preyed so much on my mind 
that I at last ran down to Harstead for 
the day, ostensibly to see the cottage, 
actually to see which of us bad changed. 
She gave me another cigarette, and I 
at once saw there could be nothing 
wrong whatsoever. In fact, in order 
that I might have the necessary repairs 
put in hand she volunteered to let me 
have the keys. 

Thanks to this the cottage was nearly 
habitable by the time the solicitor 
advised me on the phone that the sale 
would be completed at his office in 
three days’ time, when I would be 
handed the keys, the emblem of posses- 
sion. 

** But I ’ve got the keys,"’ I said. 

“Nonsense!” he replied sharply, 
“ Of course the Vendor wouldn’t let 
you have the keys till completion." 

I apologised. . . . 

Evidently the Vendor had been equally 
sharply spoken to by her seconds, for 
that night I got an agitated wure : — 

“ Please send keys cottage immediate 
don’t say you had them.” 

I complied at once, assuring my 
fellow-conspirator of my secrecy. 

Three days later, amid a scene of un- 
paralleled formality and suspicion, I 
p lid over the purchase money by vray 
of intermediate solicitors to the Vendor. 
Meanwhile the keys of the cottage, 
labelled and tagged, were handed by 
her to her representative, thence to my 
representative, and finally to me. 

I received them with becoming 
gravity. But, just in order to show 
my lawyer how well I bad improved 



Fb st Motor Bandit (to Seccwl Motor Bandit), “Well, Harold, this is a nice 

STATE OP AFF.VIRS. WE ’VE BEEN AND PIN’CHED OUR OWN GAR ! 


under his training, I examined them 
very suspiciously all over, asked whether 
he was certain they were the right ones, 
and added in a meaning tone that I 
should be glad to have the Vendor’s 
assurance that she had not retained 
duplicates of them, A. A. 


A series of articles on “ WTiat I Owe 
to Liverpool " is being contributed to 
a well-known local newspaper by prom- 
inent citizens of that place. Other citi- 
zens who may be in doubt can obtain 
the necessary information on application 
to the Bates Department. 

Coward, the author of ‘ Bitter-Sweot,’ 
began lii« stage career at the age of five. , . , 
For years he remained 22, even now he is only 
just over 80.” — Gossij}cr in Daihj Paper, 

It is comforting to reflect that Mr. 
Beverley Nichols did not remain 25. 


UNDISCOVERED HISTORY. 

Catherine of Aragon 
Stole a quart jar of Tarragon. 

“ It ’s the last in the bin," 

She informed Ann Boleyn. 

“ It *s lovely ! Give me more ! ” | 

Entreated Jane Seymour. j 

Which made Anne op Cleve.s 
Spill a lot down her sleeves. 

“Not for me ; I ’m a coward 1 ” 

Said Catherine Howard. 

But Catherine Parr 
Drank the rest of th& jar. 

The Callous Ulsterman, 

“Wellington (New Zealand), Tuesday. ^ 
Another earthquake shock occurred this 
morning in the Westport districts, on th^^ost- 
ern const of South Island. . '■ 

Other Sporting Kews in Pag^ ji.” 

B^^st Paper, 





PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[August 7 , 1929 . 


our\nu"iMr nioonvcDV should bs permhted to call of the poor. Now we have only to refuse 

SHOCKING DISCOVERY. attention to themselves in a Govern- to instal the King’s telephones in the 
I WISH to be as helpful as possible to ment publication, and I must ask the houses and offices of bookmkrs and 
the Government in their efforts to lift Government to act in the matter. commn agnts and forbid the King’s 

up the moral tone of the nation. The I will go further, as the politicians say. postmen to call at their doors, and the 
CHANCEiiXiOn OF THE EXCHEQUER has de- It appears to me to be elementary logic rich will have as much difficulty in dis- 
clined to proceed with Mr. CHURCHiiiL’s that, if the State ought not on moral posing of their shirts as the poor, the 
special tax on the telephones of book- groundstoput a tax upon the telephones moral tone of the country will bound up 
makers, for betting is an evil and this of commn agnts and bookmkrs, it ought at once, and the Government would es- 
would be tainted money. Splendid ! not to charge them for their telephones, cape from an equivocal position. (There 
But my elation has been damped by To the commn agnt at least the tele- is, by the way, an Imperial precedent 
a shocking discovery — two shocking dis- phone is the principal tool of his trade, for tnis proposal in Australia, where the 

and the money he pays for it is as horri- Federal Government refuse to deliver 


coveries. 

First, I find that hoolimakcTB are bly tainted as a tax upon it would be. mails at the flourishing betting institu- 
alloioed to advertise in His Majesty's One logical step onward and we come tion called “ Tattersalls,” in Tasmania.) 
Telephone-Book, to the really exciting question — Ought Far be it from me to take away any 

I look up in that respectable tome the commit agnts and bookmkrs to have tele- man's pleasure, but the logic of our 


name of the celebrated 
Foster (though that, of 
course, is not his name). 
And I see 


Foster, Frank B, Ltd,, | 

Commn Agnts, 

The term Commn 
Agnt ” means presuma- kJ i|m — 
bly Commission Agent, M v I 

and Commission Agent ^ 

means a credit- book- 
maker, one of the privi- ^ 

leged kind, who bet with 33” 
the rich and are left 
alone by* the police. m ' 

Now there are a column- m 

and- a-half of Fosters — 'jl \m\ ^ 

fish factors, medical ^ 

practitioners, haulage ~ 

coutrctrs, waste-paper ________ M 

mchnts, underwrtrs, m 

metallrgts and assyrs, ^ 

elctii engrs and other ^ 

queer but resi)ectable \ 

professions, with many 
names which have no 
aescription after them 
at all. In this long, 

list our Frankie stands 

out only by reason of the words (if you 
can call them words), 


' Frankie ” \ phones at all ? 





Gent in slmU-cap, “ I want a hat.” 

Assistant, "‘Yes, Sir. Something like the one you have on or one 

WITH A WIDER BRIM? ” 


mox'alistsis so very erratic that one must 
point out from time to 

I , ' time . in w^hat direction 

II it is leading them. It 

j| will be interestingto see 

whether Mr. Snowden 
T '^7 Postmaster- 

• ' ' c^[ii General have the ! 

courage to adopt my ' 
proposal, which I think 
\ asking Lady Astor 

' and Mr. Scrimgeour to 
forward in the 
House when it meets. 
And there is another 
^ V rather awful thing. It 

i ■] ' ■ I has come to my know- 

/' i.‘‘ ledgethatHisMajesty’s 

Pj' I| ! , Government are run- 

[, ning a number of pubs 

1 1 ' I in a town called Carlisle 

r j I — and making a profit 

|j out of them. I have 

I ' even been told that the 

f ££>.,/, V Government makes beer. 

^ Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 

Oh, dear! A.P.H. 


Commercial Candour. 

“Killed 8 birds with 3 
— of Vaddukoddai East, 


out only by reason of the words (if you Those who, like Mr, Snowden, obj.ect stones. Mr. S. of Vaddukoddai East, 

can call them words), so strongly to betting that they cannot J three pots of 

4 -^ ALr, n. ... Balm on 3 Eheuinatic patients, 2 Lumbago 

Commit Amits legalised, contl oiled or sufferers and 3 Influenza patients, all by rub- 

^ * taxed, have never yet had the hardihood bing externally and Inhalation and found your 

And if that is not an advertisement of to propose that it should be stopped. Balm rendered the desired effect and quick 
the evil of betting and an inducement They would doubtless say that it would "—Aclvt. in Indian Paper, 

to bet, printed by H.M. Stationery Ofiice, be impossible to get such a measure , "“TTI . 

then I will not only eat my hat but my through the British Parliament and im- _ 

boots as well, practicable to enforce it if it became law. circles it is felt that what- 

To me, at any rate, this affair gives But this of course is all my eye — or with regard to the other 

offence.” Like the rest of ns I detest very largely my eye. Most of the off- holes, the nineteenth should, 

other people’s vices, but regard with course betting could be stopped by a be enlarged almost in- 

Christian charity my own ; and, being simpleadministrative Act; for mostof it definitely. 

free from the itch to bet, I look upon is transacted through (a) His Majesty’s “Mr. A, J. Cook, the miners’ secretary, went 
4>etting as on^^of the most futile and telephones or (b) His Majesty’s mails, ''vithout his luuoh at a London restaurant 
de^' 9 ,ding activities of man, and prob- The vast machinery by which the rich yesterday because he was not pernntted to eat 
ably the most potent force for evil in this are enabled to place their shirts upon reporter \at mi. *. *. . ^ One^night^we had 
couni^,, itjnakes me quite ill to read their fancies with the minimum of in- dinner with the mayor of Blackpool and we took 


Brighter Golf. 

In golfing circles it is felt that what- 
ever is done with regard to the other 


de^' 9 ,ding activities of man, and prob- The vast machinery by which the rich yesterday because he was not pernnfcted to eat 
ably the most potent force for evil in this are enabled to place their shirts upon reporter \at e^ mi. *. *. . ^ One^night^we had 
couni^,, it^iakes me quite ill to read their fancies with the minimum of in- dinner with the mayor of Blackpool and we took 
the betiShg^^^lds in a Sunday news- convenience is wholly provided by His our coats off. ’’’—DaiZ?/ 
paper (next-door ^^tbe weekly column Majesty’s Government — though it is The night we had dinner with the 
of denunciation ^|pbs). It shocks true that His Majesty’s police pursue Bootle Buffaloes they let usr undo our 
me that the high-prieiPl^^s demoral- with more or less energy the bookmakers waistcoats. 
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TRAVELLERS TO THE SEA. 

Another Little Duologue. 

Time — Aug%i^t, Terrible indications of 
packing are in the air, 

Qritmatis 

Myself, They. \ 

Myself (disturbed). I do not ^Yisll to 
go to the sea. 

They (firmly). You must. 

Myself. Why? 

They. Because a room has been 
booked for you in the hotel. 

Myself. To 'what sea do I have to go ? 

They. To the sea in France. 

Myself. Why France ? 

They. Because the hotel in Avhich 
your room has been booked is a hotel in 
France. 

Myself (annoyed by this grim logic). 
Why should I go away at all ? What is 
this urge to lift up the tennis-racquet 
and the golf-clubs, transport them for 
a hundred miles and begin to use them 
again for the same purpose as before ? 
And why the sea ? Is not the English 
country beautiful? The gardens full of 
roses — and roses — and roses? There 
has not been a year for roses like 
this year. Parliament has risen. The 
Cabinet has gone. Where has it gone 
to ? To the hills, the \YOods and streams. 


Already Mr. HENDEBSONputs himself in 
train to pursue the grouse, Mr. Thomas 
applies himself to a battue of the deer 
and Mr. Clynes commences to angle 
for the salmon. My lord Passfield, 

with his bugle and powder-horn 

They. Wliy do you talk in this silly 
w’ay ? 

Myself, Because we are going to 
France, is it not? I put myself to remem- 
ber its ridiculous language. Enfin 

They. Anyhow, you are absolutely 
wrong. All the Cabinet Ministers are 
going to w’ork during the recess. 

Myself. Lucky beggars 1 To engage 
oneself in the affairs, this is the true 
happiness. The sea indeed ! And the 
French sea ! As if the sea by itself \vere 
not bad enough, Avith its waA’es large, 
mysterious and profound, Avith its ab- 
sence annoying of shade and A^erdure, 
AAuth its sand Avhich enters the socks, 
Avith its chalk Avhich finds itself in the 
hair! WTien did our ancestors eA*er Avish 
to go to the sea ? 

They, The children^ 

Myself. Had our ancestors no child- 
ren? Thousands of them. Far more 
^han we ha\^e. Nobody invented the 
sea until a hundred years ago. Ozone 
is the fad of an effete ciAulisation. Did 
Dr, Johnson ever play hockey on the 
beach? Or Oliver Cromw'ell ? Or Sir 


Thomas More ? There was no sand in 
those days; it AA“as all used for hour- 
glasses. D.d Charles II. bathe ? Did 
Milton ever w^ander by the sea ? 

They. Shakespeare \Arote 

Myself. The Master Bacon who wrote 
the Avorks of Shakespeare may hoive 
said, “ Come unto these yellow sands,” 
but it was not a general invitation — 
merely a lot of wretched fairies talking 
to each other. How differently, hoAV far 
more beautifully Master Bacon wrote 
when he AA^rote about gardens 1 He 
neA^er Avrote an essay or a sonnet about 
going to the sea. Still less about going 
to the sea in France ! Think of the 
trouble 

They (unimirressed). There is no 
trouble at ail. 

Myself. The infinite labour of the 
Customs! The donanier plunges his 
hand into the baggage of tiie voyagers. 
There is nothing contraband, but he is 
filled AAUth a curiosity the most intense. 
He pulls out a stuffed rabbit, Qn'est- 
ce qtte dest qiie ca ? A hockey-stick, a 
cricket-bat, et ca ^ What has he found 
now? It is a rubber-horse, a cheval 
de caoutchouc, which floats upon the 
AA^aves. And now? It is a pair ot 
shrimping-trousers, les paiitaJons am 
shrimpes. And now a lotion against 
the bites of insects. He pushes a cry. 
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The whole doimne is in an uproar. What 
are these incredible objects, ces choses 
pour rive f 

They. You know very well that 
nothing of that sorb will occur. 

Myself. I doubt myself of it. Besides, 
it will rain. 

They. Not more than in England. 
Myself. Much more'. And the rain 
in France is of a wetness astonishing, 
sombre, heavy and sad. An orage is 
far worse than a storm. An orage in a 
French novel produces a melancholy 
from which the characters never recover 
for pages and pages. And in this wet 
French hotel by the sea there will be 
nothing whatever to do. 

They. Quite as much as in England 
— ^bridge, gramophone, probably wire- 
less — 

Myself. Talking in French by ex- 
ample! You are going to take me across 
the Channel to listen to a French gramo- 
phone and a French radio-set in a badly 
ventilated French hotel, when I might 
be playing tennis in an English garden 
embalmed with the scent of the English 
rose, or watching the Atlantic beat 
against a weather-clad English cliff, or 
bathing in a Cornish cove. 

They. I thought you didn’t like the 
sea. 

Myself I am speaking of the English 
sea. But the French sea— flat, shallow 
and iUde. 

They. A little time ago you said it 
was large, mysterious and profound. 

Myself, That was a slight inaccuracy. 
Everybody knows that- the French sea 
is too shallow to bathe' in, and the 
' French sand too deep to walk through, 
and the Fren^sh sun so hot that one 
comes out in blisters from top to toe. 

They, But you said it was going to 
rain all the time. 

Myself One does not always find one- 
self responsible for that w^hich one has 
said in haste. M. Bhiand does not, nor 
M. PoiNCAE^:. Assure yourself of it, this 
French sea will be either too hot or too 
cold, and in any case most uncomfort- 
able. If it does not rain there will be a 
drought. There will be no water in the 
hotel. No froide will come out of the 
froide tap and no tiede out of theMede 
tap. The golf will be bad and there will 
be lumps on the tennis-court. 

They. Then you can go to the casino 
at 

Myself. Thatis what I most probably 
. shall do. I shall lose every penny we 
- have and we shall be unable to return. 
Was shall remain in France and eke out 
a mfe^abk livelihood by hunting for 
snails. ^ 

They, The tickets can be booked both 
ways.'"-^ 

Myself (making a k^ffort). What 
are you. going to do withsf^^og ? 


They. The dog is arranged for. He 
will stay with the vet. 

Myself. And the car ? How does the 
car arrange itself ? Do we take the car 
with us ? 

They. The car will stay in the garage. 

Myself. I think I shall stay there 
with it. 

They. Why not stay with the vet ? 

Myself. Anyhow, I refuse to pack my 
own shrimping-trousers. I refuse to 
carry the rubber horse. What time do 
we start ? 

They. Webreakfastat 7.30 to-morrow 
in order to catch the boat-train at 
Victoria. 

Myself (rolling the eyeballs). Mon 
Dieu I . ■ Evoe. 

POTTED POEMS. 

Trie tendency to-day is to shorten 
everything — speeches, serials, sermons 
and even sentences. Why then should 
poetry escape? Why should one be 
forced at different times to memorise 
hundreds of lines of indifferent verse on 
different subjects when an apt, pithy 
and concise treatment of these very 
subjects is even now in the press ? 

The well-known American thinker, 
Mr. Attaboy Hoosh, has placed the 
proofs of these poems and his success at 
my disposal. The poems seem to be a 
trifle disjointed after subjection to the 
process, but what of that ? As he him- 
self says, it may agitate some gink’s 
Angoras, but, believe him, boy, it is the 
cat’s. 

I believe him and append a few 
samples. 

The first is a poem originally entitled 
'How We Brought the Good News from 
Ghent io~ Aix, ThO’ cumbersome title 
goes and is replaced by the terse and 
snappy version — 

SOME EIDE. 

I sprang to the- saddle, and Joris and He. 

I galloped, Dirckgalloped, we gtilloped all three. 
At full speed we gallop^ for everyone’s sakes, 
But Dirck fell, and Joris ; alone I reached Aix ; 
And from lhat day to this I have not— tho’ 
mgent ’twas — 

The slightest idea what the good news from 
Ghent was. 

There is a good deal of poetic licence 
in the last two lines, licence which Mr, 
Hoosh says Beowning would surely have 
endorsed. Certainly someone should. 

Space does not permit me to quote 
from Sen’s End,” a poem about 
Assyrians by Geoege N. Byeon. We 
must now pass on to a poem by William 
"W. WoEDSWOETH, rechristened “Clouds 
and Flowers.” The rhyme scheme seems 
to have been tampered with slightly, 
but Mr. Hoosh assures me that it ex- 
presses the sense of the poem better : — 
CLOUDS AND FLOWERS. 

I wandered pensive o’er the hills 

And saw a hest of daffodils 


Which danced and danced, but little thought 
What wealth to me this show had brought. 
So, having mused on them aloud, 

I wandered lonely as a cloud. 

Mr. Hoosh has had this syncopated 
by Al. Kahlson and the Eight Bed- Hot 
Cucumbers, and is prepared to wager 
that it will knock Britain endways for 
a row of canned beans. 

That merciless bore, The Ancient 
Mariner^ has been compressed almost 
beyond recovery. 

THE LOONEY’S CRUISE. 

It was an ancient mariner, 

“ There was a ship,” quoth he— 

The Wedding Guest fell down and dropped 
Like lead into the sea. 

Alone, alone, all, all alone 
And quite of sense forlorn, 

Like one that hath been seven day s drowned 
He rose the morrow morn. 

Horatius has also suffered a sea- 
change into something rich — very rich 
and strange : — 

THE GRAND SLAM. 

Lars Porsena of Clusium 
By the nine gods he swore ; 

Seeing Horatius standing there 
He swore by several more. 

But when he found the bridge was down 
His speech grew uncontrolled ; 

Of course men swore like troopers 
In the brave days of old I 

The version strikes me as inadequate, 
but I quite see that it is the compression 
that matters, not the divine spark. 

Mr. Hoosh kindly informs me that he 
has under consideration a further volume 
entitled Snappy Snips from Passionate 
Plays. Hamlet is compressed as under, 
in the style of the author of Biography 
for Beginners : — 

Hamlet met a ghost. 

The ghosb was rather 
Like his father, 

So he killed his mother 
And many another. 

It sounds rather crude, 

But he was such a prude. 

'Well, as Mr. Hoosh says, get an eye- 
ful of that, bo!’ Five Acts in seven 
hnes. Can you beat it ? 

I have recommended him to beat it as 
soon — and as fast — as possible. 


Our Careless Waterways, 

“ Rivers often change their course and pass 
on leaving behind them their beds, basins, 
etc.” — Extract from a SchoolgirVs Geography 
Paper. 

Revelatiioiis Which We Refuse to Believe.. 

“ A. W. Carr, of course, is not new to Test 
match captaincy. He captained most of the 
England team which played Australia when the 
latter were last in this country.” 

Liverpool Paper. 


An Apology Which- the Public Will 
Demand. 

“A. P. F. Chapman made his first appearance 
of the season after returning from Australia, 
and without having much to do, he failed with 
his customary sureness.” — Daily Paper. 
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Northern Visitor. “ Hoo MUCH DAE YE CHAIEGE FOR THEY CHAIRS i ” 

Attendant. “Tuppence each.” 

Northern Visitor. “Wad YE BE payin’ the carriage on them to Kirkcudbetoht ef I tak’ sax 


ONE OF THE TEAM. 

Last night, as my fancy went roaming 
Through the gateway of dream and 
beyond, 

Cinderella sat sad in the gloaming 
Till a wave of the godmother’s wand 
Had changed into sparkle and spangle 
The poor little rags that she wore, 
Had decked her in necklet and bangle 
And called up her carriage- and-four. 

I heard the light feet on the gravel, 

I heard the faint tap of the bars, 

1 saw the long whip-lash unravel 
And glint in the light of the stars ; 


Then the dream-shadows ceased to 
enwreathe me ; 

I woke — ^not a sound in the house — 
And there on the carpet beneath me 
Was sitting a little brown mouse. 

He carried no gall of the leather, 

No mark where a collar had lain ; 

I could not for certain say ^whether 
He ever had bent to a rein ; 

I don’t know his name or his breeder’s, 
I can’t prove him part of the scheme, 
But he may have been one of the 
leaders 

Who pulled in tlie godmother’s 
team. 


I moved, and his ebon eyes glistened, 
And swiftly he flicked o’er the floor ; 

I waited, I w^atched and I listened, j 
But saw him and lieard him no I 
more. | 

ThoughI frankly discredit all dealers 
In witchcraft, in spite of it all I 

He may have been one of the wheelers 
Who galloped the coach to the ball. 

— W. H. O. 

Statements Which Cannot be Impeached 

“ IMeanwliilG his new churcli at Sout^hcrtfee 
is progressing. We hear that amor^ some of 
its new architectural features themes to be a 
lovely lily pond iu front— given donor,” 
S0iah-Cmmiry Paper. 
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HINTS ON LIVING ALONE. 

I. — Making Things. 

One of the most marked effects of 
liniig the simple life in a cottage is the 
impetus ^vhich it gives to the creative 
instinct. Ever since I began to live 
alone I have been making things of one 
sort or another. It is therefore with the 
knowledge of an experienced creator that 
I offer the following observations to the 
public: — 

(а) Making a Bed, — This is unneces- 
sary, and almost impossible, anyway ; it 
should only be attempted by those who 
can afford sleepless nights. It is done 
by thumping the pillows with the fists 
and throwing the sheets very high up into 
the air. The former of these two move- 
ments (although, as far as I have been 
able to discover, pointless) has the merit 
of being easy to do; the latter, on the 
other hand, is very difficult and must 
be done continuously for about three- 
quarters of an hour until the sheets fall 
fiat and evenly distributed on the bed. 

Blankets are big things and very con- 
fusing; they can be wrapped several 
times round a bed, but when the opera- 
tion is finished the bed-maker will find 
himself so implicated as to be virtually 
in bed. Beds should therefore be made, 
if at all, last thing at night. 

(б) Making a Chocolate-Puddmg , — 
There are four possible stages in making 
a chocolate-pudding, but the later stages 
are not always reached. 

Put some milk on the fire — in a pan, 
of course ; this is Stage 1. Then add 
cornflour and chocolate {plain chocolate 
preferably), which will produce either 
Stage 2a, viz,, brown porridge or Stage 
2b, viz., brown soup. In the case of 2a 
the pudding must now be abandoned ; 
m the case of 2b the soup need not be 
abandoned yet. 

Put the brown soup in the oven. 
Opening the oven door ten minutes later 
you will observe Stage 3, viz,, a browm 
balloon. Close the oven door again and 
wait with your ear close to it for a 
muffled report ; this will indicate that 
the chocolate-pudding has exploded 
(Stage 4) and can now definitely be 
abandoned. 

(c) Making a Mess, — ^This is done in 
the oven, the recipe being the same as 
for a chocolate-pudding. 

(d) Making a Mistake, — This is much 
easier than a bed or a chocolate-puddingy 
but not so interesting as a Laundry 
List. It often starts as a baked custard 
and, therefore has sugar in it ; this un- 
fortunately proves fatal wdien it becom es 
scramble# e^^but is useful in the event 
of a pane&e oe^uri'ing. 

(e) Making a Baiekdfy List, — Laundry 
; lists are like Generarlfenpwledge Ques- 
I tions in the newspapers ^d are a sort 


of speculative exercise. Eirst you put 
all the dirty clothes on the floor and 
watch them for a time. Then you shut 
your eyes and guess how many articles 
of each kind there are in the heap ; after 
that you write your estimate in a little 
ruled exercise-book and your answers 
are corrected by the Laundry. The 
correct solution is sent with the clean 
clothes the following week. (I have got 
the pyjamas right three times out of four 
and the handkerchiefs once; it is quite 
interesting.) 

(/) Maying Conversatio7t,^'RB>ppQm 
in the garden while you are thinning 
out the lobelia, etc. You ask your 
neighbour questions during a westerly 
gale and he replies the following \veek 
when the wind has veered round to the 
east. 

(g) Making Hay, — Indistinguishable 
from making a bed. 

Qi) Making Both Ends Meet, — Is done 
in parallel columns in an account-book 
on Saturdays, and happens at infinity. 

(i) Making a Will, — ^It is really better 
to do this before embarking on the 
Simple Life at all. 

II.— Areangement of Eooms. 

The best plan is to have one special 
room where you put the furniture and 
any rugs or mats that you happen to 
possess. This leaves you all the other 
rooms free to do anything you like with. 
For instance, it is a good thing tp have 
a room where you put all tlie small 
mobile things, such as boots, apples, 
golf-balls, hats, etc., and another room 
where you do all the cooking. A cook- 
ing-room ought to be quite big and 
empty so that there is room to spill 
things without spilling them on to any- 
thing. Then of course there has to be 
a room that you can live in, but this 
will be decided for you when y^^ou know 
which is the chimney that does not 
smoke. 

III. — ^Various Difficulties. 

(а) Sugar is a very difficult thing to 
know much about; everybody knows 
that salt’Or-sugar quandary, but very 
few people have really experienced I 
ground-rice. The latter is not, as is 
generally supposed, born a milk-pudding 
but has an earlier chrysalis stage in 
which it is indistinguishable from granu- 
lated sugar; sprinMed over strawberries- 
and-cream it tastes like nothing so much 
as a Bed Admiral prematurely evolved. 

If there is any moth-ball in the house 
it is better not to risk confusion by 
attempting lump-sugar at all ; naphtha- 
line in tea is eerie, and*no amount of 
lump-sugar among the spare blankets 
will dishearten a really plucky moth. 

(б) Ghosts are difficult and annoying 
things and are caused by heifers, owls, 
goats, etc. For example, there is a heifer 


living in this neighbourhood which purrs 
on mild nights and roars on wild ones : 
it takes a long time to get en rapport 
with this. Then there is a sadly con- 
fused owl, which hoots a good deal 
during what seems to me the afternoon, 
thus causing misgiving if, as is usually 
the case, all the clocks have stopped. 

Tethered goats are distracting things; 
they are the opposite of clocks and have 
to be unwound at frequent intervals 
throughout the day. During the night 
they constitute ghosts by shuffling their 
feet and looking uncanny from either 
end. 

(c) The Bathroom, — It is impossible 
when living alone to remember that 
there is no need to lock the bathroom 
door; the fact that one need not have 
locked it is not a consoling reflection 
when one cannot unlock it again and 
has to remain in the bathroom until 
the postman calls. There is something 
humiliating about being released from 
a bathroom by the postman. 


HOSPITALITY. 

[In the last six months Kettering has been 
visited by six thousand six hundred and sixty- 
one tramps.] 

The casual wards of England 
Are various in cheer ; 

Some are benevolently run, 

Others are more severe ; 

But Kettering, oh ! Kettering, 

The home from home of Kettering 
Is good beyond all bettering 
And stands without a peer. 

The vagabonds of England, 

Barring when cold or damp, 
Prefer the skies for canopy 
And the pale moon for lamp ; 
But Kettering, ah 1 Kettering, 

The evening bell of Kettering 
Will never fail to get a ring 
Erom any neighbouring tramp. 

The householders of England 
Are liberal to the core, 

TheyTike to pay the Union rate 
And wish that it were more ; 

But Kettering, my Kettering, 

I claim the palm for Kettering, 
Which carves in golden lettering 
“Welcome"’ above its door. 

Dum-Dum. 


Statements Which Induce Gapes. 

“Sir Basil Deane, author of ‘Loyalties,’ 
‘ Young Woody’ aud ‘ The Constant Nymph,’ 
is on his way to Hollywood where he wdll 
produce John Galsworthy’s escape from the 
screen .” — Hollywood Paper, 


“Sir Oswald Mosley, Chancellor of the 
Duchy of Lancaster, addressing the Durham 
miners’ gala, attended by over 1,150,000 people 
to-day, said . , Evening Paper. 

You need to be a Soc. Bart, to get a 
gala like that together. 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

The D 10 TA.TOE. 

Once there was a Dictator who was_ 
determined to have nobody but good 
people in his country, but as he couldn’t 
expect to make everybody good all at 
once he told Parliament to pass a law 
that there must be at least one good 
person in every family or they would 
have to give up their house to some- 
body else. Because there weren’t enough 
houses to go round, and the Dictator 
thought it would be a good start if there 
was* at least one good person in each of 
them. 

Well it was rather difficult to get it 
all arranged and there had to 
be a lot of Inspectors to go 
round and see about it. And -- 

one of the Inspectors went to — 

the house of a family called r=r 
Eisotto, and he said I am sorry 
to have to turn you out, because 1 

if you have to give up this 1 

house you won’t be able to get 
another one and I’m sure I 
don’t know what you will do, 1 ...:=^ 
but you are such a dreadful lot 
that I don’t see how I can 
: help it. IP 

I And Mr. Eisotto said why 
iwhat is the matter with us‘? 

! We are as good as anybody else f 
and I pay my rent regularly. 

The Inspector said yes but pr \ 
how do you pay it ? 

And he said well I pay it out 
of wffiat I make by taking 1 

clocks and fur-rugs and things 
like that cut of motor-cars and j , 

selling them, and if I am caught i 

I am quite ready to go to prison 
for it, so what is the objection ? 

don’t know, but you can’t call 
it good exactly can you ? And 
your wife takes in washing and 
often keeps back things and sa^^s they ' 
were lost in the wash when all the time 
you or one of your children are w^ear- 
ing them. 

i Mr. Eisotto said well we can’t go 
about without anything on, can we ? I 
think the Dictator is. very unreasonable 
and it is quite time somebody assassin- 
ated him. 

The Inspector said now that is just 
the sort of thing he doesn’t like people 
saying, and if I were to repeat it to him 
you would get jnto trouble, but as I am 
sorry for you I shall say nothing about it. 
K only one of your children were good 
tie migiit lepyou go on living in this 
hou^,.but I^have asked the neighbours 
about therd and .they say they are per- 
fectly &^ul. Your little boy steals milk- 
bottles that are put outside front-doors, 
one of your little girls fallSfdown just in 


front of ladies coming out of shops so 
that they can’t help tripping over her, 
and the other one snatches their bags 
and runs away with them before they 
have time to get up. So you can’t call 
any of your children good can you ? 

Mr. Eisotto said well two of them 
perhaps you can’t, but there is no law 
against falling down on the pavement, 
or if there is I have never heard of it. 
But there are so many new laws now 
that you can’t keep them all in your 
head. 

The Inspector said well I haven’t 
time to go into all that, and as you can’t 
point to one single member of your 
family who could pass the easiest exam- 
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‘‘‘You ARE NOT so GOOD AS A DOG.’” 

ination in goodness I am afraid you will 
have to go. 

Mr. Eisotto said well wait a minute, 
what about William ? 

The Inspector said who is William ? 
and he said well he is a member of my 
family, and he is so good that he goes 
on loving you even when you kick him 
for something he hasn’t done, and he 
has never told a lie in his life, and if 
anybody tried to hurt any of us he would 
go on fighting them even if they were 
much bigger than he was and neax'ly 
killed him. Now does the Dictator call 
that good or not 7 

The Inspector said well I haven’t 
had time to get up all the rules but I 
should think he would, is William your 
nephew ? 

Mr. Eisotto said no he is our Sealy- 
ham, there he is wagging his tail at you, 


and*that shows how good he is because 
you have come here to turn us out of 
our house, and yet he likes you and is 
returning good for evil. 

Well the Inspector didn’t quite know 
what to say about it, and there wasn’t 
anything about Sealyhams in his book 
of rules, but William was really a mem- 
ber of Mr. Eisotto’s family because he 
slept on his bed and had his meals with 
them only on the floor instead of the 
table, and he never drank beer or whisky 
which the Dictator thought there was 
too much of and wanted to do away with. 
So he said he would ask the Dictator ' 
about it and perhaps it would be all 
right, but he couldn’t say for certain. 

So he asked him about it, 
and the Dictator said well I 
' wasn’t thinking of Sealyhams 
when I made up the law, but 
I want to be fair all round so 
that the newspapers can’t say 
I am a tyrant, so I will let it 
count this time but not again. 
^ So Mr. Eisotto was allowed 

\ to stay in his house and he 
\ \ became quite famous, because 
f Wj soon afterwards the Dictator 
/ J ^ speech about him and 
his Sealyham, and he said it 
ought to make people ashamed 
1 Ij i that very few of them were as 
I \ good as dogs were, although 
they had so many more ad- 
vantages, especially living in 
1 I a country where there was a 
W g Dictator who wanted them to 
be good more than anything 
H else, and they had better look 
out for themselves if they 
" weren’t. 

Well Mr. Eisotto knew he 
■■ had had rather a narrow es- 
■ cape so he thought he had 
~ better turn over a new leaf, 
and he told his wife and child- 
ren that they were to do it 
too. And first of all he was rather an- 
noyed with William for being better 
than they were and kicked him for 
it. And William gave a yelp, because 
it; hurt him, but then he wagged his tail 
and licked Mr, Eisotto’s hand so as to 
show him that he didn’t bear him any 
malice. And Mr. Eisotto said to his wife 
and children there now see that, it is 
quite true what the Dictator said in his 
speech, William is much better than 
you are, though he hasn’t had your ad- 
vantages, and you ought to be ashamed 
of yourselves that you are not so good 
as a dog, and if I ever catch you doing 
anything wrong again I shall give you 
a good welting. 

And Mrs. Eisotto said yes that 's all 
very well, but how are we going to live ? 
and he said why do some honest work, 
look at William, he doesn’t steal ladies’ 
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bags and keep things back out of the 
wash. 

Mrs. Eisotto said no and he doesn’t 
take clocks and fur>rugs out of motor- 
cars either, what are you going to do ? 
and he said you w'ait and see. 

Well what Mr. Eisotto did was to 
sell Sealyhams and other dogs to people 
who wanted to have them because of 
what the Dictator had said in his speech 
about dogs, because they were ashamed 
of being worse than dogs and a lot of 
them wanted to keep them so that they 
could see how they behaved. And at 
first he stole the dogs, but after he had 
had several litters of puppies he grew 
ashamed of that because he knew Wil- 
liam would never have done it, and he 
became known for being as honest as a 
dog-dealer could be. And the Dictator 
heard of it and sent him a letter to say 
how pleased he was to hear that he had 
turned over a new leaf and was helping 
other people to do it by selling them a 
good class of dog. 

So Mr. Eisotto had the letter framed 
and hung up in his shop, and after that 
more people bought dogs of him than 
ever, especially Sealyhams because of 
William, and he grew quite rich. And 
the people got so much better in their 
behaviour that the Dictator had to see 


about having a lot more houses built, 
because the Inspectors couldn’t find 
enough bad people to turn out of the 
old ones. . A. M. 


NEWS OF THE NOTED. 

Mr. W^. B. Xe.ats 

Eebuked some Scouts from the States 
For holding a jamboree 
On the Lake Isle of Innisfree. 

Mr. G. B. Shaw 
Detected a flaw^ 

In the statement of a man wdio said, 
All the greatest dramatists are dead.” 

Sir NiGEii Playfair 
Toured Mayfair, 

But decided that he still liked best 
Hammersmith, W. 

IMr. John Drinkwater 
Imbibed some pink water 
To get himself into condition 
For writing a poetical drama round Pro- 
hibition. 

Mr. M.atheson Lang 
'Was attacked by a gang. 

Look here,” he said, “ J onh’ engage 
In these affairs on the stage,” 

Lord Ee VDING 
Attended a wedding, 


W^earing a turban which bad come his 
w’ay 

During his Indian stay. 

iMr. ]\[elbourne Inman 
Said to a very thin man, 

‘‘I could almost use you 
For a cue.” 

Mr. Pat Hendren 

Trimmed his cap with a rhododendron, 
W^hich vastly amused the hoi'des 
Of spectators at Lord’s. 


Warning to the Parents of Bradford. 

“ City of Bradfoi’d Co-operative Society 
Limited. The Children’s Carnival . . . Head 
of Proce.=^fiion to finish at the Society’s Abat- 
toi r . — Bradford Bayyer. 


The Dramatic Note in Advertising. 

Sale from June l^t. Is it ^ Yea, indeed ! 
Crepe Nighty for only Ra. 10,50! Petticoat 
also same. ^Maat about Bloomer? la it also 
same *? Oh, no ! Only Rs. 4/75 ! Como soon 
and take ! ! ! Best bargains very soon snatched. 
What a pity to loose III” 

Sale Poster in Bombay, 


A London gossip writer has noticed several 
women wearing * back-to-front ’ stockings. Tim 
fronts are plain; the hacks are embroidered 
with mice and wasps, and even snakes.” 

Blacl'hurn Paper, 

We just wear ladders at the back of ours. 



An Echo of the Drought. 





THE RIME OF THE EMPIRE MARKETING 
BOARD; 

OR, A Still More Departmental Ditty. 

[Writtea after reading the annual report of 
the above-mentioned invaluable organisation 
and in the full belief that the business and 
sentimental aspects of the Imperial idea can 
only be harmonised in verse.] 

Wherevee the steamship slides along 
And the frozen meats are stored, 
Wherever the strong man meets the| 
strong . ■ 

In the harvest-lands there runs the 
song 

Of the Empire Marketing Board! 

The hairy stevedore spits an oath 
On the rim of the Seven Seas, 

But the train and the tide and the time 
keep troth. 

And the bent banana feels the growth 
Of the Board’s activities. 

Eoi\ these are they that among the 
nations 

Have leftais not in the lurch, 

But pressed^ ,^ith infinite care and 
patience 

Economic iiu;estigBife>:^s 
And 'Subsid-ti^,res€siMb: 


These are they that have scorned de- 
lights 

(The wharfside ranger sings !) 

And bred benevolent parasites 
To harry the bug that gnaws and bites 
Imperial crops and things. 

Pest of the land that knows no lord 
Save only the lord of flies, 

Him the Empire Marketing Board 
Hunts, and the good bug has reward, 
But the bad bug droops and dies. 

Far away on the white man’s road 
The white man’s burden runs, 

And the care of the Board has been 
bestowed 

On a transport unit to handle a load 
Of fifteen to twenty tons 1 

I 

Sweet for stock is the English grass, 
And the Marketing Board hath seen 
Cattle and sheep of pedigree cktss 
Bound for the daughter farm-lands pass 
Through the London Quarantine. 

Fruit of the sun-kissed vine, what aids 
Put you in cask and keg ? 

Whose was the stamp that never fades 
That sealed you in your varying grades, 
O grape-fruit and 0 egg ? 


Till never a meat and never a fruit 
(The blown gull cries the fable) 

That was not spoil of the All-Bed Eoute 
Or spilth of the Island Mother’s loot 
Shall stand on the breakfast-table. 

Wherever the wild-fowl watch the moon, 
Or the frozen meats are stored, 

Or the lorry shouts to the locked lagoon, 
By freight and invoice runs the rune 
Of the Empire Marketing Board ! 

Evoe. 

Apologies Which Might Have Been Made 
More Perfectly, 

‘•Through an error ... an adverfcisement 
was published in the Daily Mirror on July 16 
in which the name of the Countess of liindsey 
was spelt with an ‘ a ’ instead of an ‘ e.’ We 
express our unqualified regret to the Countess I 
of Lindsay for this mistake .” — Daily Mirror, 

The next one ought to be fun. 

“New 'Road to Avoid Elephant?” 

Headline in Evening Falser. 

After seeing Simha we are in favour 
of this. 

“Paris, Monday. 

In the final of the Preach Singles Champion- 
ship to-day, Rene Lacoste eat Jean Borotra.” 

. •*' An$tralian Paper. 

That should settle it. 




AT THE EEPAEATIONS CIEGUS. 


(THE HAGUE ; AUGUST 6.) 

BaiTisH Lion. “PLEASE, SIE, COULD YOU STOP THEM MONKEYING WITH MY BATIO^-?” 
Me. Snowden. “I SHALL OBETAINLY LODGE A PEOTEST." 
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MY HOLIDAY GUIDES. 

If I do not benefit to the fullest 
eKtent from my summer holiday it will 
be because I have foolishly persisted in 
thinking I know how to enjoy myself 
instead of grasping in blind trustfulness 
the strong and capable hands stretched 
out to me from all sides. 

There was a time when I held the 
crude old-fashioned notion that a sum- 
mer holiday was a simple go-as-you- 
' please affair. I know better now. I 
should not, for example, dream of start- 
ing on a holiday without a careful 
perusal of Lady B.*s directions for 
‘‘Enjoying the Eailway Journey.’' I 
feel I have need to enjoy the raihvay 
journey, for, to tell you the truth, I am 
just a little exhausted after wrestling 
with the vanload of luggage which I 
have accumulated after profiting from 
“ Some Simple Hints on Packing ” by 
“A Well-known Lady Novelist.” 

According to Lady B. (who, you may 
recollect, is also an authority on “Table 
Decoration” and “Baby’s First Year”), 
it is useless for me to expect to enjoy 
the railway unless I endeavour to amuse 
the children in the right way on the 
journey. 

Children of a less instructed era used 
to amuse themselves by looking out of 
the window, spraying themselves with 
orange- juice and kicking the shins of 
other passengers. These simple primi- 
tive delights are not encouraged by 
Lady B., who offers suggestions for 
w^hat she calls ‘ ‘ intelligent amusement, ” 
ranging from organised games to intel- 
lectual discussions between parent and 
child. 

I have seen these admirable precepts 
put into practice by conscientious mod- 
ern parents, and I must say they seem 
to me to work very well. The strain of 
arousing sufficient juvenile intelligence 
for the combined purposes of education 
and- entertainment causes the con- 
scientious parents to wrangle bitterly 
between themselves, with the highly 
satisfactory result that the children, 
bored by their elders’ mutual recrimin- 
ations, drop off to sleep. The parents 
themselves gradually sink into a coma 
of sheer exhaustion, whereupon their off- 
spring wake up and steal forth into the j 
guard’s van, where they employ their 
recuperated intelligence in the good 
old-lashioned way by mixing up the 
luggage and trying to work the hand- 
brake. 

In spite of the temptation to try the 
effect of intelligent railw^ay travel on 
our fourteen-months-old twins, I think 
it will be more fun to let Henry run us 
down by road. I am anxious, while he 
overhauls the ear and plays with our 
mountain of luggage which the unseen 
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WITHIN THE LAW, 

Dramatic Moment in Suburbia during the Drought. 

hand of “Well-known Lady Novelist ” do, so much to worry about (I love his 
has thrust upon him,. to read to him cheery chat on “Holiday Death-Traps 
what “Our Motoring Correspondent” for the Unwary”), that I am really 
has to say about “ Happy Holidays at thankful to be back at w^ork again, 
the Wheel.” ^ Which of course is how the right sort of 

At the seaside itself my best fnend holiday should make one feel. D. C. 
and counsellor is “ Distinguished Phy- ==============^ 

sician,” who is more than a father to “Yorkshire Beat Warwick. 

me. “ Distinguished Physician ” tells SuteliSe batt-ed finely on a warm pitch. , . 
me what to eat and drink, how to use Liverpool Paper, 

my respiratory organs to the best ad- InveryhoGweather some batsmen piefer 
vantage, how to keep cool, when not their wickets iced, 
fco bathe, how to move my body when .... 


Dusmess wnen y ou are rmnaing aooui/ quick scoring. Deane set his two left- 
it and requires expert instruction), the handed bowlers at him at once.” 
right wav to lie in bed and how to keep Erenhuf Paper, 

my blood in good condition. Mr. Punch deprecates this attempt at 

“ Distinguished Physician ” is a per- brighter cricket as not in the best in- 
fect treasure. He gives me so much to terests of the game. 
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THE LADY OF THE LAKE. 

Hullo 1 said Patricia. 

“ Hullo ! ” I answered. 

“ Mummy and Daddy aren't up yet,’‘ 
slie continued ; “ they don't get up till 
it 's almost time for breakfast. Aunt 
Marjory isn’t up yet, either; but she 
doesn’t have to get up till after break- 
fast because she ’s a guest. -I ’m the 
only one up.” 

“I also am up,” I corrected. 

•'* Why did you get up so early when 
you’re a guest ? ” she a«ked. 

‘^Because I like walking, 
round the grounds in the early 
morning,” I explained. 

‘ ‘ Did you hope Aunt Marjory 
would be up so you could walk 
round with her? ” 

‘‘ I could wish for no more 
charming companion to share 
my walk than the one I have 
found here,” I replied. 

Patricia giggled. Good breed- 
ing or perhaps a praiseworthy 
ignorance of the existence of 
the word prevented her from 
saying, ‘‘ Garn 1 ” 

In view; of what I had just 
seen in the walled garden 1 studi- 
ously refrained from suggesting 
that we should take a turn 
there. I had no desire to em- 
barrass my young friend, so we 
strolled in thoughtful silence 
past the roses, across the lawn 
and down the slope towards 
the small lake that hes at the 
bottom of the grounds. 

You make up stories, don’t 
you ? ” Patricia suddenly asked 
me. 

I admitted that I did. 

“ So do IJ’ she said in a tone 
that gave me to understand 
that I need not swank about it. 

“ What SOI t of stories do you 
make up ? ” 

I asked the question with 
studied deference lest she should 
think I was patronising her. 

** Mostly about a Princess who lives 
in a castle on the island in the lake,” 
she answered. 

Our walk had brought us to the 
, summer-house that stands on what 
nature had made an island but the hand 
of man has converted into a peninsula, 
■so. I concluded that we were standing 
iOutside the castle she referred to. Now 
I too had often built castles in the air 
^hat looked just like that summer-house, 
and PJiad dreamed dreams wherein a 

beautifuhy^ung lady 

* “Won’t you-.make up a story for me 
now ? ” 'PaM||a'interrupted. 

“ All right,''’,!' sus^d ; “ shall it be about 
your Princess ? 


“ If you like,” she agreed. 

“ Very well,” I said. “ One fine sum- 
mer day a man was walking through the 
woods on the island when suddenly he 

came upon a beautiful Princess ” 

“ A man ? It ought to be a Prince. 
I thought you knew all about stories.” 

“ This was just an ordinary man,” I 
continued, “and not much of a man 
either. The Princess would have been 
quite justified in taking no notice of 
him, but she had a kind heart and she 
was tall — but not too tall — and dark — 
but not too dark ” 



BniUis {Sir William Jowitt), “If then a feiend 

DE1VLA.ND WHY BKUTUS EOSE AGAINST OiESAE, THIS IS MY 

axswee: ‘Not that I loved 0.®sar less, but that 

I LOVfin MYSELF— I MEAN BOME— MORE.’ ” 




“My Princess is short and fair, 
really,” Patricia corrected, “but you 
can make her just like Aunt Marjory if 
you ’d rather.” 

“ And the man,” I went on, hurriedly 
getting back on to ^fer ground, “though 
fully aware of his own unworthiness, 
asked tlie Princess to be his wife ; and 
they lived happily ” 

“ What a master of the short story 
the man is ! ” a voice broke in, and Aunt 
Marjory herself, fully armed with the 
implements for letter- writing, emerged 
from the summer-house. 

“ Patricia,” I said sternly, “ you have 
slandered your Aunt Marjory. Yqu 
told me she was having her breakfast 
in bed. And, so you don’t think much 


of my story ? ” I added, turning from 
the niece to the aunt. 

“I didn’t think it was a very con- 
vincing story,” the aunt replied. 

“ What’s wrong with it *? ” I asked. 

“ Well, in the first place,” said Mar- 
jory, “ the man couldn’t very well pro- 
pose to the Princess there and then, 
because there was another person pre- 
sent, a young lady who had fled to the 
island for sanctuary.” 

“ Why had the young lady done that, 
Aunt Marjory ? ” Patricia asked. 

“ Because very early one morning she 
had gone out into the garden 
of the King, who lived on the 
mainland,” my collaborator 
went on, “and she had seen a 
nice ripe peach right up at 
the top of the tree where she 
couldn’t reach. And so,- though 
she knew it was quite wrong to 
eat between 'meals, she got a 
box and climbed up on it and 
just ^ managed to reach the 
branch- where the ripe peach 
was. ■ But -the silly old box 
toppled over and she had to 
hang on to the branch. And 
then the branch broke — and it 
was a very big branch, too — 
and the young lady fell down 
on top of the strawberry-bed, 
and that didn’t do the straw- 
berries much good, either ; and 
so she fled to the island for 
sanctuary,” Marjory concluded. 

Kemembering the devasta- 
tion I had seen in the garden 
that morning, I looked hard at 
Patricia ; but not the slightest 
sign of embarrassment did she 
show. 

“ And what happened then? ” 
the child asked with assurance 
so superb that it almost bor- 
dered on insolence. 

“Your turn to go on with 
the story,” Marjory said to me, 
smiling. 

“ Well, the man thought for 
a moment when he found this other 
young person with the Princess,” I went 
on,“ and then he said to her, ‘ Now look 
here, young lady, I want to talk to the 
Princess — about' something most im- 
portant, and, if you don’t run away and 
seek sanctuary somewhere else, I’ll go 
over to the mainland and tell the King 
who it was who broke down his peach- 
tree and ruined his strawberry- bed; 
and I’ll tell him where to find her 
too.” 

“I’m going to see if somebody really 
has broken down the peach-tree,” Pat- 
ricia announced ; and she walked off 
without turning a hair. 

. “ And .when the young lady had gone 
away,” I resumed to my happily de- 
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Mistress (improvmg thesUnmg hour), “REMKMBifiK tha.t difficultie,^ and troubles help to steengthen the chaeacter,” 
Uavd-of-alhivorlc. “I ’ope tou’ll remember it when you ’as to mine.” 


pleted audience, ‘‘what do you think 
the Princess said to the man ? ” 

“’I know,” Marjory answered; “she 
said she would never dream bf marry- 
ing a man who would treat a damsel in 
distress in such a scurvj" manner.” 

“ So she sent him a-way ? ” I asked, 
crestfallen. 

“ No she gave him another chance. 
She told him he must prove his love by 
doing a knightly deed for her sake.” 

“ And the task she set him ? ” ^ 
“Was to journey to the Court of the 
King, 'who lived on the mainland. And 
when he got there he was to go to the 
King and say, ‘ Your' Majesty, if you 
think that any youtig lady has been 
breaking down your peach-tree and 
ruining your strawberry -bed, you are 
making the biggest mistake of your 
life. I alone am responsible for the 
havoc wrought in your wall-garden.’ ” 

• “But look here, Marjory,” I protested, 
‘ ‘ I can't go up to ybur brother-inlaw and 
say, I Please, George, I cafmot tell a lie : 
Patricia didn’t bi'eak down your peach- 
tree. I did it.’ It’s absurd,” I concluded. 


“Yet I must do it if you won’t,” 
Marjory sighed, 

“ But why ? ” I asked. “ Surely we 
can leave Patricia to the mercies of her 
far too indulgent parents ? Why should 
either of us shoulder the blame for this 
lapse from righteousness on your niece’s, 
part ? ” 

“ Because the child is not guilty of 
any offence,” Marjory replied. 

“ Do you mean to tell me that Pat- 
ricia didn’t climb up on that box after 
a peach this morning ? ” I demanded, 

“Patricia did not,” she answered, “ but 
I did.” - — . 

NICHOLAS CULPEPER. 

There was a London doctor 
Who searched the starry skies 
And gathered from the planets 
That poplar helped the eyes, 

That clary took out splinters 
And borage cleansed the skin ; 
And borage grew at Deptford 
: And clary by Gray’s Inn. 

. The victim of the vapours 
He dosed with hellebore ; 


He made up buck’s-horn plantain 
The agued to restore ; 

In Tothill Fields he found it 
(Or “Tuttle,” as he spells), 

And juniper at “Dulledge ” 

Beside ‘‘the New-found Wells.” 

For plague he gave star-thistle, 

For gout the garden bean 
(Star-thistle, and in plenty^ 

Sprang up on Mile End Green) ; 
And lilies-of-the-valiay 
Were comforting and mild 
And helped the vital spirits 
And gl*e^Y at Hampstead wild. 

He served his generation 
Till 1651, 

Culling his easy simples 
Where we shall see no more ; 

But many a London doctor 
Would find life pretty thin 
If borage grew at Deptford 
And clary by Gray’s Inn. 

“£80,000 Washington Bi'st Ox Liner,” 
Daily Paper, 

That ’s the sort of party we like to go to. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Blackmail ” (Capitol), 

The First British xAll-Talkie Super- 
Film.” So says the programine. But 
vihy ‘‘All-Talkie”? It is not “All- 
Talkie ” (which is a iliercy, for the 
speechless parts tell most). xAnd why 



Alice White (Miss Airier O.vzjbj) after the 
murder* Golly ! They *ve forgotten to 

STAIN THE KNIFE ! ” 

in the name of lunacy “ Super ” ? There 
is completely nothing “super” about 
it. It is just an ordinary sub-film, with 
some sound and speech accompaniment 
and a good deal of sardine music. And, 
if it w’ere a hundred times super with a 
hundred hyphens, why say so ? Let the 
critics and the public say that. Why 
must the First British Thingummy ape 
the disgusting brag of Mr. Carl Bryson 
and those like him “oyer there ” ? 

I will. say at once that this British 
xAll-Talkie Super-Film is much more 
endurable than any xAmerican All-Talkie 
Super- Super* Film I have seen, though, 
thank Heaven , I have not seen them all. 
That is to say, I would rather listen to 
a bad British gramophone than to a bad 
American gramophone. ^ . But, patriot 
though I am, I will not pretend that I 
did not bitterly begrudge the eight - 
and-sixpence I paid for my hundred 
minutes in a hot place. But then, I 
confess, I detest the all-talkie. It is a 
bastard creature, with a horrible name, 
conceived in the lust of money, begotten 
.. Jn a muddle and doomed to an early but 
"'expensive death. So the “ talkie-fan ” 
(Lord, .^hat words !) is warned to read 
no unless he would enjoy the 

few complimentary passages about Mr. 
ALFRED^Si^^beK, Mr. Donald Cal- 
THBOP and otbdifs wbi^h will come later, 
I But if he is a inerhbig^^he L.C.C. or 


tbe Lord’s'^Day Observance Society let 
him read this paragraph. I went to this 
super-film (for my sins) on Sunday, and 
every super-seat was occupied. The 
super- story is about a super-hussy who 
goes to a super-artist’s studio at mid- 
night, after an hour or two’s acquaint- 
ance murders him with a super- bread- 
knife when lie goes too far, and is 
married to a super -ninny of the O.I.D. 
who would bungle the arrest of a baby. 
She is constantly undressing, she 
wanders about for a long time in her 
underclothes, we see a lot of her super- 
legs (with stockings and without), she 
arouses our passions, as she aroused the 
artist’s (and no hussy ever more richly 
deserved the fate from which the bread- 
knife saved her), she is not even put on 
her trial for murder, and leaves the 
screen without a stain on her character. 
So that the moral is scarcely up to Sun- 
day standard. And I should be glad if 
someone would explain why the British 
public may wallow by the million in this 
sort of stuff on the Sabbath evening but 
may not’ see, say, A Midsuvimer Night's 
Bream performed by living actors— even 
if tbe actors are willing. 

Blackmail j the play, was produced in 
the West End, but it was against the 
law to present it on Sundays. I did not 
see it at all, but will presume that there 
was some sense in* the story then. Now 
that the words are spoken by photo- 
graphs instead of people and there is no 
sense in the story at all, its exhibitors 



Chatty Cockney Customer (discussing min- 
der). “ WOTEYER THE PRQVAKYSHUN I COULD 
NEVER USB A KNIFE. NoW A BIFF ON THE 
’EAD WIV A BRICK — THERE ’S SOMETHING 

British abaht that *’ 

Cockney Shojnnan. ‘‘And abaht the wye 
YOU SEZ IT. To QUOTE FROM THE ADS. OP 
THIS FILM, I LIKES TO ’EAR OUR MOTHER- 
TONGUE SPOKE AS IT SHOULD BE SPOKE.’’ 

are licensed by the L.C.C. to break tbe 
law. It is a mad world, but that is the 
position. And if I were a theatrical 


manager I would open my theatre on a 
Sunday, defy the law likewise and bring 
this matter to a head. 

Well, the story is drivel, good honest 
British drivel, it is true, but nevertheless 
drivel. I tried hard to take it seriously, 
and was for some time splendidly assisted 
by the imagination and cleverness of 
Mr. Alfred Hitchcock’s production 
and by the excellent acting of Mr. 



A HOT CHASE. 

Tracy (Mr. Donald Calthrop) (in taxi, 
chased by Flying Sguad). “They ’re gaining 
ON MB. They must be doing a good twelve 
miles per hour.” 

Donald Calthrop and other Britons. 
Tbe moment Mr. Calthrop appeared 
there was an entirely new sensation of 
power in the thing, and so long as he 
was seen (and even heard) one could 
delude oneself into a semi-serious in- 
terest in the absurd affair. But that 
interest was soon and sadly and wan- 
tonly smashed up by the usual lunatic 
“wild chase ” (in this case in, and over, 
the British Museum), which was ludi- 
crous without being funny. 

Miss x^NNY Ondra at first looked no 
more than the usual blonde of the photo- 
graphers’ advertisements, but acted 
much better than that, and wears her 
undies well.' By the way (a point of 
detail worthy of remark in a medium 
where so much is made of detail), when 
the murderess emerged with the fatal 
bread-knife, after a long and violent 
struggle with the powerful murderee, 
her clothes were as neat and spotless 
as before, and even the bread-knife, 
which she turned over and over before 
us in a bright light, was innocent of 
gore. If we must Have murders on 
Sunday evenings, for goodness’ sake let ’s 
have them murderous and horrible, if 
only as a warning to the multitudinous 
blondes in the audience. I do not stress 
so much the curious fact that Mr. Cal- 
throp began a breakfast- scene with a 
clean and shaven face, miraculously be- 
came unshaven during the meal and 
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Foozler ( shivering ) , “Bit exposed heee, Caddie.” 

Caddie . “ Ay, ye couldna ha’ picked a worse spot for yere oame.” 


shortly aEterwards was seen to be shaved 
again ; for that sort of thing is always 
happening on the screen. 

The acting was uniformly good, and 
Miss Saba Alloood; Mr. CYRiri Bitch- 
ARD, Mr. Charles Baton and others did 
credit to their country as corroborative 
details adding verisimilitude to a bald 
and unconvincing narrative. The noise- 
production too was better than any I 
have heard. That is to say, most of the 
voices sounded like bad gramophones 
instead of bad stomach-aches. And there 
w^as more imagination in the use of 
sound. Yet I asked myself afterwards, 
How much was added for me by all 
this elaborate reproduction of sounds 
and voices? And the ans^ver was 
**Less than nothing.” For what little 
was added by an effective bit of dia- 
logue here and there was more than 
wiped out by the constant irritation of 
erroneous sounds and milk-can music. 
Almost nothing sounded right, The 
Tube did not sound like the Tube. The 
piano did not sound like a piano. A 
crowd did not sound like a crowd. Miss 
Ondba’s frequent say” sounded, as 
usuak like ‘‘I thay.” The one perfect 
sound was the canary's singing,, and 
next was that of the motor-horns. 

But is. it for this that that frantic 
wiring ” of cinemas is going on ? is this 


the ^ noise that launched a thousand of bowing down to the Bros. Warner 
companies ? is it for this that the whole and luring yet more capital into the 

morass it is better to say so. The Mm- 

/(? poblic is a doped public. They sit in a 

^ A W ^ stupor, hypnotised by the organ and the 

— comfy seats and the legs of the blonde, 

'"^1 |l j ^ Cw incapable of criticism and swallowing 

I without- protest things w^hich, if they 

I saw them in the theatre, would cause 

/\ 'jr^ ^ gfer [1 In J them to rise up, boo and go out. 

-A \ ^ V " ^ wake up in the end, 

(I i ^ ^ 1 / meanwhile the more digs in the ribs 

\ ' 7 /i I'eceive the better. The trouble is 

\ -V-v ‘ / ' that nearly all those who write aboiifc 

r Y films are more or less under the in- 

I \/ fiuence of the drug themselves. 

> || \ KT these few kind words it only 

1| ^ remains to congratulate patriotically 

y / Britons concerned on a fine effort. 

/I ' ^ \ A waste of good Britons, but still .... 

J j \ ■ — 

^ AVICULTURAL NOTES. 

/ There is yet time to take a nest of 

/ blackbirds from the hedgerow and hand- 

^ rear the youngsters. An average brood 

^ of sixchickswillrequireninecaterpillars, 

THE BLACiaiAILEB’S BRAIN-WAYE. two blue-botlles and a beetle every two 
Enters Bbii’ish Museum with the idea minutes from 4 a.m. until dusk, so that 
OP OETTINO LOST IN THE CROWD. fostor-mother must be prepared to 

world of entertainment is being turned give up his summer holiday to the task, 
upside down? Frankly, I think it is— j Birds thus brought up h^ome de- 
that and very little more, And» instead lightfully tame and will ^adily take a 
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cockroach or earth-AVorm from their | 
owner’s lips, Then any slight sacrifice 
involved in their rearing or in the ex- 
hibition of their tricks will be more than 
repaid. 

The following year the birds may 
reasonably be expected to rear some 
young themselves. The best plan is to 
leave np the Christmas decorations and 
give the birds the run of the house, the 
owner meanwhile sleeping in the garage 
or tool-shed. 

By the autumn the premises will be 
over-run with blackbirds ; and it is per- 
haps not out of place to mention here 
that blackbirds go remarkably 
well in a pie. . . . 

^ * 

Canaries will soon be moult- 
ing and the discarded feathers 
should be gathered up and uti- 
lised for cleaning cigarette- 
holders. The feathers are unfor- 
tunately too short for pipe- 
stems and aviculturalists ad- 
dicted to pipe-smoking would 
be better advised to go in for 
ravens. 

As canaries stop singing dur- 
ing the moult and as few people 
can otherwise distinguish the 
sexes then is the time to sell ofi 
the surplus cocks, 

¥r ^ ^ 

Newly - imported American 
birds are apt to mope for a time 
and every effort must be made 
to keep them in a dandy frame 
of mind. If possible the cage 
should be in a window where the 
inmates can hear their country- 
folk as they pass by. Where 
this is impracticable a gramo- 
phone record of almost any thea- 
trical success will give the same 
• effect. Bottles suggestive of 
alcoholic content must be kept 
, out of their sight as tending to 
.remind theih of home. Water 
may be given sparingly at first, 
until they become used to the taste. 

The life of one valuable bird was des- 
paired of until it occurred to the owner 
to park chewing-gum under the perch. 

* * 

Many thoughtless people use arsenic 
weed-killers on their lawns and then 
throw down crumbs for the birds, with 
disastrous results. In addition the 
launa below-ground eat the stuff, and 
no bird can be expected to sing joyfully 
when half -full of poisoned worms. 


AT THE PLAY. 

'‘Bees and Honey” (New). 
jSIr. H. B. Maltby has woven such a 
pleasant whimsical plot for his new 
iarcical comedy, has so engagingly 
modernised the relations between the 
embarrassed head of a noble house and 
his faithful retainer, and has invented 
and inserted at not infrequent intervals 
— at least' in the first Act — so many 
bright lines that it is a great pity he has 
allowed certain gross crudities of charac- 
terisation to rob his play of even such 
semblance of pl^iusibility as is necessary 



A STRONG MAN BATTLING WITH ADVERSITY. 

DawUns , “ The cellar is getting very low, 
AlY ioRD.'’ 

Earl of Cavender . 

Daich.ns ... 


"More Rope for Mr. Henderson? 

1 t here was a point on 'wliich a Foreign 

office should be left free to 
exeucise^^^^^discretion it is in hanging a 
British -abroad whom he thinks 

unlikely to wor5^^^^4eartedly with him on 
I , a given line of Faxm', - 


Mr. Clifford Mollison. 
Mr. Allan Aynesworth 

for the comfortable enjoyment of farce. I 
He has, moreover, as his own producer, 
too modestly doubtful of the intrinsic 
humour of his own jokes and situations, 
allowed or instructed his players to 
underline them so grossly by overplay- 
ing as to rob us of a good deal of our 
pleasure. Bees and Honey has the 
making of an excellent farce. I am 
afraid it is not possible to say more than 
that. 

" Bees and Honey ” is rhyming slang, 
a cult which has displaced cross-words 
‘in the servants’ hall of Cavender Castle. 
The fourteenth earl is suffering from 
an intolerable shortage of bees and 
honey. The servants’ wages are un- 
paid, the local tradesmen are beginning 
Ito be disrespectful, the telephone has 


been cut off and it is unlikely that the 
gas aud electric light will last out 
the house-party, which includes the 
daughter of the famous American mil- 
lionaire who is indeed the centre of it. 
Duty, as the faithful Daiokms respect- 
fully urges, points to the necessity of 
winning Miss Ogden to save the house of 
Cavender. Inclination is fondly centred 
on an exceedingly pretty secretary — 
salary unpaid and duties non-existent. 
It is’ the remvimeivl'' JDaxohins who is 
directing this last battle for the con- 
tinued existence of Cavender, who doles 
out the food and drinks and fuel, who 
counsels patience in the servants’ 
hall, who seduces the electric 
light man from his duty by copi- 
ous draughts of a heady Tarra- 
gona, audaciously referred to as 
-the ’68.” 

So far so good. The shy 
Cavender, the bland, ponderous, 
familiar-respectful Daiokins, the 
pretty secretary are all pleasant 
inventions. But the house-party! 
Cads, cadgers and cormorants to 
a man and woman, with no single 
redeeming feature, no wit or spirit 
or character. It does not matter 
particularly that no such gather- 
ing could take place in the 
"baronialball ” of oxLex-hypothesi 
decent fourteenth earl or of the 
least cultured of the new rich. 
Farce has its privileges, but the 
exhibition of unredeemed vul- 
garity, rampant without a trace 
of wit or manners or good fellow- 
ship, becomes intolerably tedious. 
The old Indian General, Sir 
Timothy, addresses his w'ife in' a 
way no decent fish- porter could 
emulate and fills his cigarette- 
case from the slender store pro- 
vided with such difficulty by the 
careful Dawkins, It is clearly 
hinted that all the other guests 
do the same, though curiously, 
for the author shows no distaste 
for repetitions and unlikely symmetries, 
^ve are not shown them in the act. 

I admit that he supplies explanations 
that are sufficient and ingenious for the 
vagaries of two of his worst vulgarians 
but none whatever for the rest. Wo 
are left to console ourselves with Mr. 
Allan Aynesworth enjoying himself 
immensely as Daxokins, with Mr. Clif- 
ford Mollison’s pleasant hut perhaps 
rather tco jerky variations of the moods 
of an embarrassed lover and with the 
suggestion of decent human feeling, 
aided by a charming comeliness, in Miss 
Betty Stockfeld’s May Edtuards, the 
secretary, who of course turns out to be 
by no means the pauper she represents 
herself to be. Miss -Lolita Lee (the 
apparent heiress) had the opportunity 
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of showing herself in two contrasting sonrceless in invention, so credulous as comedy. Now they are completely 
moods, but by that time the judicious these incongruous puppets. unconvincing and, to say truth, rather 


were grieving beyond recovery, 
friendly audience gave a friendly 
reception for reasons that must 
have been largely irrelevant, or per- 
haps with grateful memories of a 
promising first Act and -with a 
kindly and selective appreciation 
of the good things embedded in the 
rather shapeless and discouraging 
mass. T. 

‘‘The Merey Wives of Windsor” 
(Apodlo). 

Though I shall always be grate- 
ful for having seen Mr, Osoar 
Asche's modernised version of the 
merry gross rCgue, Fahtaff, with 
his fat complacent laugh, his shame- 
less cadging, his fatuous assumption 
of the part of irresistible lover, his 
craven spirit when discovered, I 
honestly don’t think there is any- 
thing to justify further exploitation 
of Sir Barry Jackson’s ingenious 
invention. It is rather curious 
that translation into this fantastic 
mood is less successful with broad 
comedy than with tragedy — or at 
any rate it needs a nicer taste to keep 
it in order — a taste which is here 
lacking. The language of comedy is 
much more obviously of its own 
day, of its own moment, than the uni- 
versal idiom of high tragedy. The 
wholesale excision of many hope- 
lessly obscure and inconveniently 


I have always found the humours of * grim and dreary. 

After Mr. Oscar Asche’s ehuck- 

^ ling Sir John, Mr. Hay Petrie’s 

— " ' i] well-devised fiery little Vv'elsh par- 

Evans, complete in grey 
fiannsls, dog-collar and thee van geli- 
w piebald version of the gent’s 

t straw boater, was the most divert- 

would he idle to pre- 

7 everything the little man 

intelligible (or even audible). 
^ Perhaps the producer deserves 

/ some credit for pointing one of the 

many jests at poor frantic Fai^d by 
chiming of a cuckoo-clock (off). 
But only the very imsophisticated 
much moved by the new's- 

I strels, etc., etc., the mere multiph- 

1 cation of which does not add to the 

1 but only to the volume of 

I || ||| candcw compels the ^verdict that j 

One must add in fairness that 

MEMBERS OF THE ELIZABETH AK DRESS JpsiE Winter’s Mrs. Page 

REFORM LE ^iGUE pleasing affair ; that Mr. Eric 

Tir -D Tvr T r. Cowley’s Mt. Slender, and parts 

Mr. Page . . . Mr. Louis GOODRICH. at least of Miss Marie Aur 

Mr. Fm'd . . . IUr. Robert Atkins. ^ ^ ^ Marie Audi & 

Qmckiy, were agreeable enough. As 


bawdy phrases still leaves the players Bardolph, Pistol and Nym something for Mr. Oscar Ashe he did entirely eon- 
with completely unintelligible terms more than obscure in this particular vince us that we had seen in the City 


and jokes which they bravely 
utter with an air of assured 
comprehension — a bluff 
which does not in the least 
deceive the perceptive ; and 
gags of no great wit and 
point have been freely in- 
terpolated. The plot of the 
Merry Wives is moreover of 
a naive simplicity which is 
of its own time and which 
passes muster in the livery 
of its time. Modern dress 
inevitably emphasises its 
naivety and incongruity ; 
people in plus-fours with 
putters {Sle7ider), in bath- 
chairs and Daily Mail hats 
{Shallow), on motor-bikes 
{Fmton, with sweet Ann 
Page a-pillion), with dickies 
and detachable cuffs {Dr. 
Gams), in Homburgs and 
morning- coats or Gibuses 
and dinner-jackets {Sir 
John), telephoning {Mrs. 
Ford), tinkering with wire- 
less^sets (I forget who) are 
not in our experience so re- 
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IiIERRIE ENGLAND (1929). 

Mrs. Foi'd Miss Evelyn Hope. 

Sir John FaUtaff , . . . ]^IR. Oscar Asche, 
Mrs. Page ...... Miss Jessie Winter. 


and at Epsom gentlemen 
verv like Sir John. T, 


BINGO. 

Bingo has an Enemy. 

Bingo is kind andfriendlj^ 
A gentleman right to the 
core, 

But he cannot hear rats 

And he hates all cats 
And the fuzzy brown dog 
next-door. 

Quite a nice family lives 
there, 

But they glare at us more 
and more, 

So we never can call, 

And the cause of it all 
Is the fuzzy brown dog next- 
door. 

Bingo is limping a little 
And one of Ms ears is sore ; 

He ’s rather a friaht, 

Bnt oh ! tvhaE^ifsigltt 
Is the fnzzufbfmvn dog next- 
doopr E. E. 
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THE PICNIC. 

I AM going to give one of those old- 
world picnics, of which the custom still 
survives in our village, and I shall do 
my best to choose the right weather. 

Our oldest and most energetic in- 
habitant is Mrs, Robinson. Her vitality, 
her fund of bracing reminiscence and 
her remarkable family have equipped 
her for the forefront of village life. In 
every far-flung outpost of the British 
Empire you will find a son of Mrs. 
Robinson, pig- sticking and surf-bathing 
and giving old-fashioned picnics. Her 
grandchildren blossom into Blues and 
scholarships and swords of honour as 
naturally as turtles turn into soup. 
Her great-grandchildren cut more teeth 
in a calendar month and toddle more 
miles to the gallon of milk than any 
other babies. So, when she organised 
a minor matter like a picnic, we knew' 
that the official summer had begun. 

“ I am going to have an old-fashioned 
lunch -and- tea affair,” she said. ‘‘It 
wdll be like' the old days, when we used 
to take our tiffin into the, Himalayas. 
I was famous for my tiffins.” 

I murmured that, when my uncle 
was in India, his chota .hazris were 
known throughout the Dependency. 

“I thought that, everybody could 
; contribute something, as we did in 
India,” she said, turning her deaf ear. 

• “I shall bring ’a chicken-pie. People 
: still talk of 'my pies in the U.P.” 

I said that my mother’s outstanding 
■ accomplishment was making coffee. 
^Vould she like us to bring that, or some 
liard-boiled eggs or bread-and-butter ‘? 

“ That will be very nice. I ’ll put you 
down for coffee— two thermoses, because 
there will be nine of us ; and eggs — 
better make it a dozen, because people 
get so hungry on a, picnic; and bread- 
and-butter. Bring a loaf and a pound 
of butter, then we can cut it ourselves, 
as we did on shikari. Then we must 
take lemonade and some light wine or 
whisky,” she added as I was escaping, 
list in hand. “ I shall leave all that to 
Peter. The Navy is so good at providing 
drinks.” 

The day of our debauch dawned cloudy. 
I was up at sunrise, ransacking the hen- 
roosts and filling thermos flasks. Under 
the tranquil appearance of the country- 
side it was stirring to think of the fever- 
ish activity in kitchen and dairy and 
cobwebby cellar that heralded Mrs. 
Robinson’s picnic. I pictured the contri- 
butions pouring into her cottage : earth’s 
first-iruits of peas and potatoes, virginal 
"spnm^paions, sugar from the storied 
East from far Cathay; and, 
1 ke the of a cyclone, Mrs. 

Robinson p^^^^^^ecorating her pie 
with sprigs of . ♦ 


The meet was at noon. I swung our 
hamper of provisions on to my shoulder 
and „ staggered downhill. Mother fol- 
lowed, clasping a crusty loaf. We joined 
laden figures toiling along every lane 
towards the same goal. Mrs. Brown, 
who is a vitamin fiend, brought two 
giant lettuces and a bag of tomatoes. 
She explained that the Major had re- 
fused to leave home until the last minute 
and was giving the final touches to his 
mayonnaise, crooning over it like a 
mother over the cradle of her firstborn. 
Mrs. Jones was bent double under a bas- 
ketful of cake and cream and jam. She 
brandished a milkcan at us in salutation. 

“ Had we ever seen such rich milk ? ” she 
asked proudly, pausing to open the lid. 
We said, No, we hadn’t; and I had a 
sudden blinding vision of Peter lunch- 
ing uproariously on a stiff milk and 
water, topped by a couple of egg juleps. 
Miss’ Smith popped out of the grocer’s 
with two tins of peaches and a packet 
of tea. Then Peter hailed us from the 
gate with a bottle under each arm ; his 
bride, like a neophyte in a Greek frieze, 
bore a siphon behind him. 

While we all clustered in the porch, 
rubbing our aching arms and saying, 
Yes, W’e had just brought a snack to fill 
in the crevices, the rain began. 

“The glass is falling, so I’m afraid 
that we ’re in for a wet day,” said Mrs. 
Robinson, bustling out of the congested 
hall. “ We ’d better have our picnic in 
the dining-room.” 

We lunched heartily. Afterwards the 
maid cleared the table and we played 
cards. When we rose to depart delicacy 
forbade us to ask for our broken meats. 

Peter, with the dashing spirit that 
characterises his Service, suggested 
raiding the larder before we left. To 
our credit we ignored him, thanked our 
hostess for her delightful hospitality 
and returned to our denuded homes. 
All except Miss Smith. Temptation was 
too strong for her. We saw her hurrying 
furtively out of the back-door stuffing ^ 
an unopened tin of peaches into her bag. 

I am thinking of giving an old-world 
picnic next week, to restock our larder. 

Safety First. 

“ I would like to say a word about the library 
of the House of Commons. It is full of what 
L^mb called * hiblia et biblia.’ ” — Mr. Stanley 
Baldwin, as reported hi Glasgotv Paper, 

Most libraries are. 

Sartorial Super-Brevity. 

“I myself am*glad for this reassurance, for 
it was but last Sunday that I hesitated before 

going into Oath^ral during klatins in a 

pair of shorts. I would have had less qualms 
had I known the Bishop has none.” 

Yo7'Jcshire Paper. 

But perhaps he wears an outsize in 
gaiters. 


ABOUT GROUSE. | 

Because in reddening lands of ling 1 

Soon, soon men keep a date, j 

My heart has bid me up and sing 
Their Bird to celebrate ; 

So, vowed in the attempt to be 
A man or else a mouse, 

I ’ll sing him up, I ’ll sing him down 
From here to Edinburgh Town 
And wake anew his old renown — 

The right red August grouse. 

I sing the Voice, the parodox — 

The shrill Go-hack, go-back — 

The clarion captain-call of cocks 
That lifts the instant pack 
To where on seats in builded peats 
Sit gentlemen of nous 
With loaders too and guns a pair, 

Six gentlemen prepared to s\Year 
That not a bird that flies in air 
Can match a driven grouse. 

A headlong cloud is blurred upon 
The broken leagues of heath ; 

The pack is up, the pack is on, 

Its shadow hurls beneath ; 

It ’s up and on, it ’s here and gone : 

Ah, when the hill-showers souse 
On Cruachan’s storm-ridden stack 
And all the roaring west is black, 

Not faster flies the driven wrack 
Than flies the driven grouse. 

Masters who ca’ him from the gales 
To many a far address, 

Let largesse of him come like quails, 
Quails in Life’s wilderness ; 

Young, lightly roast, on toast, on toast— 
Ob, how one happy house 
Will wait the mail with bated breath 
From Perthshire whence a patron saith 
That surely ere the 20th 

His bard shall dine on grouse ! 

So, since, where heath-bell chimes are 
hung, 

Soon, soon shall dawn a date, 

Heart bidden I have up and sung 
Its bird to celebrate ; 

Yes, though you say that this my lay 
Lacks more of man than mouse, 

I ’ve sung the. bird that one connotes 
From Tooting Bee to John o’ Groats 
Always with bens or bread- sauce 
boats — 

The grouse, the August grouse ! 

P.R. C. 

For Peter and Wendy ? 

“Tree Tops Burnham Beeches — Vacant 
August ; seven bed, two reception.” 

Daily Paper. 

“Your holiday will not have been in vain if 
you go home with several new guest towels 
which you have made gay with simple^darning 
embroidery.”— TFcc/cZz/ 

It’s safer to wait until you get them 
home than to start embroidering them 
under your hostess’s eye. 
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Ardent Welfat e-Worker {to Niece loho has been deputising for her ), “MY DEAR, how splendid 1 Do YOU iviean to say you 
mDE FORTY CALLS AND SAW FORTY PEOPLE IN ONE AFTERNOON?” 

Niece . “Oh, no, darlino. Most of them were out, so I just left cards.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

With the praiseworthy aim, I suppose, of varying his 
memi, Mr. G. K. Chesterton has replaced the admirable 
Father Brown by a new sleuth, Gabriel Gale, painter and 
poet, tow-headed, lanky, mystical and full of unpractical 
hut successful intuitions. A touch of Adam Wayne and the 
immemorial heroics of Netting Hill is evident in Gale, but 
his warfare is not against the irresponsible drollery of a 
single Attheron Qitin, but against the serried forces of| 
modern materialism and diablerie. I am not sure whether 
the various manifestations of the conflict are not rather 
heavy loading for a batch of short stories. One or two of the 
eight numbers of The Poet and the Lunatics (Cassell) seem, 
if I may so put it, to sag under the strain of their metaphy- 
sical implications. With “The House of the Peacock,” 
“The Yellow Bird” and “The Crime of Gabriel Gale” it is 
almost as though the sword were outweariug its sheath. 
But how refreshing to .find a sheath with a sword in it at 
all — especially such an Escalibur as Mr. Chesterton’s! 
For a perfect blend of this writer’s best qualities the opening 
of his first tale, “The Fantastic Friends,” is bard to beat. 
The point of its ending, however, is only discernible at the 
close of the book, for Mr. Chesterton can be as baiSling as 
life itself and as dilatory with explanations. Yet “ The 
: Shadow of the. Shark ” is complete enough for the case-book 
^ Holmes, under whose^'spell it has obviously been 

e^^geg| Lw hile “The Finger of Stone,” with its Glozelian 
settiDg'^||^-T-he Purple Jewel,” with its tragi-comedy of a 
Cockney show the slinging together of perfectly 

; cogent episod^!!|Sj^^ fine frenzy which a modern critic 
has so aptly of association,” 


The navigators of the seventeenth and early eighteenth 
centuries for various reasons have never until recent years 
received their due share of recognition. This is due in part, 
no doubt, to the fact that the brilliance of their exploits 
has been a little dimmed by contrast with the splendour of 
those which immediately preceded them as well as those 
which immediately followed ; but even more, perhaps, to 
the circumstance that so many of them had, so to speak, 
just a touch of the piratical or at the best the buccaneering 
tarbrush, a quality which, however attractive to writers of 
romantic fiction, may well have inclined respectable chroni- 
clers to look upon them a trifle askance. William Dam- 
pier, that paradox among sea adventurers, whose mournful 
scholar’s face looks out (one fancies) with a sort of quizzical 
half-smile from its frame, inscribed “Pirate and Hydro- 
grapher,” in the National Portrait Gallery, is a case in 
point, and his biography, contributed by Mr. Glennell 
Wilkinson to the Golden Hind Series (John Lane), fills a 
felt want. Mr. Wilkinson has carried out admirably what 
was evidently a congenial task, and he has done it in the 
manner of one who knows what he is talking about. He has 
unearthed quite an amount of new and interesting material, 
especially relating to Dampier’s family and to the “Eoe- 
buck ” episode. And for the rest he has wisely allowed his 
subject to be very largely his own biographer. Upon one 
or two minor points I do not find myself quite in agreement 
with him. He appears to me, for instance, rather to over- 
estimate Defoe’s indebtedness to Dampier ; more particu- 
larly with regard to one passage from which it is suggested 
that Defoe “-lifted ” the leit-motif of Bohinson Gnaoz and 
to some extent of Captaim Singleton dlso. Nor am i aware 
of any warrant for his spelling of the name of Dampier’s 
rascally mate as “ Clippington.” 
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Mr. Seton 

Gordon has writ? 

Of all the unbeaten 
Charm of it — 

That land so famed 
Of The Ouillins high, 

In a book that 's named 
The Ghann of Skye. 

Hills of Fairy 
And hills of deer 
And the eagle's airy 
Haunts are here ; 

Here are tales unvouched 
For or tales all true 
Of where Theardach crouched 
Or Maori MMON blew. 

Fairy-lover, 

You ’re done most proud 
(Here you ’ll discover) 

By Clan McLeod ; 
Cragsman who cocks 
An eye to a hiU, 

Here are your rohks 
Awful and still. 

Now, all too thinly, 

My grateful part 
I ’ve said, save that Finlay 
Mackinnon his art 
Has put into paint 
For this Cassell lot 
Like a perfect saint 
And a perfect Scot. 


I feel sure that no reader of Vienmse 
Medley can have forgotten that endear- 
ing record of post-War struggles, 
struggles for the most part of gently- 
born, gently-bred people to retain by 
sheer pertinacity of spirit the standing 
their economic ruin denied them. Some- 
thing of the same sort of contest and 
some of the same aspects of nobility 
you get, I think, wherever a devout 
peasantry is found pitting its strength 
against the land. It is a point Mrs. 

Edith O’Shaughnessy has admirably 
brought out in her sketches of Eankweil, 
a small hill-town on the Swiss border 
of the Austrian Tyrol. Of the ten 
sketches entitled Other Ways and Other 
Flesh (Cape), all save one, a portrait of the writer's 
mother, have their roots in the Tyrolese genius for making 
the most of life. And even “Images of a Mother” are 
images influenced by their background. The other studies 
deal with the legends of the place itself, the two inno- 
cently avaricious sisters whose inn the waiter frequented, 
the doctor who gave to Eankweil what might have been 
thought by the undiscernihg to have been meant for man- 
kind, and half a score of figures still obscurer and more 
strenuous. Eankweil is not presented as an Arcadia. Its 
food sounds nasty and inadequate, its neighbours are not by 
any means always neighbourly and its small boys are only 
too obviously of the race of Gntel Frederick. But for 
charities such as those of “The Tailor’s Wife ” to have been 
customary you would have to go a bng way hack in English 
social history ; and for those of “The Nun and the Hospice 
Guest ” still further. A charming book, and only inferior 


to Viennese Medley in the slightly self-conscious manner its 
more intimate matter extorts. 


The Adventures of Balidi EashUigh, which gives a minute 
account of convict life in the time of Botany Bay, must be 
placed in the human document class, though it belongs more 
to the fringe than to the inner circle. Its publisher (Cape) 
explains that the original manuscript was so archaic in style 
that it was necessary to get it rewritten. A few pages repro- 
duced in facsimile facilitate comparison, and the rewrikng 
appears to have taken the form of a paraphrase with elabora- i 
tions. The original, moreover, does not claim to be a journ^ 
written at the period of the happenings, but ratheiian acci3ftmt ' 
set down as a naiTative some twenty years''Citej;r Lord 
Birkenhead, in his Introduction, says that h^(4s “on the 
whole, after consideration, of opinion remarkable 

volume of memoirs may be accepted a«,-€uthentic/* I liesi- 
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tate to disagree ; but I doubt if any of the savageries attri- all mixed up in the most crashingly deceptive manner. If 
buted to convictSj warders and aborigines, are beyond the you know what I mean, it’s jolly difficult to spot what’s 
inventive powers of some of our modern dabblers in horror, going to happen next. Oh, and I forgot that confounded 
Perhaps the best argument in the book’s favour is that, if the pig, which the whole story really buzzes round, the Empress 
almost incredible cruelties described are mere fiction, there of Blandtngs. Straight lush stuff. Herbert Jenkins is the 
is no reason why they should not have been made more bloke who purveys the thing. I wish I did. 
incredible still. So possibly Lord Birkenhead is right. 


No living English writer is so versatile as Mr. Hilaire 


Mr. P. G. H. Pender reported the Test matches in 
Australia for The Star^ and many of us during those agoniz- 


Belloc. He is at home in every branch of literature, ingly prolonged encounters were grateful to him for telling 
There is no subject which he does not touch and therefore us details of the play which a less shrewd critic of the game 
none which he does not adorn. Niliil humani .... Qiiic- would have missed. - Now in The Ttcrn of the Wheel (Paber 
qttid agunt .... all the old tags are applicable to him. If and Paber), with its sub-title, **M.C.O. Team, Australia, 
he is the most scholarly of humanists he is also the most 1928-29,” he gives most illuminating accounts of the five 
human of scholars. But what is most admirable in him is all-important matches, and expresses keen appreciation of 
the spirit of his approach. Whatever his theme, he attacks the English players, and — with one or two exceptions — of 
it with gusto, with' zip, a'vec 6lan, con brio. Whether he the way in which Mr. Chapman handled them in the field, 
is hammering the heretic or belauding the brew of Sussex, Mr. Pender, however, has one grievance, and he gives it 
he is always in high spirits. And when he condescends to ample airing. Prankly he states his dissatisfaction with 
fiction he is positively exuberant. ' Pictioh for Mr. Belloc those who were chosen by the M.C.C. Committee to select 




/ 17 - 










— as it is not for quite ^ our team. After draw- 

a number of his eon- attention to a 

temporaries — is fun. ^ list of players -who were 

He writes novels for ' ffV most successful as all- 

■tho fun of the thing, rounders in English 

with the excellent result t cricket in 1928, he goes 

that they are supremely I Vivif///"^ ®®'y> Eng - 

funny. The Missing ll "^ [Wll///. il^ land Selection Commit- 

ilfastsrpiece (Appleton) | jk tee, actuated only by 

is very funny indeed, f S ^ the desire to place Eng- 

notwithstandingthatit S jWn land’s most efficient 

exhibits an illusionless ^ / £ \\,j! ^ cricketing machine in 

knowledge of human I , | B/ ../I ^ the field, must have in- 
nature, from the pot- ' ' ,■ i -A ^^3 if, iV I If eluded two or three of 

house to the palace, (j| J y!’ v 'izA. //A , / }. Hi the above-mentioned all- 
comparable with that iH i 1 /k'' .p?./'"''//’: rounders, to the exclu- 

which the Reverend /// /; / sion of the same num- 

Sirncni Rolles ao mudh j her of specialists.” Mr. 

admired in the person 1 ifS ' ' ' \ ^ ''M.WmfpZj/J// ' P. E. 'Waenee, himself 

of Prince E/oriaef. Mr. Ijl M \f/’t amemberoftheSelec- 

Belloc is o! ten biting , -- tion Committee, replies 

but he is never bitter. to some of Mr. Een- 

He has the Eabelaisian — dee’s criticisms in a 
charity. He castigates , , . , r'. ‘ ' Preface, and in a “Note 

millionaires and joum- CKj TlorAw Oicwio raroUi/e). “Come .vlong, Mabel ; I.'ve pound our the Author” Mr 

WORKS. You just move this lever up and down like the ^ ^ auuxiui j-v-j-t. 

alist”a and aliens, but thing- on a fountain-pen.” Pender has something 

the thongs of his cat-o’- > — . — to say to Mr. Warner. 

nine-tails are tipped with bladders. What The Missing All of which does not lessen the value, even if it detracts 
Masteipiece is about does not matter at all. One picture is from the dignity, of a book written by a man whose sense 
lost and three are found, which is mathematically as ab- of cricket is exceptionally real. 

surd as the £oity-odd drawings with which Mr. Belloc’s 

great twin-brother, Mr. Chesterton, has embellished the Commander Bernard Aow^orth, in (Murray), 

absurdity, Mr. Chesterton draws, as Mr. Belloc writes, hopes to convince his readers that biological explanations 
for the fun of the thing. But he' has claims to 'be con- of bird phenomena are incorrect, and that ‘^a steady and 
sidered as quite a serious comic artist, unswerving application of the physical laws of flight will 

throw new light on matters of debate among ornitho- 

There is still a lot of milk in the Wodehouse cocoanut. legists . . Whether he will realise his hopes is a matter 
It remains a juicy and generous fruit, I mean to say this on which a mere layman, however interested in physical 
new book, is off* the old tree all right, and science, would be foolish to express a decided opinion. 

P. G. puts it across in the sort of way that only goes to But I can say that this book, which is divided into two 
show what I *ye always said, that the fellow simply can’t /leZj? parts, “The Laws of Plight” and “'The Migration of 
it. He says in his preliminary canter that this particular Birds and other Phenomena,” seemed to my inexpert mind 
tome is in answer to a critic-johnny who rounded on him to be full of convincing information. In his concludinc^ 
[4^* raking up all his old vegetables and using them under chapters the Commander examines the obstacles that stand 

I new. naiaa^. But Bummer Lightning^ he admits right in the way of what he calls “Empire-linking ah' projects,” 
away,"ui^at>s most of the old kitchen-garden under the and asks several questions that are distinctly pertinent, 
same old that’s that, and ought to flatten the And I am glad that he does, although he says that “many, 

carping gent. Bonnie Fish, Lord Emsioorth, led by Mr. Garvin, regard all aerial critics as first-cousins 

Aunt Constance, coot Baxter, and then some, of Noah and advocates of the construction of Arks.” 


our team. Afterdraw- 
om attention to a 
^ list of players who were 

most successful as all- 

^ rounders in English 

I /^Im 7 cricket in 1928, he goes 

I Eng- 

/ m Selection Commit- 

mk actuated only by 

rmlk desire to place Eng- 

il imk land’s most efficient 

11 '//^ 'ifm cricketing machine in 

the field, must have in- | 

I-/-.-'} ^ ;'y / If eluded two or three of 

M \ I }\ the above-mentioned all- 

I k, .fn/'-yy/’: /fr-’ rounders, to the exclu- 

/fAwm /// , y y//jj\.' ^ sion of the same num- 

I ^ specialists.” Mr. 

I ^ ^ ^ Warner, himself 

~ -- dee’s criticisms ' in a 

/ . 77 .^. T‘, * ' Preface, and in a “Note 

’ (oicto to rural kfe}. “COMS along, Mabel ; irvE found our ^ 01 Anfhnr ” Mr 
:s. You JUST MOVE THIS LEVER UP AND DOWN LIKE THE ^ ® AUmor IVir. 

)UNTAiN-PEN.” JbENDERhas Something 

; to say to Mr. Warner. 

What The Missing All of which does not lessen the value, even if it detracts 
all. One picture is from the dignity, of a book written by a man whose sense 
athematioally as ab- of cricket is exceptionally real. 

vhich Mr. Belloc’s 

has embellished the Commander Bernard Aoworth, in 27iejBo?zcZaGe (Murray), 

TV/f^ T)v,^.r 1, 4.^ 1-.:- j -l* i. i ^ 


City Worker {oicto to rural life). “COMS along, Mabel ; li’VE found our 
HOW IT WORKS. You just move this lever up and down like the 
THING on a fountain-pen.” 
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CHARIVARI A Snails, we are told, have had a difficult thousands of feminine bathing-costumes 

• time during the dry weather. Lovers have been ruined. 

The remains of numerous elephants of Beowning’s Pvppa must accept this 
have been discovered at Oxford. They explanation of an occasional absence When he attended a fete at Leyton 
constitute an interesting link between from the thorn at 7 a.m. the other day Mr. Herbert Morrison 

the don and the mastodon. the Minister of Labour, wmre leather 

■/" • With reference to the doubts which sandals and an open-neck tennis-shirt. 

Those who have beard Vesuvius on Professor Jacob Viner, of Chicago, has No wonder Mr. Thomas has hurried off 
the talkies were agTeeably surprised raised as to the real authorship of the to Canada. - ... 

that the famous volcano did not rumble Dawes Report, we are requested to con- 

with an American accent. tradict the rumonr that it was written In some prisons the inmates are 

by Sir James Barrie. taught to grow potatoes and to dig gar- 


with an American accent. 


A film-critic has stated that he nearly 
fell asleep at a talkie. Better luck next 
time. 


•adict the rumour that it was written In some prisons the inmates are 
Y Sir James Barrie. taught to grow potatoes and to dig gar- 

dens. It is too early to say whether 
A gossip- writer complains that he this will act as a deterrent to crime. 


time. ‘ trips over dogs in flats, that he eats *,,/• 

^ ^ with them in restaurants, and that they A moorhen has built a nest out of 

It is estimated that sixty-five thou- lick his face on the tops of buses. Still, bus tickets in Hyde Park. We do not 
sand vehicles pass Hyde Park Corner every profession has its drawbacks. yet know which newspaper is claiming 
every working day. We shudder to think this sagacious bird as a supporter of its 

what would happen if they didn't. The Times has found it necessary to anti-litter campaign. 

deny that it publishes a Sunday edition, 

Adrienne Guyot, a pro tty girl arrested I but so far fT/ia Sunday Times has not Sir Arthur Keiti 
in Brussels for bigamy, ] — j the Si 


is said to have been en- 
gaged six-hundred-and- 
fifty-two times and to 
have gone through the 
marriage ceremony fifty 
times. Nothing is said 
about what she does in 
her spare time. 

* 

Soldiers taking part 
in the mimic war in 
Sussex last week were 
instructed to close all 
farm and field gates be- 
hind them. This of 
course is always done 
in the best wars. 

A paragraphist has 
discovered four bald- 
headed policemen in the 
Metropolitan area, but 











• J' 

'-yic.jrV ' 






Sir Arthur Keith, in his repoit on 
the seventeen-hundred- 
year-old Roman skeleton 
found at Purley, says 
man had a 
greater brain capacity 

would rather have the 
MirV brain capacity 

I*® S' skeleton like 

fcbat. 


The new’ telephone 
service inaugurated by 
the Post-Office has been 
called the “Bind your 
Man ” system, A more 
pressing need is a re- 
liable “Cherchez la 
Femme” service. 




“Look, Harold! Someone’s camping,” 


A driveriess motor- 
car has been invented. 
In future the way to 


it is not anticipated that Lord Btng seen the advisability of disavowing a enjoy motoring at week-ends will be to 
will take action in the matter. daily edition. ^ ^ stay at home and let the car go for a 

^ drive on its own. 

In considering the relative times A correspoudent writing in a morning 
taken by the Breme7i and the Maure- paper declares there is one law for the A famous philosopher says he can 
tania to cross the Atlantic it should be rich and one for the poor. xAnd about think better if there are people whisper- 
borne in mind that the Maureta^iia is three thousand for the middle-class. ing in the room. A triumph of mind 
practically an ocean greybeard. : ' over mutter. ,v 

According to a writer in The Daily 

Medical writers emphasise the dan- Neios the heavens are as full of comets Two burglars were surprised in a 
ger of bathing after a full meal. In as the sea is of fish, but, though astron- London warehouse by a plumber who' 
view of this risk full meals are not pro- omers are always sweeping the skies, arrived at 5 a.m. to do some repairs. It 
vided at seaside boarding-houses. the average yearly haul amounts to only was enough to surprise anybody. 

five. Possibly they make it a rule to "'.u**' 

It is announced that a white-rose tree put the small ones back. A daily paper has been publishing a 

in a Cumberland garden has produced series of conversations overheard by 

a red flower. If this had occurred in a In some recent notes M, Worth, the one of its correspondents at holiday 
Yorkshire garden it would have been famous fashion -expert, says that the resorts. Holiday-makers are requested 
hushed up. ,,, new autumn dresses will give an air of not to mumble. 

increased femininity. Can this mean 

We are reminded that Mr, George that our womenfolk are to lose their A seven-year-old boy has won a saloon 
Robey has been a prominent comedian manhood ? „ car at a carnival.- His only worry is 

for over thirty years. And there isn't ‘ - that pedestrians may be extinct before 

a grey hair in his eyebrows. Owing to the recent heavy rains j he is old enough to drive. 
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THE SIX FAMILY ROBINSONS. 

A DAILY paper has started what strikes 
me as being an extremely entertaining 
symposium. 

If you were shipwrecked, which six 
well-known men would you choose as 
your companions on a desert island ? ” 
Now, speaking as a female, am I, or 
am I not, eligible to send in a selection ? 

I put this query to a cousin of mine, 
and she began by looking confused 
down her nose (so to speak), and at last, 
and at bay, muttered something about 
Shakespeare and Gladstone, followed, 
as waiters say, by Thackeray, Chaucer 
and Beethoven ; and when I answered 
that I thought the choice was limited 
to the living, she asked How I Could ? 
in capitals. 

“My dear Mary,” I responded, “I 
believe you must be one of those good 
women one sometimes reads about ; you 
have such an uncharitable mind. I 
assure you that my intentions towards 
my six are the last word in honour. 
You will notice that the newspaper 
doesn^t say ‘ would you be willing to 
connive at a wreck in order to paddle 
ashore with six selected men ? ’ This is 
an unpremeditated shipwreck. Think 
what , a fundamentally respectable thing 
an unpremeditated shipwreck is. It 
might happen in all purity to anyone. 
These six gentlemen,” I went on, lash- 
ing myself into a chivalrous rage, 
“ shall never say that they were the 
worse for knowing w.” 

“ And who are they ? ” grunted Mary 
crossly. 

I bowed formally. “ They are Wilkie 
Bard, Mr. Justice Avory, Ered Terry, 
Martin-Harvey, Bernard Shaw, and 
our family doctor. The doctor I had 
to shovel in as he'd be the only one 
capable of thumping the right place on 
my shoulder-blades when I choked on 
a prickly pear. One must be practical, 
though the newspaper doesn't urge it. 
I only wish I could include Pachmann, 
but the tides couldn't be trusted in real 
life to float his grand piano to our creek. 
Otherwise it would have been very 
pleasant, as we got washed up in an 
abalone shell, to murmur, * Cher Vladi- 
mir, just a morceau of Chopin, hein ? ’ 
for I feel (though the newspaper doesn't 
say so) that a coral beach, a moon, a 
palm and the plaintive note of an 0-0 
bird would be very conducive to the 
use of the Christian name. 

“Wilkie Bard of course would keep 
jUS amused. -Terry and Martin-Harvey 
OT|>uld steadily rehearse, and the island 
as it were, teem with plums 
from' Tim, Only Way and The Scarlet 
Pimpernel. ^Mr* Justice Avory, whom 
I, from the public benches of the Law 
Courts, have long ad I mean, for 


whose brains I have the most profound 
respect, would keep explaining to me 
about the baffling amount of wardrobe 
sported by Judges, and I should learn 
at last why they sometimes put on red 
gowns with black sashes and sometimes 
black gowns with red ones ; or what it is 
about a case that causes them suddenly 
to line everything with beige silk or else 
to burst out into grey silk tippets, or yet 
again into confections of white rabbit ? 

“ Bernard Shaw, when we got rather 
low at dusk about the non- arrival of a 
rescue-party, should talk to us about 
the peculiar political advantages of a 
desert island world, where in the absence 
of Capital the parasites of Capital would 
disappear ; where individualism would 
be compatible with a Socialist State, 
and where the middle-classes might 
safely indulge their passion for romance'. 
In the intervals he should contrive us 
vegetarian messes three times a day'.” 

One consideration bothers me. I think 
my family of six would be quite tame 
with me, but how would they hit it 
off with each other? ’The newspaper 
naturally doesn’t say anything about 
that either. 

Would Avory, his pince-nez on the 
tip of his nose, austerely join Wilkie 
in the chorus : — 

“ ‘ Roses are blooming there for me and you ; ’ 
That 's the soiig she 's singing next-door ; 
Why can’ll I sing it too ? ” 

Would Martin-Harvey and Terry 
consent to practise music-hall patter ? 

Would contact with the legal mind 
result in the employment by Bard of 
such expressions as “ Incontrovertible ” 
and “ I concur ” ? 

Would it satisfy Dr. Scott to walk on 
at rehearsals, failing any prescriptions 
to make up ? 

And who would have the last long 
word, Avory or Shaw ? 

And should I be expected, like Mrs. 
Swiss Family, to have waded ashore 
with a wonderful bag, out of which I 
archly draw every imaginable object of 
utility, from saplings to safety-razors ? 
Or, having done so, would they call me 
“Our prudent housewife '' or (infinitely 
worse) “ little woman ” ? 

And in time might not a situation 
arise in which they all made common 
cause against me, blaming me in the 
immemorial male manner when the 
crayfish were tough and the yams had 
given out, and finally walking off on 
me to .form an amalgamation of the 
Athenaeum and Garrick Clubs under a 
banyan-tree on the next atoll ? 

i'fi :!« :is * :ffi 

No, the idea in many ways is ador- 
able; but, taking it all round, I quite 
see that this newspaper ought to be 
careful how it gets us- all worked up. 

Eachel. 


DOLE IT OUT. 

[“Among the crowd (of men drawing the 
dole) were to be seen Russians, Poles, Lithu- 
anians and coloured men . Sometimes Chinese 
make it even more cosmopolitan. Some can- 
not even write their names and sign their 
cards with a cross. When language difficulties 
arise, other unemployed aliens act as inter- 
preters.” — Press.] 

Sons of Europe, Asian folk, 

Lads of Afric too, if broke ; 

Men from anywhere, in short, 

If you 're looking for support, 

Pass the word from pole to pole, 

“ Enter for the British dole.” 

Lithuanian, Slav and Lett, 

Come to us and don't forget ; 
Kgtn'aka, Dago, Czech or Chink, 

Here is meat and here is drink 
Once your namTs are oh the scroll 
Of recipients of the dole. 

If at first we keep you out, 

Don’t be gravely put about ; 

Try again and don’t give in ; 

There 's a glorious prize to win • 
When you ’ ve dodged the stern control 
Which would thrust you from the 
dole. 

Jobs you may not get, 0 Euss ; 
There are not enough for us ; 

Wages will be none, 0 Turk; 

We 've a million out of work; 

But you '11 manage, on the whole, 
Nicely when you get the dole. 

Though our taxes weigh like lead, 
They are for the British head ; 
Though our rates increase each day, 
You ’ll be on them ; you won’t pay ; 
Things like this are merely droll 
To the alien with the dole. 

Wherefore, if your home does nob 
Keep you going, come and squat ; 
We are mad, but never mind; 

Here at our expense you '11 find 
Food for body and for soul 
When you touch us for the dole. 

Dum-Dum. 


Mr. Punch’s History Notes. 

“The result of the persecution of Protesfcants 
in France was that a great many Hottentots 
came to England.” 

Schoolboy's ansioei^ in History Paper. 


“Four men . . . appeared at a special court 
at New Ferry to-day, charged with causing a 
breach of the peace by distributing literature 
calculated to cause a diversion among the 
people .” — Cambridge Paper, 

Mr. Punch ventures to tremble. 


“The sipulations the United States is re- 
ported to insist on regarding the importing of 
alcohol for use at the foreign embassies at 
Washington is bound to lead to plain speaking 
in diplomatic circles .” — Hew Zealand Paper, 

We've afraid sipulation may rather lead 
to confused speaking. 





THE CHAMPION. 

Me. Sno-wden {to British Taxpayer). “ALL EIGHT, OLD CHAP; I’LL DEPEND YOU TO THE 
DEATH.” 

Taxpayer. “SPLENDID!” {To himself) “I’D NO IDEA HE WAS SO POND OP ME.” 







"‘"-S' -^ 


Owing- to the vogue among ladies staying at Deauville of carrying small animals about with them, the 

MORNING APilEITIF AT THE BAR DU SOLEIL HAS ITS THRILLS. 


THE UNENCUMBERED FEE SIMPLE. 

II. — WOPSESES. 

Upon closer inspection of our newly- 
acquired country cottage, Erances and 
I discovered the alleged Unencumbered 
Fee Simple to be stronglj encumbered 
with two wasps' nests in perpetuity. 
Not being particularly brave, we did 
nothing much about this at first, except 
that we swore and hit each other in the 
face with napkins at breakfast-time. 
Later, however, Frances marked out 
with stones a d6tour in the paddock 
round the nests and set aside half a pot 
of marmalade as a trap. 

But all this had little effect, and at 
last I spoke about them to a local gar- 
■ dener who happened to pass the pad- 
dock and, seeing me zig-zagging in a 
peculiar manner and without visible 
cause, paused with an anxious, almost 
apprehensive expression at the gate. I 
explained my motions, to his relief, and 
he told me that the way to get rid of 
wopseses' nestses ” was to soak a rag 
in petrol and stuff it down the entrance 
with a stick, whereupon the ‘^wopseses,” 
who w^e old-fashioned and detested 
the smeE of petrol, would promptly die. 

I at once said I had no petrol, and he 
said his son Joe* would give me some. 


I said I had no rag, and he said his 
missus had a piece. ■ I then said tenta- 
tively I had no stick. He looked at me 
sternly and I hastily added, with more 
truth, that I meant I had no stick long 
enough to reach the nest from the 
nearest point to which I dared go. He 
said a walking-stick would do (though 
a hop-pole w^as more my idea), and I 
gave up. I could see the fellow was 
simply out to get me stung. 

He looked round after lunch with the 
things required. He had not forgotten 
anything— except to offer to do it him- 
seil And this I could not honourably 
ask him. We Apples, though unfortun- 
ately \ve do come of a wasp- fearing stock, 
have our pride, I thanked him and left 
the things ostentatiously on the table. 
I had hopes that someoce would take 
the stick to light the copper fire, that 
Frances would commandeer the rag and 
that the petrol would evaporate. 

The situation w^as, however, saved by 
Frances’ cousin, Colin, who lived nearby 
and luckily drove over for the afternoon. 
Colin is one of those hearty young 
Englishmen with a laugh that cracks 
plates on the table. He golfs very 
mightily, he boxes, he shoots and he 
fishes, and, what ’s more, he catches fish 
— always assuming he hasn’t recently 


laughed and scared them aw-ay. In 
short, he is definitely ‘‘country,” and 
when he comes up to town he stares 
about him in Trafalgar Square. 

Now Colin is fond of field sports, 
among which I was delighted to dis- 
cover he included “wasping.” Taking 
wasps’ nests, I gathered from hearing 
him talk, was mere child’s play to him. 
Why, he had often, I understood, taken 
as many as three before breakfast, quite 
neat, and now not a wasp dares enter 
his grounds during the nesting season, 
except as a gesture of sheer bravado, 
which often costs the foolhardy insect 
its life. 

So Colin eagerly led the way into 
the “ wopseses’ ” paddock, and from as 
near as five feet inspected the nests, 
which were themselves only a few feet 
apart. Personally, I kept at a safer dis- 
tance during this manoeuvre. I wanted 
to make it clear to the wasps that I was 
dissociating myself from his discourte- 
ous behaviour, Colin then said he could 
do them both ; it was as easy as shoot- 
ing a partridge. All he wanted was a 
spot of cyanide. . . . 

I felt in my pockets, but, as I told 
him, I had stupidly come out that morn- j 
ing without my cyanide. This completely 
baffled him. Apparently he didn’t know 
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any other way. I gazed on him in the 
scornful manner of an old-fashioned 
cavalry officer when modern upstarts 
talk about tanks. 

Don’t you know anij other way ? " 
I asked. 

It can be done with gunpowder," he 


said after thought. 


I ’m not suggest- 


ing you have any,” he added quickly as 
I murmured lliat I w'ould have a look 
round the larder; ‘^but gunpowder, 
when obtainable, is effective.” 

should say it was,” I agreed 
warmly. “ And a live-nine shell would 
no doubt be even better — only the grocer 
hasn’t left any this morning.” 

Silly ass ! ” retorted Colin. ** You 
don’t blow it up. It ’s the smell which 
kills ’em. You damp the gunpoAvder 
and let it smoulder. . . .” 

^‘Well, Colonel Blood lives dowm the 
lane,” I suggested. “ Let ’s go and ask 
him for some. He’s sure to have it 
about the place — probably takes it over 
liis porridge at breakfast ” 

Colin looked witheringly at me, as if 
I had been a wood-pigeon or a salmon 
or something. 

I bridled. ‘^Now that you have run 
dry of suggestions,” I said pointedly, 

** suppose I tell you of a little idea of 
my own. A rag soaked in petrol shoved 

down the nest with a stick ” 

‘‘We haven’t got a ” 

“ I have some rags and some sticks,” 

I replied swiftly, for I knew that one, 

‘ ‘ and the son of my neighbour’s gardener 
has some petrol. Yes, and my aunt has 
some mustard.” 

“ Do we loant mustard ? ” asked Colin 
doubtfully. That ’s the worst of Colin ; 
you can’t be funny with him with any 
success. Perhaps it is as well, remember- 
ing that laugh of his and that he 
boxes. . . . 

I got everything for Colin and we 
sallied forth. I woke the dog up and 
took him too — for a reason of my own. 

Colin soaked two rags in petrol and 
took the stick. Then he advanced with 
consummate foolhardiness. 

“ Sorry I can’t come close up,” I said 
with a great show of reluctance, “ but 
I must bold the dog or he ’ll get stung. | 
He ’s struggling as it is.” j 

This was quite true; the dog iias 
struggling, but only to get back to the i 
porch and sleep. However, Colin didn’t 
see this, and so I was enabled to remain 
at what I considered a point out of range, 
Colin stuffed one rag rapidly into 
each nest. , . . 

Now the only reason I can assume 
for what happened is that Colin must 
have been thinking of some other 
method— possibly that of boltingrabbits. 
Or perhaps I had not made myself quite 
clear about the petrol fumes. What* 
ever the reason, the fool got it into his 
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Granddaughter, “Don’t you wish you were going back by aeroplane, 
Grannie?” 

Grannie. “No, my dear, certainly not. I don’t hold with them. I 

ALWAYS EEEP TO THE GOOD OLD-FASHIONED RAILWAYS, AS NATURE INTENDED US 
TO, :my dear.” 


head that he ought to light the rag, and 
before I could protest, struck a match — 

There was a terrific flare-up; Colin 
received a free singe of hair, eyebrows 
and moustache; I collapsed, from shock, 
into a bed of nettles, and the dog left for 
the next parish. 

?!» jJ. si' sjc 

Colin went home quite early and 
much subdued. He said it would be 
all right now. But a large portion of 
the nests must have been constructed 
as bomb-proof dugouts; for next day 
wasps were still going angrily in and 
out. So I came to an ignominious 
financial agreement with my gardener- 
friend to destroy ihe nests for me on 
his next free afternoon. 

I shall be out— -exercising the dog. 

A, A, 


Conservative Relics. 

“ We have a great quantity of Good Second- 
hand Government Tices.” 

Contractor's Catalogue. 

We should like to hear more about 
Lord Brentford’s. 

“Beautiful Betty Coinpsou in a Talking Epic 
that is Like the Bip^ding ^lelody of an Emi>ty 
Heart Calling to a Pal who had Forgotten.” 

Advt. in JDirminghani Papet\ 

It might have been worse ; the Heart 
might have been Full. 

“ Long after it had been carried out Socrates 
averred that his death sentence would never 
have been passed but for Aristophanes’ 
Clouds .” — Extract from a Schoolboy' s Exam- | 
imiio7i Paper. 

Not until they dug him up and allowed 
I him to cross-examine himself at the 
i inquest was the truth made known. - 
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THE TEST INFLUENCE. 


Smoothy, who wer bowlin* from dingle When Billy Bunn attempts the in- 
end, couldn’t touch him not nowheres, swerve leg trap the performance is much 


In the good old days the influence of not even with his fast un on th’ edge o’ the same, only it is in the opposite 


Test cricket on our village was negligible, that old furrer 


Ay, it wer good diiection. 


It is true that young George (now old battin’ in them days. None o’ yer silly I do not feel that my position is suf- I 
George) would sometimes cock up his nonsense ’bout lettin* half the balls go ficiently strong to criticise the tactics of 
left toe to show how W. G. did it. This by because they oughtn’t to be hit. Test cricket, but so far as the village is j 
generally happened after he had reached You can’t hit ’em, that’s why you let concerned I throw in my Jot with old 
double figures. Then Mark Belcher — ’em alone. An’ what be the good o’ that George and Mark Belcher. ‘‘You wants 
just to intimidate the rabbits — might two-eye fanteg? Why, most of yer’s to bowl at the batsman’s legs when you 
try the length of Korteight’s run up so gallus crosseyed when yer looks at a bowls from the Eectory end and when 
to the wicket ; but there was no special cricket-ball that like as not yer gets hit you bowls from the dingle end yori must 
culture of the spins and swerves and in the stomik, like young Billy Bunn did pitch ’em short on tlie edge o* that 
stances of the masters of the game. to-day. Looks at the ball too much, most old furrer;” and again the voice of 
Now it is very diflei'ent. Behold of yer does. You try hit tin’ it a bit more wisdom: “You try hittm’ it a bit 

^-P w ” TVk ’ll Kof.f.AT* ” TT-nnwinof 


stances of the masters of the game. 
Now it is very different. Behold 


young George (the son of old George) an’ you’ll do better, mark my words.” more an’ you’ll do better.” Knowing 
returning from an unprofitable visit to Such is the dissension between the the wicket for some twenty years 1 


returning from an unprofitable visit to 
the wicket. 

“Why didn’t ee hit un, Georgie?” 
his father shouts to him. 

“No one won’t hit he much. He’s 


older and younger lights of the game, am cor 
Bat in practice the j^ounger lights have advice, 
it their own way. 

Observe our side going into the field. 


am convinced of the soundness of this 


m 


bowling Oxy’s ” (Ochse’s?) “swerves.” • Half-way bo the wicket there is a confab- » 

“ Pack o’ nonsense ! ” — 
exclaims old George. 

Bank ’Oliday, wasn’t it^ ^ ^ utr 

” Owner of Seago%ng Motor-boat (to Passenger), very safe 

11 1 i ISriCELY BANKED.” 

Mark pushed what 

must have been an asbestos finger into ulation between the captain and Cheesy 
bis pipe and nodded. “Yes,” he said, Smith, the fast bowler. As soon as the 
“twenty -six year ago last Whitsun, batsmen arrive the gist of it becomes 
Foxburrer field wer o’ wheat that year, apparent. There are four slips, a back- 
I got six wickets for two runs and Squire ward point and extra cover. Cheesy is 
sent out four gallon o’ beer for tea. going to try the out- swerve off theory. 
Cricket that were. And to-day they lets His first delivery, a full toss to leg, 
’em get ninety-eight. All through young goes for two byes. His next ball, a long 
Joe and Cheesy Smith trying to do top- hop, also on the leg side, is promptly 
spins and in-swings and such mess-outs, despatched to the square-leg bay area. 
You don’t want nothin’ like that 'ere. There is no one in that neighbourhood, 
You wants to bowl at the batsman’s and the wicket-keeper, who has gone 
legs when you bowls fcom the Eectory after it, fails to hit the right spot, and it 
end, and when you bowls from the is only after he has been joined by point 
dingle end you must pitch ’em short on and the four slips that the ball is found. 






Oioner of Seagoing Motor-boat (to Passenger). “Very safe course this. 
ISTicely banked.” 


the edge of that old furrer.” 


The batsmen are then running their 


“That’s all very well,” said young sixth run, and the finder, not seeing 
George, “ but wot sorb o’ battin’ did that cover and extra-cover have moved 
you have to bowl to in them days ? ” on to discuss the situation with mid-off*, 
“Good battin’ it wer,” said old George, throws in fiercely at the wicket with 
HWhy-,' I mind when Woodham come the result that two overthrows are run. 
to play us once they brought over a Cheesy, having been severely cautioned, 
chap as played for one of they shire bowls his next ball so much to the off* 
counties. Sweated us proper, he did, that first -slip receives it on the knee 
an’ he wer that darned quick that Sam for one wide. 


CRI DE COEUR. 

I HAVE just received a letter which, 

^ in spite of any outrage 

— _ to my modesty that 

: 1“ may be caused by print- 
— ing it in full, I am ask- 
ing the Editor to print 
in full. 

5. “ Dear Sir, — Eor- 

te give the intrusion of a 
stranger, but, having 
read much of your 
work, 1 feel sure that 
you will be sympa- 
thetio, and that with 
your great influence 
[loud winces] you may 
be able to help me. 

“ I want to enlist 
your pen on behalf of 
the owners of pet dogs, 
who, if we take them 
ouESE THIS. abroad on our holidays, 

are prevented by law 

from bringing them back. At least, 
we may bring them back, but cannot 
resume our ownership and the friend- 
ship that means so much until six 
months of quarantine have passed. 

“Don’t you think that you could 
induce the new Socialist Minister for 
this kind of thing (I think he ’s at the 
Board of Agriculture) to revise that 
law ? 

“ I am told that the reason for it is 
fear of rabies, but who ever heard of 
a case of rabies among pet dogs, and 
why aren’t the French afraid of it 
too ? They are a very self -protective 
race. If Twee-Twee, which is the 
name of my Pekinese, can land at ; 
Calais and go with me to Paris and 
Cannes without any foolish red tape, 
why can’t he land at Dover and go 
with me to London and my home in 
England without an expensive six 
months’ interval wdth a vet ? Half 
a year is a long time in the life of a 
Pekinese. 
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HORSES OF STONE. 

Myself. I don’t know whether a 
modern General ought to have an eques- 
trian statue. 

They. Why not ? 

Myself. Horses no longer re] 3 resent 
triumph and speed in war, A fellow 
in the Old Testament offered another 
fellow two thousand horses if he could 
find riders to put on them. That was 
his way of saying the other fellow had 
a contemptible little army, and up till 
fifty years ago it was a fairly sound 
remark. 

They. But Generals still ride. 

Myself. Not much in w'-ar. 

They. But on all ceremonial occasions. 

Myself. On ceremonial occasions even 
Admirals ride, I shall never forget see- 
ing four great Admirals riding on shire 
dreadnoughts at the Coronation of 
King George. 

They. 1 suppose a statue is a cere- 
monial occasion? 

Myself, A ceremonial eternity. But 
stone Admirals do not ride. 

They. Who (tZo ride? 

Myself. Princes and Generals. But 
philanthropists, statesmen and admirals 
go afoot. 

They. Wliat are the principal eques- 
trian statues in London ? 

Myself. Three only — I mean, 1 don’t 
know. There is one of Eichaed I. 

They. He probably lived on horseback. 

Myself He died there. And then 
there is Charees I. 

They. He died otherwise. 

Myself. He has a small thick -set 
mount of brass. George IV. and the 
Duke of Cambridge are pretty well 
horsed. And then there are George III. 
and Physical Energy and the Duke of 
Weleington and Boadicea 

They. Boadicea is in a chariot. 
Queens don’t ride in stone. 

Myself No. That’s another point. 
Nor does the Prince Consort in the 
Albert Memorial, in spite of the number 
of elephants at hand. 

They. There is a mounted statue of 
the Prince Consort. 

Myself. Where? 

They. In Holborn Circus. 

Myself. Is it a noble quadruped ? 

They. So-so. Not more than fits the sit. 

Myself Oliver Cromwell stands. 
Abraham Lincoln has a chair, though 
he does not use it. But I will tell you 
another thing. 

They. What? 

Myself,^ There is no statue of the, 
Duke of Marlborough at all, mounted 
or otherwise. But the titles of his 
victories are on the colours of all the regi- 
£nente, suA he always made a point of 

This is a great scandal. I am 


glad you have mentioned it. Why should 
Oharles I. and George III. and Physi- 
cal Energy and the Prince Consort 
ride upon horses and the great Duke of 
Marlborough be forgotten by the 
crowd? But returning to the main 
point ; If the statue of a modern 
General is not to be a mounted statue, 
how would you have him posed ? 

Myself. He might be seated on what- 
soever the modern sculptor considered 
to be emblematic of a battlefield, with 
a map unrolled before him or with field- 1 
glasses raised to his eyes. 

They. I do not think so. That is 
foolish realism. 

Myself. There is realism in the Artil- 
lery Memorial. 

They. If you are going to be realistic 
you might make a modern General: 
seated in a chateau or a dug-out repre- 1 
senting G.H.Q., and not even the most 
d aring of sculptors could accomplish that. 

Myself. Well, what kind of a stone 
horse should a modern General have ? 
Ought there to be a committee of 
cavalry officers to decide? Or would 
you have a symbolical horse of great 
solidity, denoting strength, or a very 
active horse, denoting speed ? 

They. That can safely be left to the 
sculptor. 

Myself. I am not so sure of it. You 
tie him down to this traditional horse, 
if I may put it so, and yet you give him 
scope with regarjd to its training and 
breed. That seems to me to be quite 
illogical- He should either carve a 
cavalry officer’s horse, I say, or none. 

They. Perhaps the whole question 
of sculptured animals demands a certain 
amount of consideration, apart from 
equestrian statues. After all, what ani- 
mals do commonly figure in Stone ? 

Myself {vaguely). Lions, wolves, ele- 
phants, bears, bulls, panthers, ’ the 
hounds of Crusaders, which bite the 
sword, but not usually either asses or 
sheep. 

They. There are rabbits in the statue 
of Peter Pan. 

Myself I have seen a moose carved 
out of butter. 

They. I have seen an elk made of ice. 

Myself. Most animal statues that I 
can remember are realistic in the ex- 
treme, and this even applies to the 
animal carvings of more or less primi- 
tive men. Therefore we might say that 
a modern General, if he rides at all, 
should ride as nearly as possible the 
horse which the mounted oflicers of his 
day are riding. If Generals should ever 
cease to ride, sculpture would have a 
great difficulty in representing them. 
If battles are to be fought in the air, how 
would you have your Generals carved ? 
In monoplanes, or riding upon eagles ? 

They. Goodness knows. 


Myself. And if they are won with 
poison-gas ? 

They. That is harder still. 

Myself. Also, if battles are won by the 
excellence of the commissariat, a General 
might be represented with loaves in his 
hand. 

They. Or a cornucopia. All things 
considered and speaking for the present, 
I think ycu have admitted that we can- 
not do better than a horse. 

Myself. But a realistic horse. 

They. Meaning by that ? 

Myself. A cavalry charger. Not an 
Arab and not a Clydesdale and not a 
Suffolk Punch . The sculp tor should be 
straitly charged not to allow his fancy to 
play around the figure of the horse, for if 
he does most terrible things might occur. 

They. For instance ? 

Myself. Mr. Epstein might be com- 
missioned to carve an equestrian statue 
alter the next war. I should not like 
to see a British General mounted for all 
time upon a hippopotamus. Evoe. 


THE FUR. 

Half-a-dozen of us were in the 
club exchanging yarns about India, and 
the conversation had gradually turned 
from reminiscence into a discussion of 
Orientalism and Indian magic,” when 
Johnson said thoughtfully — 

“A man told me really a rather 
curious tale the other day. It seems 
that a week or two ago the daughter 
of a retired Indian Civil Servant went 
to some leading furriers in London 
and bought a white fox fur. She took 
it home with her, unpacked it, left it 
in her bedroom on the bed, and went 
down to tea. Her young sister came 
in half-way through tea, heard she’d 
bought this fur, and dashed upstairs 
to see it. She came down again in 
about five minutes and said what a 
lovely skin it was, and how much she 
admired it, and hovr she wished she 
could have one like it, and all that kind 
of flummery; and after tea both girls 
went upstairs to talk flapper-doodle 
about it. 

“When they got into the bedroom 
the fur was lying on the floor, and 
the elder girl gave the younger one a 
piece of her mind for not having left it 
on the bed. At this the kid sister fired 
up and answered back that she found it 
on the floor and that before she went 
downstairs again she had left it on the 
bed. For a few moments relations were 
distinctly strained, but eventually peace 
was restored, they put the fur on the 
bed and left it there, and when Father 
returned home he was promptly dragged 
upstairs to have a look. And where 
do you think he found it ? ” 

“ On the floor,” we chanted in unison. 




Teacher. “ What is meant by ‘ The King’s Pakdon ’ ? ” 

Boy. “Please, Sir, *The King’s Pardon’ is what you get when you have triplets. 


“Exactly,” ha assented. “The fur 
was on the floor. And from that time 
onward it wouldn't stay put ; if they left 
it anywhere for five minutes they *d find 
it somewhere else when they got back, 
and its mysterious behaviour so got on 
the girls* nerves that it sent them half- 
hysterical and so frightened them that 
at last they locked it up in a cupboard 
overnight and took it back to the fur- 
rier's in the morning. They told the 
management what extraordinary things 
had been happening and asked them if 
they wouldn’t mind changing it as they 
were beginning to feel somewhat super- 
stitious. Well, the management hum’cl 


and haw’d and said they couldn’t under- 
stand it at all, they ’d never heard any- 
thing like that before about any of their 
furs, and so on and so on. They were 
quite polite, of course, but it didn’t take 
the girls long to see that they didn’t 
believe the story and that, what was 
worse, they 'weren’t going to change the 
fur. 

“ All this time the fur had been lying 
quietly oji the counter, and the manage- 
ment pointed to it and said laugh- 
ingly that, if it really was invested 
with such peculiar properties of motion, 
it might be expected to jump off the 
counter on to the floor. 


“ And at that very minute it did jump 
off the counter on to the floor, . , . 

“That clinched things* After the 
first shock the management rallied, col- 
lected a staff* of experts, seized the fur 
and slit it open. . . . 

“ There was a snake inside ! ” 

Dead silence followed this revelation 
and then somebody said sharply : “Yes, 
but what *s all this got to do with India? ” 
“The snake was a krait — a common 
Indian variety,” returned Johnson, 
“And that,” he added pleasantly, “is 
the connection.” 

We then threw him out of the room. 

WoON. 
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PLEHSiVNT SUMDAY MORMINGS shines like a naughty deed in 

_ , a good world, or, if one may give the 

^'ith Mb. James Agate. trope a twist, like Vega in August and 

Cherry ^tpe (at the Golconda), Milky Way. Let others 

Let it be posited boldly that two and throw all their egos on the table ; an I 
two do constantly make a total which for an I shall never be our motto. With- 
cannot be described as four. As, per- out doubt there were good and sufficient 
adventure, tvro elderly persons and two reasons why Henley did not write “ One 
young persons conspiring at matrimony is the master of one’s fate ; one is the 
— the sum of which is a crowd ; or two captain of one’s soul ” ; but he would 
shares in oil and two in a coal-mine — have earned as many marks for his 
the answer to which is nothing ; or the meaning if he had, and a few extra for 
two eyes of the Duse and- the two legs his modesty. “ Esto/' then, or “Make 
of La Lola — ^which makes one angel, it so,” as the Admiral whispered. 

and two separate blasphem- ^ 

I ies. Was it not Chateau- - 

BRiANB who said, “ Un, deux 
— c’esi \e inonde'^ ? It was 
not— nor was it anyone else 
— but no one will know. 

And here one is enmeshed, 
hie, hoc and alorum, in a 
difficulty not to be put off 
without straining a point 
or two, as Ardath said to 
the traveller. If one is 
punctilious to avoid the 
egoistical “ I ” beloved of 
one’s pen-fellows, nor will 
not lightly pepper his pages 
with “ my readers ” and 
“my correspondents,” after 
the blushless manner of our 
Mr. Ervine, then how shall 
one convey that this or that 
opinion is put forward as a 
person’s and not as the 
people’s, proceeds from a . 
self and not from the shelf, : 


like the wine-songs of War- < 
dour Street? How to be 
positive without the Papal 
touch ? How to present a 
pistol in the third person 
singular? How shall violet 
cry out like peony yet still 
be violet ? Here ’s fuel in- 
deed for the midnight lamp. 

But how nowJ Shall we P^cturegoer, “Why do you bring that child 
\ X I PICTURES?” 

0 '<« AT Mother. “To GI\TS THE PEOPLE AT ’OIME A CHANCE.’ 

mg-gate ? “ Non mulUm, 

as our old. friend Quintus Horatio There is a sort of piece which appears 
Elaccus- riposted to a certain senator as punctually as the new potato in the 
m the Appian Way,. “To feel for the early summer and is called musical 
bottom with deprecating foot was ever comedy. That it is no more new than 
the best overture to a drowning” — or the potato may be postulated boldly; 
do we misquote our Emerson? Out, that it hath no more music in it than 
mustard, and to our muttons 1 the vegetable and perchance the same 

Let it be granted then that for the quantum of the comic spirit will here 
normal frays of criticism one has forged be humbly suggested. Butw^hat? Con- 
a sharp and serviceable formula or two sider the new potato. And then, good 
wherewith to strike the I out of egoism coz, consider a world without it. Doth 
^ without doing injury absolute to that it not fit with an air into the scheme of 
i of personality which is the spark things necessary ? Dost thou think 
wo w^kly scribe. We would not, by because thou art highbrow there shall 
our uvelihood,^ ban, bell and book the be no more ladies of the chorus ? Ay, 
tirsfc per^n singular from these our and jazz shall be hot in the mouth ! 
columns; blit he:^ at least it must suffer Let it be conceded then that the name 
-tJiasingular^sciplineofbeingsingular ; [of “Cherry-Ripe ” sits ill upon a piece 



which flits uncertainly between the Lido 
and a Bond Street milliner’s ; that the 
plot is unfathomable, like the appetite 
of M. Bient6t; that the Brigade of 
Guards do not wear hunting- kit at 
Venice ; that the eldest son of a baronet 
is not called “Viscount”; that the 
Fifth Symphony of Beethoven may 
not provide the happiest inspiration for 
a fox-trot ; that the words conceivably 
might have more wit and the chorus 
more clothes — and still we are left with 
the naked but agreeable fact ot our new 
potato. What, does one bandy words 
with a vegetable ? Tell me , 
not that a De Maupassant 
could have contrived a 
better story, and the late 
Mr. Shelley a nobler lyric 
than — 

“I love my Baby, 

My Baby loves me.” 

These gentlemen were not 
on parade when Mr. Sid 
Froitheim mustered his 
army of ready writers. And 
here, faithful as the boomer- 
ang, we fly back to our arith- 
metical beginnings. Two 
authors and a brace of lyric- 
manufacturers (to say noth- 
ing of three composers) do not 
make four authors, neither 
do they make one play; 
they make Babel, they 
make Bedlam, they make — 
by your leave and the 
canons of Aristotle — 
balderdash ; natheless in 
this present affair, an one 
may hazard a guess, tbev 
also make money. 
pourquoi pas ” we sigh 
with Madame De S^iyigne. 
The haberdasher is worthy 
of his hire, and shall the 
balderdash er starve ? And 
if one did not, with one’s 
TO THE neighbours, roar like 
' in the stalls at the easy hu- 

mours of this noisy trifle 

let it not be supposed that one slept. 
We would not of- all things be- ticketed 
“highbrow”; and therefore, Buzfuz- 
fashion, we must swim through a sea 
benevolent of words to our point, 
which is that, like the honest Godiva, 
one cannot conceal from you that I — 

that is Oh, Lord, if you want to 

know, I loathed this miserable show ! 

— A.P.H. 

Viva Voce ! 

“Voce Bowls Well.” 

Headline in West-Country Pa^er. 

“Bedroom Window Escapes from 
Burning House.” 

Headlines in Birmingham Paper. 
We should have tried to do the same. 
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VENUS AND THE TEASE. 

(After TuKOcmrus.) 

LiTTiiU Boy Cupid 
Ran chasing the bees 
Till the last of the troop hid 
* A sting in the tease ; 

Then oh ! with what virtue 
Did Villainy bawl, 

Oh, Mummy, bees hurt you 
Although they’re so small.*’ 

She clasped the Winged Mischief 
And, laughing, she said — 

And smoothed his suh-kissed sheaf 
Of curl and gold head— 

“ ’Tis tit, oh I you tittle, 

For tat that you 've got ; 

Love, Love that ’s so little 
But hulls such a lot,” P. R. G. 
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THE COMPLEAT BATHROOM; 

OR, By Bequest. 

It was described as a ‘^Private Family 
Hotel,’’ and I, not being a pmate fam- 
ily but an overflow member of a neigh- 
bouring house-party, had been admitted 
by the proprietors as a mark of favour 
to my host. 

There was nothing peculiar about it 
except the bathroom, and this, or rather 
its decorations and fixtures, aroused my 
curiosity immediately I entered. In the 
comer by the door lay implements of 
the kind used by those who devote 
‘‘just five minutes every day” to the 
attainment of good health, prosperity 
and a long life: clubs and dumb-bells 
of different dimensions, a skipping-rope 
and a pair of boxing-gloves. And pinned 
to the wall were two rows of photo- 
graphs of a very muscular and almost 
naked man, with a waxed moustache 
and a thorax of most indecent propor- 
tions. In the top row he was shown in 
various poses, all of which suggested 
acute discomfort, and underneath he was 
wielding a towel (presumably having 
had a bath) in attitudes that betrayed 
a grim and sustained determination to 


dry beyond all shadow of doubt every 
portion of his anatomy. I feel convinced 
that he succeeded. 

Further along the wall were shelves 
supporting for the most part bottles of 
many different colours and sizes. On 
one of them I read “ Vandyke’s Vanish- 
ing Cream. Instructions: ...” but I 
shirked them. What the others con- 
tained I do not know, but above them 
stood a portable mirror, or rather two 
or three connected mirrors, that reflected 
the front, sides and back of one’s head 
and shoulders with equal proficiency. 
I studied the back view of my face for 
some seconds, and, deciding that it lost 
nothing in comparison with the front 
elevation, passed on. 

The next parcel of exhibits was of a 
character by no means pleasing. On 
a small table at the end of the bath 
no fewer than eight battleships were 
aground, and in such a formation, in 
line facing the bath, as to leave no doubt 
that the commander’s intention was to 
launch them in the bath the moment 
the hour was ripe. Incredible as it may 
seem, these men-of-war were already, 
prior to launching, fully mobilized and 
cleared for action, with guns uncovered 


and gunners standing by ; and it seemed 
to me most regrettable, at a time when 
the leaders of the Great Powers, or some 
of them, are earnestly discussing the 
reduction of navies, to see such stark 
evidence of the old bellicose spirit right 
here at home in our native bathrooms. 
I say no more. 

Under the table on the floor, also 
evidently prepared to take the water at 
the given word (though not in so advan- 
tageous a position for doing so as the 
naval flotilla on the roof), was a charm- 
ing little group of aquatic birds and 
fishes and a pneumatic whale. Of this 
natural history exhibit it would be 
invidious to say which was the most 
attractive specimen. If the whale en- 
joyed the advantage of inflation, the 
celluloid gannet and the rubber shark 
had a fascination all their own. And 
the sense of peace instilled by this little 
study of marine fauna after the nerve- 
racking display of armaments up aloft 
was very welcome. 

A truly remarkable bathroom, I 
thought, as I walked downstairs. And 
I went up to the hotel-register to see 
the kind of folk the proprietors catered 
for. With the exception of myself all 
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the visitcr-s — and there were only four 
— appeared to be members of one family 
who had been staying there for some 
weeks, lor I read the following: — 

D(Ut o/ Stiiwii- 
Xtinie Ji/t' Arnval ulitif 
Uapt. tlnmwade 34 JulylG British Loiulm 
Grimwadc 32 
blaster Rodney 

(Tiimwado 7 
Primrose 

Grimwade 4 „ 

Later in the evening I visited the 
bathroom again. Everything was as I 
liad left it, and I found nothing added 
tO“no, I am wrong. There was one 
exhibit I had not noticed before, but it 
was comparatively of no interest. It was 
merely a piece of paper pinned to the 
door, on which was written in a neat 
liand: Visitors are requested kindly 
to leave the bathroom as they would 
like to find it.’’ C, B. 


BIRDS AND MATHS. 

FA correspondent of The Times lias recently 
slated that not only crows but all birds ai'c 
unable to count.] 

Of all the living creatures 
That brighten Nature’s face, 

In colour, form and features 
Birds claim the foremost place : 
But whether they be lowly 
Or high in ether mount, 

They lack one asset wholly — 

Not one of them can count. 

Here higher on the ladder 
We find the wingless brutes ; 

The snake — when he ’s an adder, 
The pig extracting roots ; 

While in bis hutch the rabbit 
Proclaims to passers-by 
His immemorial habit, 

The power to multiply. 

Yet rooks, who love oration, 
Indulge in high debate 
And understand cawsation, 

Can never calculate ; 

And pigeons, though quite splendid 
As messengers in war, 

Have never comprehended 
How many beans make four. 

So I, who honoured Gunter 
More highly when at school 
Than Euclid or Todhunter, 

And shirked Golekso’s rule; 
Who never reached quadratics 
But left them to tiie smugs, 

And was in mathematics 
Beckoned amongst the mugs — 

I, finding no attraction 
In decimals or surds, 

Hail with deep satisfaction 
My kinship with the birds; 

And, as I sip my potion 
Prom the Pierian fount, 

Salute with fond emotion 
The crows that cannot count. 


“Forgotten Faces 
With Talking Features.” 

Cinema Poster, 

Speaking likenesses, in fact. 

“ Piano, grand, good condition, suit concert 
or dance hall ; thrown at you for 

Local Paper, 

We prefer confetti. 


“ When the last farewell had been said Air. 
Wensley returned to his room, whore he has 
worked 'for ten years. Taking a view from the 
large window, he passed out of it for the last 
time. Daily Paper, 

We nearly always use the door for our 
exits, 


“Golf Course Haunted by Anne Boleyn.” 

Headline in Local Paper. 
She is said to show every sympathy 
with players wdao find it difiicuit to keep 
their heads in the right position. 

“ China Tea for the early morning cup. Ask 
your Doctor.” — in Daily Paper. 

Our G.P. prefers his in his own room. 

“All trams taking part in the county dancing 
display on Friday, the Grand Rally Day, are 
asked to report in the South West Lancashire 
Camp lines not later than noon prompt.” 

I Prouincial Paper, 

It is sad to think of all these admirable 
vehicles going oS the rails. 




Modern Child, ‘*L03T? . . . Me! , . . ’OP IT 1 


THE HOLIDAY RABBIT- 


Is there anything in sea-air that is 
unsuitable for pet rabbits? Brant is 
taking his wife, his children and his golf- 
clubs to Eastbourne for three weeks; 
why not his rabbit also ? 

If he had taken the rabbit with him 
he would haye been able to boast that 
he was one of the few, or maybe the 
only one, who had ever taken a rabbit 
for a summer holiday. He might have 
discovered to his lasting satisfaction 
tbat'until his rabbit passed through the 
turnstile no rabbit had been known 
to stroll along -the pier within living 
1 memory. He could have had it to stand 
guard over his clothes while he was 
bathing. Then why did he foist this 
rabbit on to me during his absence ? 

I can only faintly picture the look of 
wonder that steals over the face of a 
rabbit units first view of the illimitable 
sea. I shbuld have thought Brant 
would have liked to see that. 


Can rabbits swim ? Few ]people are 
sm:e about this. I doubt if Brant knows. 
If he had taken his rabbit to Eastbourne 
he might have found out once and for all. 
Then, again, he would have been able to 
study a rabbit’s reactions to the motor- 
boat that takes one to the lighthouse. 

"Would a rabbit whine when a tenor 
pierrot achieves the peak point -.of his 
song ? He might have discovered that 
too. 

And surely there can be few seaside 
resorts more suitable for a rabbit’s holi- 
day than Eastbourne. What better 
place than Beachy Head for the little 
thing to gambol on? And when the 
tide is out, what a wealth of sand to 
burrow in ! Then, when it wearied of 
these amusements, it could sit and 
watch the ships go by. 

I know so little about rabbits. What 
if it died while in my care ? Ought I to 
spoil the Brants’ holiday by informing 
them? It would be no easy task to 
word the telegram discreetly. Yet if 


I said nothing they might well feel 
aggrieved that none of the family had 
been given an opportunity to attend the 
funeral. Its skin might be valuable, 
or they might wish to have their pet 
stuffed ; so that any mishandling of the 
question of burial might lead to a lot 
of unpleasantness. After all it is their 
rabbit, dead or alive, and one should deal 
carefully with other people’s property. 

I wish I knew more about a I'abbit’s 
diet. There are noises from the garden 
in the dead of the night which may be 
due to indigestion, or for all I know it 
may be the rabbit, escaped from its 
hutch, nibbling my dahlias. I do not 
even know whether a saucer of milk 
comes amiss to a rabbit. I do not even 
know what would poison it. It is all 
very awkward. 

“ Wanted, Battery 27 cells for house plant : 
first-class condition .” — Manchester Paper. 

When we mentioned this to our aspi- 
distra it fainted. 
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DAILY DIFFICULTIES; 

OR, Can I Hinder You? 

{With achiowledgmentB to the Can I 
Help You ” column in The Sunday 
DispatchT ) 

I HAVE been walking-out with a girl 
for twenty-three years now, but I am 
not yet in a good enough position to be 
married. Is it fair to ask her to wait 
until I have saved up enough for the 
home ? — Perplexed. 

Certainly it isn't fair, Perplexed. 
If you are such a spineless creature, 
lacking intelligence enough to make 
your way in the world, w^by should 
you expect any girl to w^aste the best 
eai's of her life on you ? Neither do 
wish to w^aste my time answering 
silly questions. 

Will you advise me as to what kind 
of shoes look the smartest ? I find that 
the su^de are apt to bulge and patent- 
I leather crack and soon look unsightly. 

I Would-Be- Smart. 

I It is evidently your feet and not 
j the shoes that are to blame. No doubt 
i they are large and unsightly, so there 
I is really no hope for you. I am glad 
I to say that I — and all my family — 

I have small elegant feet, I can offer 
i no solution to your big problem. 

i I am a kitchen-maid and do a lot of 
rough housework. How can I keep my 
nails from breaking and my hands from 
getting chapped ? — Tweenie. 

Well, Tweenie, I myself use an 
excellent hand-lotion at fifteen shil- 
lings a bottle. On receipt of a 
stamped addressed envelope 1 will for- 
I ward an address where it can be pur- 
chased. As for your nails, I can give 
you an introduction to a wonderful 
manicurist in Knightsbridge. She is 
rather expensive, but has a large 
cUenUle among the smartest Society 
women. My aunt (whose portrait 
appears on this page) always patron- 
ises her. Write to me again if I can 
assist you in any daily difficulty. 

I am very shy and suffer agonies of 
bashfulness when I go out into company. 
Is there any remedy for this distressing 
condition ? —Anxious. 

Certainly. If you are shy when 
you go out, why not stay at home ? 

I am going to be married and have 
saved up a hundred pounds for furnish- 
ing the home. Can you suggest the 
best way of laying out the money? 

Working Lass. 

I am delighted to give you my 
valuable advice. Genuine antiques 
are the rage for furnishing nowadays, 
and my own sister has a marvellous 


house furnished throughout with 
period furniture, with not a spurious 
piece in the place. This is expensive 
of course, but, if you make a tour of 
the lesser-know'u antique shops and 
have a flair for getting a bargain, you 
can often pick up wonderful pieces. 
I myself once secured some flne old 
Waterford glass for twenty pounds — 
less than half its value— in this way. 
Above all, in furnishing^ don't over- 
crowd your rooms or go in for bizarre 
^ effects. Let your house-linen be of 
the best, and do try the effect of pink 
cr^pe-de-chine sheets. You will never 
want to sleep in any other kind after- 
wards. Write to me again, Working 
Lass, if in any doubt. 

I wrote to you some weeks ago asking 
what was the best stuff to use for clean- 


ing my plate. I have to inform you 
that what you recommended has com- 
pletely discoloui'ed the teeth and I may 
have to get a new set. — I ndignant. 

Of course I thought you referred to 
silver plate. Indignant, and gave you 
a recipe accoi'dingly. It is stupid 
ignorant people like you that make 
my task so troublesome. Please don* t 
write to me again.— The Editress. 

(The Editress of this jjage is always 
willing to give a helping hand and 
advice to readers in all daily difficul- 
ties.) E. A. K. I 


What Red Hele. 

Showing To-day. 

Our Sliding Roof Will Be Kept Open.” 
Koiicc oufbide London Mimcdiall, 

This is caiTying realism too far. 
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ominouslv flat. I was about to piss by 

“IF THIS SHOULD MEET THE EYE. . . look of silent sympathy so 

[The following contribution and letter were popular with the motoring classes when 
both received during the same week. Mr. j noticed that the driver was a woman 

»a th.Uheo».t„libo« .G.B plate. 


that this sort of thing must not become a UDeciiGnc tiO ^tne aiccaLies oi cm 
habit.] and compatriot ism I swore softb 

! My poor boob,” said my host, “it *s applied my brakes, 
as safe as houses. You simply take my “ Can I help ? ” 
car into Bordeaux, call at the Vache Qiii Her hair glinted in the sunlight s 
Chante and ask the landlord, * Why does looked up. 

your stove smoke?’ He will reply, “I can’t get the jack to work.” 
‘Because the leaves are green.* • Then As I started operations— “ SI 


Obedient to the dictates of chivalry 
and compatriot ism I swore softly and 
applied my brakes. 

“Can I help?” 

Her hair glinted in the sunlight as she 


started operations > 


5C0UTOASTER ^ 


k 


you say, ‘ Give me leaves which — — 

are browned by sun,’ and he 1//^ 

will sell you a thousand per- 

fectly good English cigarettes ^ \ 

which have been smuggled. It’s 

I easy.” CONSERVATIVE 

“ I know,” I replied, “Then SCOUT HEADQUARTERS. J! ^ 

I pack the cigarettes in the car, — NOTICE ““ . # ] 

get stopped by the police and ex- • TWICKENHAM M[ y/imA 

plain that I didn’t know there Quj OF BOUNDS Ax // ft 

was a duty on tobacco. If I am rv npn F p " (‘W 

still young enough I shall be re- 

leased from prison in time to fight ^ 

in the next war — ^you know, the ^ \ A. 5C0UTOASTER 

one that will be started by the \ } / y \ y 

disarmament proposals. Thanks ri A ^ 

very much, Lamplowe. Nothing S Nrn 

doing." _ J 

“Nowif only the pub had been ' \\ j A 

called Le Lapin aux Pieds ' 

Froids,'' said Lamplowe, “I xily 

suppose the scheme would have A \ 

“Anyway,”! said, “I’ve never /j| ® 

driven your car. I might smash ^ 

He smiled at me incredulously. ' 

“ Do you mean to tell me that III 'Wm 

you have never driven a Quile- , 

croit? ” he demanded. “Why, iM j\A 

France is swarming with them. 

The makers turn them out by Mr 

Curiously enough I was over 
half-way to Bordeaux before . 

it occurred to me to ask him 

why he should not fetch the — ^|| 

cigarettes himself. Lamplowe 

is like that. The man ought to II * , 

have been a politician. Scout Jix’s idea of a Good Tukn. 

I arrived at the Vache Qiii 

Ghante, ordered some wine and spoke of stand by and hold things,” she asked, 
the weather. Summoning up all my “ or go away and put my fingers in my 
courage I ordered more wine and found ears ? ” 

I had forgotten the French for “ stove.” “ There ’s a copy of Punch in my car,” 
With a desperate effort I pulled myself I replied ; “would you like to look at 
together and ten minutes later was on it while I change the wheel ? ” 
my way home with the contraband. As “ Thanks — I ’ve seen Punch — I have 




m 




Scout Jix’s idea of a Good Tukn. 


my way home with the contraband. As “ Thanks — I ’ve seen Punch — I have 

the road slipped under the wheels I it sent out every week, but ” 

[ » What IS this-projpitiation ?-Bd. 

been right — the thing was easy. He ,, -Jvt -.t » ± x j. -d -j 

hadik^been right abfut the popularity f 

oi^ jijsQnilecroit car, for I had akeady ^ 

of the breed when I suddenly “I suppose you haven’t got an Eng- 
come'aeross the seventh, drawn up at lish cigarette, have you? I ran dry a 
the edge of the road with one back tyre week ago,” 


My case was empty. I gazed at her 
earnestly and decided that she looked 
quifce unlike a detective — a thing a real 
detective would scorn to do. 

“ Under the rugs in the back seat,” I 
said ; “ take a box if you like.” 

“ Well, you seem to have got a fairly 
good stock, so if you’re sure you don’t 
mind. How much do I owe you ? ” 

‘ ‘ Thirty francs,” I replied unguardedly. 

“Thir — ooh ! If you ’re caught you ’ll 
probably be guillotined,” she gasped. 

“ I never am caught,” I said coldly. 

I finished the work in hand 
and stood for a moment looking 
at the two cars. To the last lick 
of paint they were identical. As 
^ the girl thanked me once more I 
glanced at my watch. 

“ I must hurry," I said ; “ my 
host gets peevish if one is late 
j'C' for dejeuner'' 

? As I let in the clutch— “ Many 

thanks,” she said. “Good luck 
with the cargo.” 

I gave the car her head, flashed 
through ah empty village street 
te and kept on. As I approached 

^ the next village I saw a gendarme 

standing in the road with out- 

stretched arms. I stopped the 
car. So far as I could feel, my 
heart had already stopped. 

“xA beautiful day,” I said to 
the gendarme — “a day worthy 
of France.” He was not inter- 
ested. One had reported by tele- 
phone that my car had passed 
through the village of Cloisy at 
a pace ferocious. One could not 
allow so formidable a speed. I 
must accompany him to the gen- 
darmerie, where one would take 
my particulars. The telephone, 

(> he said, had been indistinct, and | 
he had been sent out post-haste 
to stop a brown Quilecroit coupi, 
bearing a G.B. plate. By this 
time the officer in charge would 
have ascertained the number 
from the gendarme at Cloisy 
and identification would be 
complete 

Moodily I nodded my acqui- 
escence. I could not remember whether 
or no they still guillotined people in 
public. 

The gendarmerie smelt of French 
cigarettes and whitewash. The officer 
in charge shook his head at me and 
reproved me loquaciously, knocking off 
the ash from his cigarette against a 
notice which forbade smoking. When 
his admonition had run out — “ Alonsieur 
admits the charge? ” he asked. 

“Not at all. Eegard, my Captain, 

my poor little car, so tranquil, so ” 

“Attend, Monsieur. Your car is a 
coup6, brown and a Quilecroit ? ” 




I “But yes.” 

; “ Number GB. KO. 27653? That 

I is the number reported at Cloisy.” 
j Here I hesitated, for I did not know 
; the number of Lamplowe’s car, 

“The car is outside,” I said. “ It is 
’ for you to ascertain the number.” 

The officer's head jerked sideways 
and one of the satellites went out to 
; inspect. Even as he passed the door 
I I inwardly cursed my imprudence. 
What if the fellow lifted the rugs in 
the back seat ? 

In twenty seconds, however, he re- 
turned. “Num6ro G.B. S.B. 31190,” 
he announced. There was a glutinous 
silence, I broke it with a hammer. 

“I shall report this outrage to the 
Embassy,” I said. 

The officer was desolated — it was 
a mistake. He hoped Monsieur would 
cause no trouble. One had reported from 
Cloisy — Monsieur would be merciful. 

My heart, warmed by my sudden 
reprieve, gushed forth mercy. 

Os^er dejeuner I told Lamplowe of my 
adventure. 

“But how did you work it?” he 
asked. 

“ I didn't work anything. The police 
had simply got hold of the wrong car.” 

“But, mypoorfish,” he replied, “K.O. 
27653 is my number,” 

Eor a moment I said nothing. Then 
I got up and> walked to the car. The 
spare wheel w^as punctured. 


“I don’t know whose car you’ve 
brought home,” said Lamplowe, ‘‘or 
where you’ve left mine, bub some- 
body has got you out of a nasty mess. 
Another case, I suppose, of the Devil 
looking after his own.” 

“ I think it was an angel,” I said. 

And now Lamplowe wants his own 
car, because, he says, the back seat is 
better equipped than that of the car 
which I brought home. 

Will the Angel please send her ad- 
dress to the Editor? 

xVN APPEAL. 


time to see a gendarme spring from 
nowhere and take his number as he 
flashed by. 

I knew, of course, what would happen 
—the gendarme would telephone through 
to the next village and there my friend 
would be stopped. I happened to know 
that, for reasons not unconnected with 
tobacco, he would hate to have his car 
searched, so I made a detour to avoid 
the Cloisy gendarme and arrived at the 
next village, to find my compatriot’s 
car outside the gendarmerie. I ex- 
amined it and found that the rugs 
covering the cigarettes on the back seat 


Dear Mr. Punch. — I wonder it you 
will help one of your countrywomen in 
distress. A few days ago I picked up a 
puncture on the Bordeaux road and on 
starting to change the wheel found that 
my jack: refused to function. So I sat 
on the roadside in the dejected attitude 
of a maiden in distress. In turn I refused 
help from two Spaniards, an Italian and 
a Erenchman, all of whom had dark 
flashing eyes. Seeing that I was not to 
be trifled with, Fate then dealt me a 
young Englishman with baggy flannel 
trousers. While he was changing the 
wheel for me we discussed P^inch, to- 
bacco and the extreme similarity of his 
car and my own — all vital subjects, as 
events proved. He set off in front of 
mo at full speed, and as he passed the 
village of Cloisy he was two hundred 
yards ahead. I rounded a bend just in 


had not yet been di 

My one idea was to remove the con- 
traband; but to transfer this from his 
ear to my own would take too long. 
Making sure that nobody was about, I 
ran my car behind his, got out and 
drove his away. When 1 had gone a 
safe distance I stopped and waited for 
him. Probably he took another road, 
for, though I waited an hour, I neither 
saw nor heard anything of him. 

Now here I am with his car and 
there is he with mine, neither knowing 
the other’s name or address. This is 
where you come in. You see, he reads 
Punch, so would you be so good as to 
publish this letter ? You don’t mind, 
do you ? Please, Mr. Punch. 

Yours very sincerely, 

Pamela E. Metherill. 

Glos de Eenard, Bloncjyde-Bas. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Chaos and Calm. 

I HAD not been to the Empire since 
it suffered a tea-change into something 
rich and strange ; very rich and very 
strange indeed. It is not merely the 
marble and the gilt and the panelling, 



AN AWFULLY-CLOSE-UP. 

The Pejncess (Miss Mady Christians), 

FOLLOWED EIGHT THROUGH THE FILM BY 

The Prince (IMr. Paul Cavanagh) dis- 
guised AS A detective. 

the quiet gloom, the goldfish playing in 
the porphyry fount (there are even imi- 
tation starfish in the fount where the 
goldfish play), nor the alcoves fitted 
with rich furniture that most startle 
the wanderer returning after many 
years. It is the long and decorous bar 
devoted to the effervescence of soft 
drinks, and soft drinks alone, that makes 
him cry in the words of Swinburne : — 

“Where are the imperial years, and where 
Art thou, Paustine?"” 

If the vestibules and antechambers 
of the new Empire are surprising, the 
tonitorium is no less magnificent. The 
management states clearly on the pro- 
gramme: “The Deaf Can Hear at 
THE Empire.” And I can well believe it. 

Also the Empire makes its own 
weathernowadaySjUsingin the summer- 
time a forty -thousand-pound refrigera- 
ting-plant for the purpose, so that it 
weU may be called the Empire on which 
the ice never melts. And it keeps np a 
: continuous performance from noon until 
the hour that Londoners are now sup- 
posed to regard as midnight, though 
clocks were distinctly more generous in 
the brave ieys of old. 

Behind the half-lit purple curtains of 
the stage-box^ in the new Empire are 


organ-pipes, and the orchestra appar- 
ently rises and sinks into the floor when 
it feels so inclined. The whole place, in 
fact, is full of American self-determina- 
tion and the pomp that seems insepar- 
able from candy and celluloid and torches 
and iced-lemonade. 

Of the three attractions which I wit- 
nessed, the most sensational by far was 
the advanced display of The Flying 
Fleets in which aeroplanes hurtled ruth- 
lessly across the screen accompanied by 
the exact sound which aeroplanes make 
when they hurtle through the sky. 
Terrific stunts were performed, and 
blazing aeroplanes dropped into the sea. 
This preliminary exhibition was accom- 
panied by fiery screen sentences which 
made no attempt to minimise the mar- 
vels of the coming show, and themselves 
performed acrobatics not unworthy of 
the aeroplanes. Letters hurled them- 
selves to right and left, expanded, col- 
lapsed, stalled, banked, and did almost 
everything that screen literature can 
possibly do. 

Before this occurred we had The Bun- 
away Princess, directed by Anthony 
x\sQUiTH, which I seem to remember as 
a novel ; hut, if I am right, the story has 
been rather violently modernised. It 
is a soundless film, and, except that the 
Princess (Miss Mady Christians) ran 
away a lot too fast and was not at all 
like a princess, it was quite ingeniously 
done. Speed, of course, in a film may 
represent swift action, or swift emotion, 
or swift thinking, or all three at the 
same time. But the effect of too much 
speed is apt to be as wearisome as too 
much leisureliness, and there ought to 
be some variation and compromise. The 
best film I have ever seen was deliber- 
ately slowed down in time. 



A MILLIONAIRE MAGNET, 


Miss Mady Christians was pursued 
through London traf&c, through Lon- 
don oflSices and London shops by two 
detectives, one of whom was of course 
a prince in disguise, so that all ended 


happily at last in Euritania, or wherever 
it was, and she certainly gave quite a 
vivid impression of personality in the 
midst of the turmoil and hullabaloo. 

x^lter that came the celestial gym- 
nastics, and then The Idle Bich, an 
all-sound film. From the point of view 
of contrast the programme could not 



have been more subtly devised. Con- 
fusion on earth, confusion in the sky — 
and then a middle-class American fam- 
ily flat, from which the story never 
shifted throughout the entire piece, and 
in which there was no confusion at all 
except confusion of tongues. 

The plot of The Idle Bich is some- 
what peculiar. A millionaire marries 
his typist and so allies himself with a 
class-conscious and, I suppose, clerkly 
family, some of whose members are 
inclined to resent the 'patronage of 
wealth, just as they keep themselves 
aloof from the disgrace of manual toil. 
One of the young wife’s relations 
wanted to know whether the million- 
aire considered himself a true deiho- 
crat. Another, in despair about his 
present job, toyed with the awful no- 
tion of earning better money as a brick- 
layer. The iamily spoke of itself as 
“part of the white-collar brigade,” but 
at least one of them never wore a col- 
lar, or even a coat and waistcoat, from 
beginning to end. The whole gang of 
them, men, matrons and maids, were 
in the habilj of retiring to the kitchen 
at the end of each meal and washing- 
up, the noise of dishes as they touched 
each other being rather like that of 
railway trucks shunting in the night. 

The most crucial moment occurred 
when, on a visit to the flat after their 
honeymoon, the happy pair were faced 
by the necessity of occupying a single 
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Lady. I HOPjS MV boys will ride as W'ELL as that one of yours. I WISH YOU ’D TELL ME HOW TO TEACH THEM.” 
Dealer. “IiiCK ’em every time they fall off. The more y’OU lick ’em the tichter they stick— same’s 

POSTAGE-STAMPS.” 


tiny bedroom. The millionaire simply 
refused to do it. He w-ent and slept on 
the sofa in the sitting-room in his shirt 
and trousers. 

The difficulty, to an English spectator, 
of discovering wdiat social difference, if 
any, apart from wealth, existed between 
the millionaire and his new relations 
was far from being solved by the fact 
that the voices of one and all appeared to 
proceed through nasalised megaphones. 
There was notwithstanding some ex- 
cellent acting, and acting which, much 
as I disliked the sounds produced, could 
not possibly have been supported by 
tbe use of sub- titles alone. 

But I was badly tantalised by the fact 
that I could hardly distinguish a single 
w^ord that the young sister of the heroine 
uttered, and when the whole middle-class 
and class-conscious American family 
were talking at once, which quite fre- 
quently occurred, there was a resonance 
throughout the building like that on 
Dodona mountain 

“^Yhen winds were in the oaken shaws and 
all the cauldrons tolled.” 

Needless to say that the millionaire 
(Mr. Conrad Nagel), whose gestures 
and action seemed as faultless as his in- 


tonation was funny, after threatening to 
give up his wealth, did no such thing, 
and went off to complete his honeymoon 
with Miss Bessie Love, who also be- 
haved most prettily: all the same he 
persuaded the family that it is far better 
to be pauperised than to be poor. 

Altogether, I saw^ signs in this film 
that, if they can only make those voices 
tolerable, there is a future for simple 
comedy- acting on the screen. But what 
in that case is to happen to the world 
of kaleidoscopic commotion and swift 
panorama in which the screen has made 
its principal triumphs until now ? 

Evoe. 

“And fanners tell me that what rain we 
had — only a fifth of an inch all told —has 
realh come too late to save their serials.” 

IVanvicti'shire Daper. 

Now we understand the earthy flavour 
in recent instalments of modern fiction. 


“Lady gave away the bride (Miss ) 

at the \vedding of Dr. C. W. Saleeby, the dross- 
reformer, on Tuesday at St. Augustine’s, Kii- 
burn. The bridegroom ’svore a dark brown suit, 
brown shoes, and a soft silk shirt fastened low 
down at the neck .” — Leamington Paper. 
Some people would say that the bride- 
groom gave himself away.* 


BINGO. 

Bingo sees a Fairy and behaves 

BADLY. 

I S.VW a little fairy 
Sitting on the grass ; 

She wore the prettiest flo\vei*y things. 
Her tiny, shiny, pointed wings 

Were made of golden glass. 

Bingo made a rush at her ; 

Bingo is a dunce ; 

For in the twinkling of an e} e 
She turned into a butterfly 

And flew away at once. E. F. 


“Sussex Uneven.” 

Headline in Sunday Paper Sports Column. 
Sussex has long been famed for its ups 
and Downs. 

“A wooden refreshment oi)poaite Brixton 
Prison has been hnegled.^^—Manchester Paper. 

We have never dared to pinch the ham 
out of a railway sandwich, 

“Londres, 2 aout. 

Le Dheorery est ixrrti hier matin de Easy- 
India-Stock, pour uu long voyage d’ exploration 
dans ies regions du pole Antaretique.” 

French Paper. 

There should be no lack of buyers for 
such an attractive investment. 
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of Cesar ine^ s, to arrange that his manne- yomig Jimmie Beverley, with the inevit- 
A T THE PLAY. quin, Siisie Parsons, should be offered, able estrangement and ultimate recon- 

These Pretty Things ” (Garrick), at his (or rather Harieifs wife, Lady ciliation ; the cynical Stephen, reluct- 
Miss Gertrude Jennings has often Laura's) expense, a holiday in the most antly converted by Clara's staunchness 
entertained ns all, and her new full- luxurious hotel at; Paris Plage, Stephen, and disinterestedness, pronouncing the 
dress farcical comedy is admirably profoundly puzzled at Harvey's choice, paternal blessing ; and poor Susie's 
planned,fullof amusing lines and divert- malies the offer, which that half- blank dismay, with her one romance 
ing situations and has one character at witted young lady, in the ecstatic convic- shattered in her hands, 
least, the plain forlorn cinema-ridden tion that Eomance has at last knocked The pleasant affair is capably pro- 
little mannequin, Susie Parsons, which upon her door, eagerly accepts. duced and runs swiftly and smoothly, 

is a genuine comic invention. The complications are cleverly woven Miss Seydee’s Susie is a brilliant piece 

Susie has ideas — romantic, but not by Miss Jennings, and with much less of work, played with a commendable re- 
in the old accepted sense. It isn’t so distortion of the probabilities of the straint which heightens the comic effects 
much that she wants to be loved ; what given ridiculous situation than less skil- and makes a genuinely likeable and 
she does want is to be able to wear lul farce-makers allow themselves. And pathetic character of what might have 
those pretty things which she and her with more originality. Susie has been been a mere grotesque. Miss Seyler, 
colleagues at Madame display installed a fortnight in the H6tel Magni- who has the gift of looking as pretty or 


for their wealthy sisters, 
having themselves to be 
content with ill-cut much- 
worn frocks and undistin- 
guished undies, except for 
short moments of glory in 
the showrooms — a glory 
mitigated by the conscious- 
ness of being no more than 
living clothes-pegs, turned 
and twisted about by peo- 
ple who successfully ignore i 
the fact that they are real 
flesh and blood. 

Susie's fellow - manne- 
quins, especially her great 
friend, Clara, have their 
beauty to console them, 
as well as the more solid 
consolations that beauty 
in such circumstances is 
wont to bring — free films 
and feasts and as much 
else as honour and charac- 
ter allow. No one of the 
handsome and/or wealthy 
gentlemen that frequent 
Madame Cesarine's salon 
with their wives and friends 
has noticed Susie. And 
none will, she thinks, as 
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A “PRETTY THING’ 
Harvey Hayfield .... 

Susie Parsons 

21ay Smythe 




IN SLUMBER-WEAR. 

Mr. Lawrence Grossmith. 
Miss Athene Seyler. 

Miss Marie Lohe. 


as plain as she chooses, does 
not allow herself even at 
the end, when some com- 
pensation is arranged for 
Susie, to appear hastily 
renovated and embellish ed , 
as is customary in this kind 
of situation, as though to 
say, ‘‘This is what I really 
look like, good people.” 
Miss Mercia Swinburne’s 
staunch, managing, pretty 
Clara was just in the right 
key for the piece — an ex- 
cellent performance. Miss 
Marie L5hr gave us an 
amusing little sketch- of the 
excessively refined manne- 
quin, 11^2/ Sinythe,SLX^d Mr. 
Lawrence Grossmith was 
at his very best (which is 
, very good indeed) in the 
part of the amiable, easily- 
puzzled lowbrow, Haivey 
Mayfield, kn. admirable 
entertainment. T. 

“The Tiger in Men” 
(Adelphi), 

Whether this stout play 
of Mr. Dion Titheradge’s 
is to be viewed as straight 


long as she is employed ..... .uiss .u.^bie i.ohe. is to be viewed as straight 

merely to display the mackintoshes, fique, thrilled by the fine clothes, the melodrama returned to its ancient 
But give her the white charmeuse or elaborate flimsy furniture, the balcony haunts ; or delectable travesty of the 
the black silk pyjamas and all will be giving on the sea, the luxurious bed- same played with inordinate serious- 
^ ^ room and, above all, the attached bath- ness but without sufficient emphasis on 

As it turns out it wasn’t these ravish- room all to herself. But no cavalier its diverting absurdities; or disguised 
ing garments (which Szzsie, casting aside has appeared, and, though he is a sec- anti-feminist tract for the times of 
all sense of discipline, puts on against ondary consideration in her mind, she which the more appropriate but' too 
orders and displays to their disadvant- feels that something has gone wrong obviously revealing title should be The 
age) that caused the trouble, but the fact and wires in despair for her friend, Donhey in Women — I don’t quite know, 
that C/ara, when asked by the affable Clara. That high - principled young Perhaps the safest way to derive enter- 
gentleman and good sport, flar re?/ woman, suspecting that her friend has tainment from it is to de-sophisticate 
field, at the cinema, after some innocent got into evil hands, rushes nobly to her oneself as far as is possible and yield 
friendly exchanges, what her name is, in rescue. The game of cross-purposes to the operation of a good story of 
a fit of nervousness says, “Susie Par- then begins in earnest — the dismay of highly improbable people behaving quite 
sons. So that, when the eager but unre- Harvey faced with the bedizened imbe- impossibly in a preposterous situation. 
-sourcefulHarrc^, married to an exacting cile Siisie instead of his pretty Clara", Staying in a Malayan hotel giving 
purse^roud dragon and not very scrupu- the inconvenient intrusion of Lady upon a violently ultramarine bay is a 
means of temporary escape, Laura \ the glib contradictory explana- slim, beautiful, stupid and pretentious 
asks hxs mend, the real tions of the chief conspirators, Harvey young English girl. The only other 

but secret and generally absentee owner and Stephen', the pursuit of Clara by occupants of this eccentric caravan- 
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serai are a tall Englishman of in- 
dependent means, who goes to bed 
gloriously drunk every night and pulls 
himself together every morning after 
with a stiff* hair of the dog ; an amiable 
French metallurgist, whose refresh- 
ments are Yichy in public and cocaine 
in private; a young American remit- 
tance-man, who ventures at poker money 
he hasn't got and loses to everybody, 
including the beautiful English girl with 
the ‘‘magnificent poker face"; and a 
stout and genial German, whose only 
vice is that he can’t keep his hands oft 
other people’s money. 

The young Amman’s father, a mining 
engineer of genius, had discovered tin in 
some distant Malayan caA’es only to be 
approached through miles and miles of 
all but impenetrable fever-haunted jungle 
infested with everything that bites, stings, 

I claws or tramples, and, when attained, 

. surrounded by superstitious natwes Avho 
j will blow-pipe you sooner than pass the 
; time of day. The father, whether blow- 
piped or stricken with feA’erisnot known, 

' struggled back to die in his daughter’s 
; arms. And it is for his Joyce, the last 
; of the Gilmores (happily, I think, in the 
i interest of the higher eugenics), to carry 
1 on his unfinished work, not primarily 
I for the sake of the untold wealth which, 

' needing no pick or drill, is just lying 
! about on the floors of the caves Avaiting 
I to be shovelled into bags, but out of 
i filial respect for a dying parent’s last 
: Avish. The fat men in London on the 
! Board of the Company for which Gil- 
; more had worked have no faith in the 
1 proposition ; and Ave are not surprised. 

I It is for her, Joyce Gilmore, to stake 
her last sixpence, to organise and equip 
an expedition and to be its leader. And 
what more likely to secure her filial 
ends than to select the first four men 
she meets in a hotel, especially as each 
is badly bitten by his particular private 
tiger ? So that if, as seems highly prob- 
able, nobody comes out of the business 
alive, well, four Avorthless Ih^es Avill be 
sacrificed instead of four good ones. 
Everybody is much too polite to ask 
why only four. 

By a series of homilies and insults 
heaped upon the four, including a slap 
in the face with her gloA^es to the owner 
of the alcoholic tiger, she prevails upon 
them to enlist. Tavo Aveeks later (and 
I calculate that not one of the expedi- 
tion would haA^e lasted tAvo days) they 
are in a deserted hut- on-stilts, Avith 
walls and doors of matting not even 
dart-proof, except the door leading to 
herbedroom, which appears to be of solid 
wood and has evidently been brought 
through the jungle in the interests of 
propriety. All the men except Hans, 
Avho retains glimmerings of common- 
sense, are in love. With perhaps some 


faint instinct of self-preservation mas- 
querading as generosity the three loA'crs 
wish each other eA'ery succe>s3. And in 
other ways everybody has become ex- 



THE PAGAN THAT HAS NO TIGER ; OE. 
THE WHITE iMAN OP THE PAETY. 

Kria Mr. Henry Cass. 

Joyce Gilmore , . IMiss Maegajiet Banner- 
man. 


ceedingly noble, their tigers baulked by 
lack of opportunity. But the expedition 
is in a bad Avay. The natives make 
threatening noises; a real man-eating 





A TIGER FOE SPIRITS. 

Hal Denham (Mr. I as HuNTJEn) about to 
BROACH THE KEROSENE FOR A DRINK, APPAR- 
ENTLY AVITH Highland honours. 

tiger howls and prowls nearby. The 
natives send a peremptory notice to quit 
before the sun shall shine over a certain 
rock. It is cei'tain death to remain. But 


Joyce, her lips brilliantly lip-sticked to | 
the end and her donkey (bone-headed | 
obstiuccy ) aa axing fatter and fatter Avith i 
exercise, refuses positively to leaA’e. And ’ 
to make matters Averse tlie tigers in the ^ 
men creep back. 

The American hero is caught betting ' 
Avith himself at “Canfield " Avith home- ; 

5 made cards; Ham has been pinching i 
the bearers’ rice ; the tall Englishman i 
is hardly prevailed upon to refrain from | 
drinking the kerosene out of the lamp ; j 
the F renchman has secured some cocaine I 
from a bearer and is only saA’ed from ' 
doing rough violence to the lady of his 
desire (expressed in no uncertain man- | 
ner — in the French tongue, for polite* ' 
ness’ sake) by the Englishman, Avho is 
almost eaten by the tiger at the foot of 
the ladder as he rushes unarmed to her 
rescue. It is the American who gets 
the brilliant idea of actually shooting 
the beast instead of talking about him, 
and then only in the nick of time. And 
with the death of that noble animal, ! 
thought to be a spirit by the natives, j 
their opposition A^anishes and the ex- I 
pedition, less the Frenchman, Avho has | 
meauAvliile died quite honourably in j 
Joyce's bedroom, is free to get back to j 
the coast, with or Avithout the sw^ag. 

The news of the deaths of the tiger and j 
the Frenchman having been rather un- j 
plausibly delayed in the interests of j 
the plot, which now becomes complex 1 
beyond belief, Ave have time to see the 
sun leap up with unastronomical sud- 
denness oA^er the fatal rock, and a coal- 
black native miss the fatuous Joyce 
with a bloAv-pipe at four yards ; also to 
hear that idiotic young lady declare 
that she had loA^ed her big Englishman 
from the first moment she set eyes on 
him, in his cups, and that 's AA’hy she 
had hit him in the face with her glove. 

Mr. Ian Hunter (Englishman), Mr. 
Dion Titheradge, the author (French- 
man), Mr. Alexander Clark (Ameri- 
can) and Mr. Phil White (German) 
exercised or restrained their respective 
tigers AA’ith discretion. Miss Margaret 
Bannerman had too unsuitable and 
unattractive a part to be A^ery convinc- 
ing, The author has sprinkled his 
woeful tragedy with a sound assort- 
ment of lively and amusing lines. T. 


MORAL ALUES. 

[Signor ISIussolini has lately started a 
crusade against the present fashions for 
women, which be considers immoral.— 
Daily i-'mss.] 

Dame Grundy ’s left our shores, to find 
The counterpart of her chaste mind 
In Mussolini’s ; 

What blessed harmony is there, 

Since neither of the worthy pair 
Can bear to see knees ! E. P. 
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ORE AUREO. 

OxcE upon a fcime, in pre-war days, 
there was born a baby girl. It was 
very much the usual sort of thing ; it 
had irregular tuits of hair, and eyes as 
yet of an indeterminate colour ; and no 
doubt it was the merest chance that a 
good fairy should have cbo=en this par- 
ticular babe as \iqii pvUg&e, 

As a general rule, fairies in the 
tAventieth century do their work unob- 
trusively. That baby you saw in the 
park intent upon biting its big toe may 
have had a magic wand waved over it ; 
but no one Avill eA-er suspect it until in 
due course* the infant becomes a Holly- 
wood Queen or wins the Calcutta Sweep 
with one reluctantly-purchased ticket. 
The fairy, however, that had taken a 
fancy to Griselda — for so our puling 
heroine was named — was old-fashioned 
enough to appear in person at the 
christening, and to bestow an old- 
fashioned gift that had always been 
very much appreciated, namely, that, 
whenever Griselda spoke, gold would 
drop out of her mouth. 

Griselda’s father pooh-poolied the 
Avhole affair ; for, although he was equal 
to sustaining the conviction that the 
new engineer 'would discover oil in the 
Perro Musrto Oilfields, he could hot 
believe in fairies. And, while it must 
be admitted that he Avaited feverishly 
for the day when Griselda should begin 
talking, he only said, ‘‘Just what I ex- 
pected,” AA'hen the mite’s' first intelli- 
gible utterance, “Nigli-shee” (“Nice ”), 
came OA^er Avithout, so to speak, any 
cash on delivery. 

Years passed by, Griselda’ s eyes 
were now of a cornflower-blue, and her 
golden hair was long enough to sit upon ; 
she had, in effect, all the points of 
a damsel in whom a good fairy has been 
taking a very strong personal interest. 
The incident at her christening had long 
since been written off* and forgotten, 
but on her eighteenth birthday, Avhen 
she came down to her presents on the 
breakfast-table and trilled, “Oh, hoAv 
lovely!” three pieces of gold, exactly 
one for each word, fell out of her mouth 
and tinkled with a pleasant old-world 
ring against the coffee-pot. Griselda’s 
father Avas able to explain to her that 
they Avere half-sovereigns. 

As the novelty Avore off the gift did 
not bring much happiness. For one 
thing, the local income-tax collector 
became a daily visitor. And Griselda’s 
father grumbled incessantly because be 
thought it horribly mean of the fairy to 
make it only half-sovereigns per word 
when she might just as easily have made 
it sovereigns per syllable, 

^The gift brouglbt dissension in the 
home. Griselda’s father, although he 

AA^asnoAv a self-centred widower, saAvit as 
only his plain duty to devote his life to 
Avatching oA^er Griselda’s interests. So 
he threw up his post in the City and 
planned to buy a couple of cars, a neAv 
set of clubs, and a nice house Avith its 
OAvn billiard-room in a good fishing dis- 
trict, preferably near a bowling club. 
But Griselda not only spurned his 
parental tutelage, she kept him short 
of cash ; and sometimes, Avlien he had 
SAvallowed his pride and had come to her 
for money, she would sit smiling mutely 
and let the golden moments slip away 
into eternity without so much as cough- 
ing up a solitary half-quid. 

Once she sat munching chocolates 
when a word from her — or, to be more 
exact, a paragraph or two — Avould have 
provided her fatlrer with the extra cover 
needed on some drooping tin shares. 
It Avas most humiliating for him to be 
marched doAA’n to the bank by Griselda 
at the eleventh hour and to have the 
amount required, to the nearest half- 
sovereign, paid in to his account by 
Griselda literally by Avord of mouth. 

Griselda, of course, became in great 
demand as an opener of charity func- 
tions, where her speeches, accompanied 
bytherhythmictinkleofhalf-sovereigns, 
never seemed too long or her Avords ill- 
ohosen. A career awaited her in politics, 
for the leaders of all the parties were 
united in thinking that she Avould con- 
tribute effectively to any debate. But 
it was 'English literature that attracted 
Griselda, for, as she Avas soon to Avrite, 
“ The difference between the modern 
girl and bstAveen her mother is that she 
likes to really express herself.” A news- 
paper peer, who doesn’t mind what 
he pays for journalistic matter so long 
as it is not the work of a journalist, 
gave Griselda her Avish, and the rate 
per word which he offered her rivalled 
that which she received from her fairy 
godmother. 

Eomance came to Griselda. She 
rejected the first suitor as a half-wit, 
because he Avas too gentlemanly to allow 
a lady to bear any share of the expenses. 
She rejected the second as a fortune- 
hunter because he had a delicacy about 
paying for a lady to whom money was 
almost an embarrassment. And her dis- 
missal in each case was expressed in 
such a torrent of words, Avith the cor- 
responding half-sovereigns, that the 
mahogany table in the sitting-room 
became piled with gold like Ye Olde 
Pre-Warre Banke Countere. 

The third did much better. Probably 
the good fairy was partial to him and 
had arranged for him to be the third 
and, according to precedent, the for- 
tunate suitor. At any rate he Avas 
handsome and had, moreoA^er, kinky 
hair. He declared solemnly that to 

him Griselda’s gift Avas her only flaw. 
He taught her to speak to him only 
with her eyes so that the sordid stream 
of gold should hot sully their idyll. But 
Avhen he put the A’ital question in the 
conservatory slio could not help break- 
ing into an excited Avhisper, “Bo you 
love me for myseK alone?” and the 
sudden rattle ol seven half-sovereigns on 
the tiled floor caught him off his guard. 
He did for himself tor OA^er with Griselda 
by breaking from their embrace and in- 
stinctively putting his foot on the coins. 

It Avas noAV that things Avent wrong. 

It may be that Griselda, by rejecting 
the third suitor, committed an unpar- 
donable solecism in the good fairy’s 
eyes ; certainly there is no instance of 
the rejection of a third suitor in Gebim. 
But, whatever the reason, Griselda’s 
stream of gold suddenly dried up, and 
this Avas a very great pity, because she 
Avas about to begin a series of readings 
of the articles ot Mr. J. L. Gaevin into 
a special vault at the Bank of England 
Avith the object of Aviping out our debt 
to the U.S.A. 

BOONDOGGLE. 

The Chief Scout has recently been 
presented by the Dniversity of Liver- 
pool with a Degree, and by the scouts 
of America with a boondoggle. Of the 
two, I think I should prefer the boon- 
doggle. Great as is the honour conferred 
by the Seat of Learning, there is a 
homely flavour about the other gift 
which touches the heart even more. 

“Boondoggle.” It is a word to con- 
jure with, to roll round the tongue ; an 
expressive word to set the fancy mov- 
ing in strange and comforting channels ; 
and it rhymes Avith “goggle,” “boggle,” 
and “woggle,” three of the most light- 
hearted words in the English language. 

It sounds like the crooning of a 
mother to her child ; like the bubbling 
of a brook to a thirsty traveller ; above 
all, it sounds like forty- tAvp nations 
extracting fifty thousand brace of cheer- 
ful feet from the particular brand of 
mud enjoyed at Arrowe Park. 

When you ask the American Scouts 
about the boondoggle they slowly move 
their gum from one cheek to the other 
before they answer. And it is like that too. 

Guests We Cannot Afford. 

“ ‘ Glenhyrst,’ home of E, L. Cockshutt, Ava 
road , Avas the scene of a most unusual gathering 
this evening when some |5,000 Anglicans of 
Brant district gathered at a garden party.” 

Canadian Paper. 

“ The ^lanagement of the Nuneaton Hippo- 
drome are retaining ‘ The Singing Eood ’ for 
another week.” — Wanvickshire Paper. 

This should come as a great relief to all 
residents in Nuneaton. 






strikes me as having been an economy of justice. 1 can 
OUR BOOK! NG-OFFICE. envisage Stella and Aurelia as cockshies, but only as two of 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) a row, their companions being the ridiculously complacent 

It will, I think, occur to an English public that the rather top-dogs and still more ridiculously complacent underdogs of 
pitiless satire of Young Mrs. Greeley (Heinemann) bestows their muddled and rather maudlin world. 

on individuals what should have been reserved for institu- 

tions. I at any rate cannot go all the way with Mr. Booth The clean pungent writing of Sydney Smith is much too 
Tarkington in his ridicule of two particular American busi- good to be lost in the flood of modern literature. The Letters 
ness men's two particularly silly wives, when the whole of Peter Plymley (Dent), potent instrument in the cause of 
system to which the quartet belongs puts so high a premium Catholic emancipation, with some controversial essays and 
on inanity. Mrs. Greeley and Mrs. Sedge — in intimacy Stella even a sermon or two, put together with a witty introduction 
andi'ztrei^a— inhabittwoadjacent^kitchenetteapartments.” by Mr. G. 0 . Heseltine, all show that strong sanity, that 
Si^ZZa’s and .4 work at a hard ware factory, scorn of cant and rejection of inawkishness carried to the 

Stella and Aurelia have nothing to do but manicure their degree of a positive quality, which characterise him even 
nails, visit the “pictures ” and talk scandal. Bill is promoted more than his irrepressible mirth. His profoundest medi- 
over the head of Senry^ and Aurelia suggests, partly in tations come with a loud voice and great gusts of laughter, 
malice and partly in sheer abandonment to the film mind. His sermon to the assembled Corporation of Bristol on the 
that Bill owes his preferment to the boss’s eye for Stella, occasion of an anti-popish celebration, even though he him- 
Stella allows herself to be fired by this false insinuation, and self -would have none of “ that Catholic nonsense,” was so 
at a big “ tuck ” to celebrate BilVs rise the boss unwillingly full of uncompromising toleration and plain home-truth that 
feeds the flames. Utterly beside themselves the two women he feared he would break the repose of the turtle consumed 
pile up a whole Spanish castle of dreams, while their spouses at the preceding banquet ; and only when he was fighting in 
—the Hayseed type, with business-instinct substituted for the cause of the boy chimney-sweeps— children of five years 
mother-wit —look helplessly on. Finally an intimate party old chosen for their smallness to climb the narrowest flues— 
at the boss’s, where Stella, overdressed and understocked did he drop the fun and strike home in deadly earnest, 
with social cliches, crashes rather badly, shatters the Iniquitous game-laws, rotten boroughs, wooden-headed rail- 
romance. I cannot sufficiently praise the clearness and way companies — he thundered down upon the supporters of 
economy of Mr. Taekington’s presentment of this poor all alike with a clubbed feather-bed of romping ridicule that 
tragedy* I can only regret that his technique is clearer was obliterating in its effects but left no sting, remaining 
than his social philosophy and that his principal economy himself through all his crusading sallies the cheerful Church- 
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man who fain would have Liberty ; but 

let it be managed with ‘‘ soft-beds, good 

dinners and fine linen for the rest of my 

life/’ Never was there a stay-at-home 

town-loving clergyman who carried so ■ 

much sail to the fresh airs of common- • ^ 

sense, "He is a rollicking sea-captain ‘ . -'.V 

slanging a lubberly crew in the accents ^ luh¥' ? 

of an Oxford don and with the diction v ^ 

of a Canon Eesidentiary of St. Paurs, /*, ~ ,|lp\ 1^1 !. 

In The Stvord Falls we’re shown the [V 

On which an ordinary man / ' 

Tackles the daily round of work >-i> . .v^ ■ ''f ^ , 1 

That falls to (so he ’d say) a chirk, ^ ^ 

Also we ’re shown the kind of thing ' 

That greets him of an evening, - '7 * 

The friends he meets, the jokes he m ' 

The sandwiches and buns and cakes ^ '*% - 

Consumed by guests the day his son 

I We sea how, m^ciless and grim, rr^ 

A maimed bereaved nonentity, iy I ’ . 

Resumes his job vfithout a wmrd, u ■ ' j ' : 

Much as though nothing bad occuriod. ^ n i i 'V j' 

This, the bare outline of the tale \/\^^ A, . 

Allen AND Un\vin have for sale— ^ ^ ^ ' ' 

with every sorb of mild surprise, '# ' ‘ 

Bringing a vision which discerns ' I 

Small wholly unfamiliar turns ^ i/hwLoJf] r^\ 

Linked with a style in wdiich I trace ^ ^ I 

No single touch that ’s commonplace. 

I confess to a distinct weakness for ||ffl|^ 

mere tales of episode rendered easier for mMI f ™pf ^ 

the uptake by the fact that they all con- i/m.-.-v- 

cern one dominating character. Very , I 

pleasant work in thisvein is produced bV r, r \ um / ^ rr 

Mrs. Belloc Lowndes in her latest isn- t ir, leak? How do you like those 

batch of short stories, a baker’s dozen of — — ■■ - ■ - ■ — 

adventures and misadventures all befalling one middle-aged (who is as unpopular as his wife is the reverse) sits quietly 
Duchess. Wealthy, charming and of an amusingly dated ” in the backwash of his lady’s charitable excesses and trims 
Victiorian simplicity, Dz^c/icss ia?/m gives herself to an un- the family boat. As the accompaniment of a hammock 
fashionable brand of good works— those which involve taking and a hot ShitevnooUf Duchess Laura : Certain Days of her 
personal trouble and responsibility while relegating the (Ward, Lock) seems to me undoubtedly worth securing. 

worker entirely to the background. The quandaries of her 

own children and maturer members of her own set claim her What a wonderful book w'ould College, 

just as surely as the personal difficulties of the poor, and London, 1826— 1926 (UNn'BRSiTV op London Press) be had 
all three take precedence of social problems at large. This Mr. H, Hale Bellot, the author, suppressed his lists of 
being so, you can imagine Duchess Laura in some suffi- many many names and substituted for them character- 
ciently delicate situations and her family, while extremely sketches of the elect few! That a book with such a title 
proud of her, not a little apprehensive of her activities, should dismiss W. P. Ker, A. E. Housman and A, J. Platt 
A selfish seducer must be got to make an honest w"oman in this sentence: “In Ker, Housman and Platt the college 
of a favourite god-daughter ; a sentimental daughter must had a trio not exceeded by any group in its histoiy , in repu- 
be headed off a dangerous passion; there is a feud over a tation or in its affections ” is a kind of treachery, or w'ould 
grandchild’s christening to compose, a stolen heirloom to be so if the scheme of the work allowed for a more human 
retrieve without scandal. Scandal occasionally stalks too treatment. But unfortunately it does not, and upwards 
close to be comfortable ; I'ough drafts of a State document of four hundred very large pages have been filled in the pro- 
vanish from a guest’s sitting-room ; the chdtelaine herself cess of merely recording the growth and makers of the I 
comes near to figuring on the expensive side of a libel action, Gower Street institution. In the first half, it is true, space 
In all these dilemmas and half-a-dozen others the Duke has been found for a quotation from Bagehot’s famous 


m 


Edna [to Joan), “Too wonderful, isn’t ir, dear? 

WAVY BRIMS?” 


How DO YOU LIRE THOSE 
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description of Oeabb Eobinson’s nose, which has the effect The Sleeping Fury (Gollancz) is so broad in outlook and 
of causing the reader to want more in the same vein but so admirably contrived and written that, were I not sadly 
that wish could not be gratified. Campbell the poet was perplexed by one of its principal characters, I should teel 
the real originator of University College, but Brougham, the inclined to proclaim Mr. Martin Armstrong as a complete 
public advocate of the cause, does not seem to have been master of his art. was brnm an aristocrat, 

emphatic in denial when praise for that deed was offered to her mother was an Ebernoe, and to the Bbernoes Debrett 
himself. On the practical side Isaac Lyon Goldsmid and was more of a bible than a book. So, Cfuir Lotte s 

Francis Place were of the greatest assistance ; and thus in sister had nearly broken what may be called Lady IdacUow 5 
1826 the first stone was laid of the building where gentlemen heart by marrying the son of a dentist, Charlotte really had 
who did not propose to become Greek or Latin scholars or to bring consolation to her mother by accepting a proposal 
to take holy orders might be fitted for the world of facts of marriage from a parson who was also a peer. Indeed 
and commerce and be able to meet on level terms some of there was no reason why she should refuse the oner, lor, if 
the technicians they employed. The story of University she did not love she certainly liked him, and 

College from its beginnings to the present time, is of the all went well with them until Charlotte was caught in a 
deepest’interest.andMr.BBL- j ^ .whirlwind of passion for _a 

I ' TT/MT rt Q-n In r n i q ai a 


LOT deserves the warmest 
praise for his clear arrange- 
ment and selective skill ; but I 
shall continue to hope that a 
more intimate account of the 
greater Gower Street figures 
may one day be ours. In 
order to illustrate the dress 
and manners of the medical 
student of the eighteen- forties 
a page has been borrowed 
from Mr, Punch. 

Hermann Sudermann, who 
died last year, undoubtedly 
stood at the head of the Ger- 
man novelists of his genera- 
tion, but it was a generation 
which had had its day. It 
is not merely that he was 
pre-War; so are Schnitzler 
and even Heinrich Mann. 
He was whatever is the Ger- 
man equivalent for Victorian, 
a naturaliste of the 'nineties. 
The conscientious realism of 
The Mad Professor (Lane), 
which Miss Isabel Leigh- 
ton has rendered into fairly 
adequate American, has lit- 
tle in common with Mann’s 
merciless analysis. It is a 
very long book and its read- 
ing entails a curious mixture 
of tedium and interest. Your 
impulse to skip is nicely 
balanced by your desire to 
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Boy, “ Is THAT MAN GOING OUT OR COMING IN ? ” 

Old Salt, “ Doesn’t seem to have made up his mND ; 

BUT, IP YOU ASK ME, I SHOULD SAY HE’S GOING IN.” 


whirlwind of passion for a 
young man. In this crisis 
Lord Mardale behaved with 
wonderful broad-mindedness ; 
but subsequently, when his 
daughter wanted to marry a 
delightful youth who was well 
though illegitimately born, 
his behaviour was so entirely 
different that it passes my 
comprehension. That is the 
snag; but all the same Mr. 
Armstrong is well on the way 
to remarkable achievement. 

Commander Keble Ohat- 
TERTON has perhaps been a 
trifle injudicious in arousing 
unduly high expectations on 
the reader's part by claiming 
for his book of nautical studies, 
On the High Seas (Philip 
Allan), that in it ‘^wilL be 
found all the thrill and sus- 
pense, the drama and daring 
of imaginative ’fiction,” The 
volume, like several previous 
books by the same writer, is 
a collection of stories drawn 
from old sea history and epi- 
sodes of the Great War. It 
contains a good deal of inter- 
esting material, especially 
that relating to some of the 
lesser-known Arctic expedi- 
tions of the early nineteenth 
century ; but the compilation 
. is very loose and scrappy, 


know what is going to happen. Dr, Siebtcrth, the “mad and much of the matter is either far from new or, despite 
professor,” who, by the way, is not a full professor its antiquity, rather small beer. 

until near the end of the story, is a lecturer in philo- ^ 

sophy at Konigsberg, Sudermann’ s own university. He Any doubt of Miss Phyllis Bottome’s cleverness will be 
is brilliant and unorthodox. He flouts accepted opinion banished for all time by (Collins), in which 

by mocking Hegel on the platform and Bismarck in the she gives us an unforgettable study of a self-centred woman, 
common-room. His private life is scandalous, a complica- The world does not contain supplies of love large enough to 
tion of loves polite and sordid, platonic and not so. Sudeb- satisfy the demands of such women as Vera Middleton, but, 
mann’s seven hundred pages are the story of the steps which through lack of imagination, she dissipated all the chances 
lead him from cynicism to despair, from the position of of being loved and adored that came her way. ^ The scene 
suspect to that of pariah, and to tragedy in the moment of in which she, adept in the subtleties of social life, verbally 
professional triumph. They are too many pages. Siebzcrth bullies the young man to whom her daughter was in the 
talks too much. Nevertheless he is a living figure, and so, modern manner attached is almost painfully vivid, for Vera, 
if with a lesser intensity, are his colleagues and pupils and while revelling in her attack upon this youth, was blindly 
mi^ttesses. And round them the old German world of beer unaware that she was irreparably hurting her daughter’s 
and"pW}.Q 3 ^phy lives again. For Sudermann, after all, was feelings.- So, while recognising the brilliance of the por- 
a ndv^st of quality, traiture, I cannot acquit it of a certain ruthlessness. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

When Mr. Young (of Young’s Plan) 
was a boy, we are told, he rose at 
dawn to milk the cows. The opinion in 
certain quarters is that he wuil have to 
,^?et up very early to milk the Britisli 
Lion. 

It is not known whether the Anti- 
Boy Scouts, reci*uited among young 
Communists, who are to hold their own 
Jamboree in Moscow, are required to do 
their daily bad turn. 

A beauty-expert says women are now 
having their ears trained further back. 
This, of course, is the melon season. 

Although a detective-inspector is said 
to have been saved by 
his long, thick, coarse 
hair when struck on the 
back of the head with 
an iron bar, the “ Buns 
for Bobbies ” movement 
finds little support at 
Scotland Yard. 

A doctor advises those 
who want to keep fit to 
live dangerously. The 
man who practises the 
cornet next-door seems 
to be following that ad- 
vice. 

Good oysters are ex- 
pected to be scarce this 
year, owing to the 
drought. Oysters do 
best in a wet sea. 


Wrinkles caused by frowning at the 
sun, which are discussed by a beauty- 
specialist, sliould of course be treated 
similarly to creases produced by smiling 
at the rain. ; 

Delegates to the Hague Conference 
are said to have required nothing special 
in the \vay of food. So much for the 
belief that they wei'c fed on raw meat. 

Boiling-point for -water, a contempor- 
ary reminds us, decreases by one degree 
for every five hundred feet above sea- 
level. This should be taken into con- 
sideration when planning a picnic. 

Lizards of a Canary Island species 
which have arrived at the Zoo are said 
to have a weakness for cheese and 


A woman-writer’s pity for the neg- 
lected wife of an angler is justified by 
the fact that his wide-spx'cad amis ure 
too seldom 



Beer, according to a 
household hint, is the 
best thing that can be 
used for polishing old oak. 
mellow effect is never 


rii’ito;. ‘-Surely he h.\s a most unusual aiEruou or seuving.” 
Club Meniher. “Yes, he throws up three balls at once and hits 

THE ONE HE LIKES BEST.” 


The desired 
produced by 


strictly teetotal treatment. 

Speaking of the Eisteddfod as a deeply- 
rooted institution, Mr, Lloyd George 
said that people did not come from the 
farthest parts of the earth to see a reed 
shaken by every breeze. The wood- 
wind, of course, is not the predominant 
feature of these festivals. 

A leading hostess displays printed 
notices requesting guests not to tip her 
servants. AIL the same we should 
never be sui’prised to learn that many 
a sixpence is slipped under a plate. 

It is reported from Kabul that the 
Ameer is slowly modernising himself, 
but there is no confirmation of the 
rumour that he is wearing ex-King 
Amanullah’s old white topper. 


tomatoes. Such frugal fare w’ould be 
rejected by the Ax’gentine or lounge 
variety. - -j 

Banks are observed to be springing up 
at every street-corner where there used 
to be public-houses, and it is feared that 
the craving for overdrafts is likely to be 
aggravated by increased opportunities 
for bank-era w’iing. 

In the opinion of Pipe-Major Douglas 
Taylor the English people are fond of 
the bagpipes. Everybody will admit 
that the bagpipes are quite all right if 
people \vould only leave them alone. 

Owing to the wobbling of the mag- 
netic poles, it is pointed out, the lati- 
tude of every place is always changing, 
but it is feared that the League of 
Nations is powerless to deal with this 
potential cause of frontier disputes. 


a gebiiirc of affection. 


A pigeon has nested in the bathroom 
of a Westminster fiat, and we await 
the news that it has burst into song. 

“I have been taking the waters at 
Surbiton, says a Daihj Expresn writer. 
This raises the question of what is 
wrong with the Surbiton beer. 

Settle your differences w’ith a kiss,” 
says a lacl3r.wTiter. New recruits should 
try this on the sergeant-major. 

Four cows have just died in West- 
morland from the effects of eating tar- 
felting, glass, tins and 
gravel. While such 
food is not correct for 
COW’S, the addition of a 
sprinkling of barbed 
wire would have made 
it excellent fodder for 
Army mules. 

Madame Hele;ne 
Pessl, the Viennese 
beauty -specialist, says 
that if we want to be 
beautiful we must make 
a habit of looking in the 
mirror. Tliis may be 
sound advice, but how 
many of us have the 
heart to do it *? 

A toy balloon released 
at a fete at Wigan did 
not come dowm until it 
reached a town in 
Sweden, seven huodred- 
and -thirl y miles dis- 
tant. We leave to otheis to comment 
on this. 

Tiie latest motor-cars have two horns 
attached. The first sounds a gruff* 
warning and the second a parting sneer. 

President Hoover spent his fifty-fifth 
birthday fishing. It must be hard for 
an American President who is an angler 
to live up to the George W^abhington 
tradition. ■. 

A large part of the area covered by 
one of our Colonial bishops is on the 
ocean, A life on the rolling seel 

Charing Cross station is to be moved 
to the otiier side of the river. The 
authorities, after due thought, concluded 
that this scheme would be simpler than 
moving the river to the other side of 
Charing Cross station. 
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A PHRASE-BOOK REHEARSAL. 

Last night I ran into my friend 
Charles, complete with phrase-book, on 
his way to France for his long-promised 
holiday. N othing would serve him but 
that we should dine together and that 
I should see him off at Yiotoria. 

We entered our favourite restaurant, 
chose our accustomed table and were 
welcomed by our familiar waiter. 
Charles’s first remark, made in an under- 
tone as w^e sat down, came as a shock. 
“ ‘ I do not like this table, this wine or 
this waiter. Cannot you find me some- 
thing better ? ’ ” 

We looked reproachfully at him, and 
he apologised, tucking away his phrase- 
book under the table as he spoke. 

‘‘ Only practising my dinner-table dia- 
logues,” he explained. memorise 
them in English first, you see; the 
French is liarder, but I ’m making pro- 
gress by degrees. You don’t mind, I 
hope?” 

The waiter, still disapproving, handed 
hors d’cBuvre, and Charles murmured 
rapidly, “‘Give me radishes, melon, 
sardines, sausages, celery, anchovy and 
lobster.’ ” 

“You ordered iced grape-fruit, Sir,” 
said the waiter with restraint. 

Charles accepted it cheerfully. 
“‘Naturally, the portions can be 
divided,’ ” he continued, with a sidelong 
glance towards his little book. 

“ They don’t trouble to answer that, 
I presume ? ” I said scornfully as the 
waiter withdi^ew in disgust. 

“Oh, yes, they do,” replied Charles. 
“On the very next page, I say quite 
firmly, * W’e have divided the portions ; 
cannot we also divide the coffee ? ’ And 
when we have divided it I say, ‘ Do not 
sugar it ; I will put in the sugar myself.’ ” 

“Fish, Sir ? ” interrupted the waiter, 
returning. 

“‘Tiubot or sole, whichever is the 
fresher,’ ” responded Charles mechanic- 
ally. 

“If you go on as you’ve begun,” I 
observed, “you won’t be exactly popu- 
lar, old chap. * Whichever is the fresher ! ’ 
What ’ll they say to that ? ” 

“ ‘ Say damn,’ ” began Charles ab- 
sently, then stopped himself abruptly, 
“ I ’ve got that wrong. * Say damn ’ be- 
gins the French for ‘These ladies want 
a sweet wine.’ ” 

“Will you be entertaining ladies 
often?” I asked ironically. Charles, 
when in England, is a retiring bachelor 
I of quiet tastes. 

I “ One never knows,” he replied with 
caution. “In any case I’m prepared. 
Lsay first, ‘Put plenty of flowers on 
the table/ and later, ‘ Which is your 
b^t wine for {a) the ladies ? (b) the 
digestion?* Si!'' 


At this explosive shout several of the 
other diners turned in their seats to 
stare at us ; three waiters rushed swiftW 
towards our table; even the massive 
bulk of the manager stirred perceptibly 
as he glared at us from behind a palm. 

“ What did you do that for? ”1 ex- 
claimed irritably. “ The whole room ’s 
looking at us.” 

“They ’ll do more than look, I expect, 
in France,” replied Charles placidly. “ I 
shout ‘Hi ! ’ quite often,” he went on 
as the sensation subsided : “ to the lift- 
boy, to the waiter, to the taxi-man, 
to the Chief of Police — ^no, it ’s ‘ Good- 
bye ’ to him, followed by ‘ A thousand 
thanks.’ ” 

“ The manager,” I said bitterly, “will 
say that in a moment as he puts us 
out. He’s still looking at you. You 
need only learn the Fi’ench for ‘ Good- 
night ’ after that ; there won’t be any- 
thing else for you to say.” 

Charles looked worried. “You ’d think, 
wouldn’t you, tbat ^ Bonn nwee’ was 
quite all right ? ” he asked, frowning. 
“There’s a snag, though.” He fished 
up the phrase-book and announced im- 
pressively: “ ‘ ‘'Bonn mvee" is said only 
just before going to bed' So it’s no 
good f:r public occasions, you see. 
I shall have to say it to myself as I 
turn in, and that ’s a ^vaste. ‘ Bonn 
sivahr' is what 5^011 say for ‘ Good-night * 
in ordinary circumstances. I shall mix 
up the two and be misunderstood, I 
know I shall.” 

“Your bill, Sir.” 

The waiter, disillusioned and vindic- 
tive, hung over us like Fate. Charles 
took it, waved him away and sat firmly 
down again. 

“ ‘ I do not care to receive my bill at 
the last moment,’ ” he remarked; “ ‘ I 
desire time in which to verify it.’ ” 

“Charles,” I said as I left him, 
“ we ’re old friends. I wdsh you well in 
France, but I will not see you off. In- 
stead I shall try to forget this unhappy 
evening and go straight home to bed.” 

“ In that case,” said Charles, his face 
lighting up suddenly, “I’ve not wasted 
that phrase after all. Bon7i nwee I ” 


The Grouse-Step. 

** On Tullocli, Mr. Douglas liad no organ- 

ised shoot, gunners merely walking about.” 

Scots Pajper, 

“A. P. P. Chapman, c Absent, b Hurt...O.” 
Cricket Beport in Bristol Paper. 
These two fieldsmen should go far. 

Although deep beneath the surface there 
may be a certain amount of racial antagonism, 
yet Sassenachs and English get on very well 
together, especially at this time of year. ...” 

Daily Paper. 

How different from Scots and Cale- 
donians 1 


HINTS FOR STOWAWAYS. 

The anti-stowaway movement ap- 
pears to be growing in intensity. Plardly 
an airship prepares to voyage round the 
world, or a ’plane to fly to the Far 
East, or a vessel to visit the Everlasting 
Ice, without an intensive search for 
stowaways. 

The increasing hazards of stowaw’ay- 
ing (or stowingaway) tend to make it a 
more attractive diversion than ever. It 
is surprising that more of our brighter 
youth of both sexes do not take up this 
setting for a holiday in preference to the 
caravan, the camp and the bathing- suit. 
To a certain type of feminine mind there 
must be something intriguing in the 
idea of tucking oneself into the tail of • 
an aeroplane, to be discovered by a fas- 
cinating pilot after a forced landing in 
a desert ; while the powers of endurance • 
required by either sex to lie doggo for 
days in the dark, amid the odours and ‘ 
the verminous activity of the lower hold • 
of a ship of adventure, must win an envi- ; 
able admiration for the gently nurtured. 

Beginners should not make the mis- 
take of choosing too difficult circum- 
stances. As an initial experiment one ; 
might select a motor-charabanc bound 
for Brighton. It is an easy matter ; 
under cover of darkness to steal into 
the garage where one of these big : 
brutes stands waiting. There is room | 
to lie nearly at full length in the sort , 
of cupboard into which hand-luggage is ; 
flung piece by piece, and the quantity • 
of baggage conveyed at this time of the 
year ensures that the stowaway is at • 
last entirely hidden. ; 

If it is desired to lie completely at full ^ 
length, however, we can recommend the : 
Mauretania, where there is more room, t 
But even here the voyager should travel I 
light. A toothbrush might be taken in 
case an opportunity can be snatched - 
during the voyage to use it. A clean i: 
collar would be an asset if one were ■ 
called upon to interview the captain. ! 
And if the bilge should be the only ; 
place available on board for conceal- : 
ment, a clothes-brush would be handy. - 
Also a small bottle of liniment and some j 
soothing ointment for bruises and [ 
abrasions might not come amiss. ; 

And another thing— enough money ; 
should be taken for the return journey : 
in ease one preferred to come back in \ 
some other way. ! 


“ Tliistlethwayfce, on the giant Mercedes . . . 
tore round the fourteen miles in fifty-eight 
seconds, his great black and white car corner- » 
ing beautifully.” — From account of the Dish • 
Tourist Trophy Pace in Daily Paper. 

Ille terrariim niilii greeter omnes ' 
Angulus ridet 

when itts being turned* at 868*96 miles • 
per hour. * ; 



A NAME TO CONJUEE WITH. 


John Bull (to UejpresentativeoftheMzlkTrade). “IP YOU GO ON SQUEEZING THE BEITISH 
PUBLIC I SHALL HAVE TO PUT ME. SNOWDEN ON TO YOU.” 
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THE UNENCUMBERED FEE SIMPLE. 

III. — The Well. 

It is, we both feel, something of a 
distinction to have a well on one's 
Unencumbered Fee Simple, especially 
as we have been told it is worth about 
a hundred pounds. All the same, to 
one who has been accustomed all his 
life to get water from a tap, a w^ell 
seventy-foot deep is a bit of a problem. 
There seems to be a disproportionate 
amount of strenuous manipulation — 
dodging flying handles, listening for the 
arrival of the bucket on the water, 
winding up and so on, in order to bring 
within using distance one small bucket 
of w^ater. Or — if Frances is doing it — 
one small half-bucket of water; for 
Frances has not got the steady hand 
required for good well- winding work. 
Frances, I fear, doesn’t even know the 
proper way to let the bucket down, let 
alone bring it up. 

As a matter of fact I didn’t know 
this myself till I was told by a passing 
villager. ^ The friendly interest, by the 
way, which all the villagers take in us 
is stupendous and cannot now be con- 
nected anywhere with financial gain, 


for we are quite unable to divide up 
our washing and our garden-digging any 
further, and we have already arranged 
with three farms about eggs and milk. 
However. , . . The proper way, I 
gathered from my passing villager, of 
dealing with the empty bucket question i 
was to let it run down of its own accord, 
retarding its motion with a hand on; 
the rope to prevent too headlong a 
plunge. This of course is all very well: 
for horny-handed sons of toil, but I, a - 
lily-palmed Londoner, find it towards, 
the end rather like holding a slippery 
red-hot poker. Also there is the ques- 
tion of the flying handle ; only the other 
day the dog brought off a beautiful and 
unexpected parabola into a lilac at the 
end of the garden through walking over 
the handle just before I started. 

On the whole and despite my in- 
structions, I prefer to wind the thing 
down slowly and avoid accidents, and 
it was this w^hich led to Frances' won- 
derful effort the other day. 

She had watched me lor some time 
unwinding deliberately with one hand 
and holding the dog with the other, and, 
without asking for information, came to 
the bright conclusion that there must be 


some quicker method. So, waiting till 
I was proudly carrying off the water I 
had drawn, she took the other bucket 
and tried her method, to see if it were 
quicker. 

There was no doubt that it was 
quicker — far quicker. The well is sixty- 
five feet to tihe top of the water and the 
acceleration of a falling body due to 
gravity is, as my friend Sir Isaac tells 
me, ‘‘g,” or thirty-two feet per sec., 
per sec. So that a bare two seconds or 
so after the bucket left the top it had 
reached the bottom and was then travel- 
ling at a speed of sixty-four feet per sec. 
It clove the surface with a thunderous 
roar that echoed up the well-shaft to 
heaven. Then it plunged on through the 
five feet or so of water into the clay 
bottom of the well 

There ! ” said Frances triumphantly 
to herself and prepared to wind up 
again. Nothing stirred; so she took a 
firmer grip of the handle and prepared 
even further. Still nothing moved, 

“ Coo ! ” said Frances brightly and 
called me. ‘‘ I believe it 's stuck.” 

I came and leant hard against the 
handle. Even for me nothing happened, 
except that the rope acquired a truly 
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Friend {to female ivith enormous jnlc of luggage)* “Hallo, dkae! Where are ror 

SPENDING the WEEK-END?” 


terrific tension, and, when inadvertently 
touched by Frances, it quivered in the 
manner of a gigantic harp-string and 
gave off a note of portentous depth (at 
least sixty-five feet deep), something 
like I should imagine the Last Trump 
will be. Frances looked both reverent 
and awestruck. 

“Did I do that? ” she said and, reach- 
ing out a finger, did it again. This time, 
since I was pressing with a little more 
force, the note was a trifle higher. 
Frances was terribly pleased. 

“ Tighten up a little more,” she com- 
manded ; “ we ’re not in tune yet. Doh- 
ray-me-faah! ... A. leetle more, 
please ...” 

“Peace, woman 1 ” I snapped. “Leave 
your five-finger exercises and come and 
help me.” 

Together, with a noise like a plesio- 
saurus taking its foot out of a mesozoic 
swamp, we pulled the bucket up. We 
wound away slowly — very slowly, for 
the wreck of a submarine, a heavy one, 
appeared to have become entangled 
with our pail. 

At last \ve got it up. Frances took one 
look inside, shuddered and turned away, 

“ Have we been drinking that ? ” she 
asked in a strangled voice. 

“We couldn’t have driuih that,” I 
said. “ We might have eaten some of it, 
but then we should have known ” 

“But I thought wells had water in 
them ? ” 

I peered into the mass of viscous 
yellow clay. “There is water,” I pointed 
out, showing her an inch of thick soupy 
liquid at the top of the bucket. “At 
least a cupful ; all there was room for 
in the pail. You see, besides water wells 
also have bottoms, and you apparently 
preferred to bring that up instead. 
You ’d better put it back at once or all 
the rest of the water will fall out.” 

“Don’t be funny about it, I think it ’s 
disgusting. Why, we might die. . . . 
I feel unwell already.” 

“Nonsense! Look at me. Do I look 
unwell ? ” 

“ You must get a sample analyzed at 
once,” she said. “Who does it ? ” 

“A geologist,” I suggested, but it 
didn’t go down well and so I told her 
the county analyst would probably see 
us through. Frances sent me in to get 
a bottle, fill it with a specimen of our 
ordinary well-water — not the muddy 
brand — and visit the county analyst 
that very afternoon. 

A county analyst is rather a hard 
person to find, but generally speaking 
he lives in the centre of the county. 
With the help of a borrowed car I dis- 
covered him at last and handed over my 
precious bottle full of well-water. He 
looked at it suspiciously, shook it up 
till it got a head on it and then put 


it away in a sort of safe. Personally I 
didn’t blame him. 

“ I ’ll send the analysis along in a day 
or two,” he said. 

It came in ten days’ time. There was 
nothing much wrong. Our well-water 
apparently possessed what I was in- 
formed were the usual ingredients of 
water, in addition presumably to the 
hydrogen and oxygen of one’s school- 
days. That is to say, there 'were lime 
and chalk, and traces of iron and sul- 
phur, and so on; but in addition to 
these my well-water had a quite un- 
l suspected component. 


To be precise, the sample, according 
to the analyst, showed strong traces of 
malt, hops and alcohol, in other words 
ordinary beer. 

Frances can’t understand, but I, who 
omitted to wash the bottle previous to 
putting in my sample, have a strong 
suspicion. But I shan’t let on to any- 
one. You see, I was told that my well 
was worth a hundred pounds, but should 
I ever W’-ant to sell it I could, I feel con- 
fident, by showing that official analysis, 
get at least one thousand pounds for the 
thing. Wells with beer are not so com- 
I mon in England nowadays. A. A. 
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Yotmj Man. “These Oontinentau eesoets want some living up to. I lost twenty thousand francs at the 

TABLES LAST NIGHT.” 

HaUtuee, “Ah, well, vt: ’ve all got to begin in a small way.” 


THE GROCER, 

The Song against the Grocers'" 

And all that does belong, 

I love it well, for, oh, Sirs, 

It is a splendid song, 
xAlthongh it says that always 
A grocer is to shun 
In great ways and in small ways, 
With no exceptions — none. 

“The wicked grocer” gaily 
Exists, I understand, 

To dose cane-sugar daily 
With little grains of sand ; 
xAnd “ Out on such a doser I ” 

I hear you all repeat, 

Yet some men love the grocer 
That serves Great Coram Street. 

In guile he goes, revealing 
The blood of which he came ; 

He lies, he ’s double-dealing, 

And Jorrochs is his name ; 

But oh I a grocer never 
Had equal space in shelves, 

And — Coram Street for ever ! — 

We love him like ourselves. 

*Iii Hr. G. K. Chesterton’s The Flying 
Imi and elsewhere. 


And why ? As Bread supports 
Man 

Here’s reason and here’s 
rhyme — 

Because old /.’s a sportsman, 

A sportsman all the time ; 
Because he is the Master 
Of Handley Cross, and oh 1 
Because, now years run faster, 

We loved him long ago. 

Because he bids immortals 
To serve him in his sin ; 

Pigg opes the kennel portals 
And Binjamin whips- in; 

Because in grasslands’ greenness, 

Or ^Yllere the great ploughs 
lean, 

The fellow stands for heenness, 
Insatiably keen. . 

The reprobate old rascal ; 

Since, here to heaven above, 

To hunt is all he ’d ask — all, 

I love him for that love ! 

And, though they mix still closer 
Their sands and sugar, nay, 

Till all sands run away, 

I ’ll always love a grocer 

For sake of Mr, J, P. E. C. 


HOW TO GO ON THE RIVER. 

By the river I mean the Thames, and 
if you must go on it be careful to choose 
a good spot. Don’t, for instance, try 
to enjoy yourself off Wapping, or even 
near Blackfriars Bridge. 

Quite apart from the fact that the 
scenery is all wrong you will meet 
strange craft known as barges, and 
when I say you will meet them, you 
won’t if you are wise. 

Barges are occupied by people called 
bargees, and bargees are excellent 
fellows, but they lose their self-control 
if you get in their 'way, and you can 
hardly go on the river at Wapping or 
Blackfriars without getting in their 
^vay. Then they say things, and the 
things they say are such that you might 
as w^ell be sitting in the stalls at a mod- 
ern play and not be on the river at all. 

The proper place to go on the river 
is at Maidenhead or Cookham or some- 
■^diere like that. The river isn’t so 
muddy higher up, and not nearly so 
wide if you ever have to s'wim ashore, 
which shouldn’t be necessary, but you 
never know. 
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Bargees don'b go much to places 
like Maidenhead and Cookham, because 
barges only carry coal and wood and 
things like that, and people at Maiden- 
; head or Cookham want things like 
j lobster -mayonnaise and caviare and 
i champagne, and these aren't carried in 
barges ; well, not regularly. 

So when you want to go on the river 
go to some such place as Maidenhead, 
and then, if you don’t like the look of 
the water, you can go to a club and 
dance instead, because there are lots of 
clubs up the river. 

There are clubs down the river too, 
of course, but mostly the kind of clubs 
where you save up to get a goose at 
Christmas, and they aren’t so good for 
dancing. 

When you get to Maidenhead you 
have to decide what sort of boat you 
want. If you are tired of life you take 
a canoe. Canoes are tunny little boats, 
quite sharp at both ends, and if you are 
not very sharp in the middle they turn 
upside down ; or, if you sit at one end, 
the other goes up in the air unless there 
is somebody else there to keep it down. 

The best sorb of boat to get is a punt, 
because the punt has a Hat bottom and 
is ever so much better behaved than a 
canoe. There is lots more room too, and 
you want that for your gramophone and 
wireless set and ukelele and picnic- 
basket and cushions, and all those things 
that you really need if you are going on 
the river properly. 

Then you can stand up in a punt if 
you want to. You can stand up in a 
canoe too, but not for long ; whereas in 
a punt you can stand up for hours and 
hours ; and it is far easier to smack at 
the gnats who have gone on the river 
too if you are standing up. 

As a matter of fact you really have 
to stand up to make the punt go along. 
This is quite simple, and you do it with 
a long pole ; you stick it in the bottom 
of the river and push like anything, and 
that makes the punt go along. But you 
must stop pushing at the right moment 
so that you go along too, and don’t get 
left behind with the pole in your hands. 

When you have stopped pushing at 
the right moment you pull up the pole, 
wait for the water to run up your sleeve 
and then stick it in the river again 
nearer to the place where you are going. 

If you keep on doing this the punt 
will go along quite nicely, and the others | 
who are lying on the cushions and 
watching you will say how well you are 
doing it until you hit something. 

After you have bounced off a few 
things you turn into a side-lane where 
the branches keep trying to push you 
out of the punt. This is called a back- 
water. 

Now is the time to tie up the punt, 


and then you can sit down and dry 
yourself where the pole has dripped on 
you, while the others get the food out 
and the gramophone and the wireless 
going, and soon everything is going on | 
just as if you were on dry land, and, if 
it wasn’t for the flies and the gnats, you 
would hardly know you irere on the 
river. 

When it is time to go home and you 
have to push the punt in that direction, 
you wish you hadn’t pushed it so far on 
the way out because then you wouldn’t 
have so far to push it back again* 

Still, that ’s the proper way to go on 


the river, and when you have tried it 
you will know why the output of motor- 
cars in this country is steadily on the 
increase. ! 

Statements Which are Beyond Dispute* 

•*U.S. Prisons to bh Enlaegrd. 

.... Tlio present large prison population 
aitriuixtecl by Dopurtmeut of Justice oUleials 
to the increase lii crime.”— Paper. 

*• . . . keepers stood in front of the leafy 
case whore the stick-lnsects live, exchanging 
roguish smiles.” — T)aih^ Paper. 

They f^xy that IMr. Hapold Lloyd is 
indebted to these Hitle Phasmidte for 
the idea. 
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ERIC AND THE ‘‘MAURETANIA.” 

Eric had taken the triumph of the 
Bremen very much to heart, which is 
only natural, for he is himself a British 
shipowner in a fairly large way. His 
fleet sails twnce daily, once in my bath 
and once in his. At other times it is 
laid up in dry dock on the sponge-rack. 

He felt that the Atlantic crossing 
was not a final test and decided to hold, 
with my co-operation, a race for the 
Blue Eibbon of the Bath Tub, so to 
speak, at whieli the Bed Ensign might 
have another opportunity to vindicate 
its prestige. 

Of the craft available, Benjamin, the 
Thames barge, long since dismasted 
and more than disreputable in appear- 
ance, is famous for her seaworthiness 
rather than her speed — ^indeed she de- 
pends entirely on external means of 
propulsion even though, when Eric 
makes' storms with his toes or unlooses 
a double water- spout from the taps, 
she is the only one that can keep 
the seas. As for the submarine, she is 
generally believed to hold the world’s 
open record for submersibility ; no sooner 
launched but she proceeds at once to 
the bottom and abides there tranquilly 
until you are bored and fish her out 
with your hand. Neither of these, 
therefore, appeared to us to possess the 
particular qualities demanded of an 
ocean greyhound. Eemained the motor- 
boat and the steamer, both, as becomes 
comparatively recent additions to the 
fleet, still capable of navigation under 
their own power. W hen I tell you that 
the latter has four funnels and that the 
former displays on her stern the proud 
device “Made in Germany,” you will 
agree that their roles as British and 
German champion respectively were 
appointed to them by destiny and that 
Eric and I had really nothing to do 
with it. 

The course was to be twice the length 
of the bath, starting and finishing at 
the taps, with Eric as starter and myself 
as steward of the course at the other 
end, to turn them when they touched. 

The first test was indecisive, as Eric 
had turned on the cold tap to make 
weather conditions more realistic, with 
the result that both ci’aft foundered 
almost immediately and required to be 
baled before they were in a fit state to 
resume. Here the superiority of the 
British ship was plainly evident, for, 

^ whereas the Bremen could only be in- 
I duced to evacuate slowdy through the 
nose and with much shaking, the funnels 
and superstructure of the Mauretania 
were found to be readily detachable, 
thus permitting her By the simple pro- 
ems of iavexsion to he emptied at once. 
The second test would, I maintain, have 


been a tie anyway, even if I had not 
in my natural excitement failed to pre- 
vent the Mauretania from fouling the 
Bremen at the turn. Thereafter the 
Locarno spirit prevailed, and they com- 
pleted the course arm-in-arm as it were, 
to the scorn of Eric, who sacked me 
forthwith and assumed the duties of 
steward of the course in addition to 
his own. 

In the third test the Bremen made all 
the running and should really have W’on, 
had not Eric derogated sadly from that 
austere standard of impartiality that 
one expects from a steward of the course 
by intervening at a crucial moment of 
the race. With his assistance the hard- 
pressed Mauretania deftly divested her- 
self of her funnels much in the same 
w’ay as you will see M. Borotra discard 
his beret at the turning-point of the 
fifth set, and so just managed to scrape 
home half her hurricane deck. 

We told each other that it had been 
a great race, and I ^vas glad to notice 
that he had the grace to avoid meeting 
my eye as he put the boats a'svay and 
retired, leaving me in vacant posses- 
aion of the course for the purpose of 
my customary ablutions. But one does 
not escape the punishment of complicity 
so lightly ; for I had no sooner entered 
the bath th an I became poignantly aware 
of the presence of a foreign body, four- 
pronged, trenchant, in immediate con- 
tact with myself, which a single excruci- 
ating second sufficed to identify. I was 
sitting on the funnels of the Mauretania, 


PLEASANT SUNDAY MORNINGS. 

II. — With Mr. St. John Ervinb. 

The Contemporary Drama, 

(1) Pipes, 

A CORRESPONDENT writes from Bristol 
to ask my opinion on a question of some 
importance to the future of the drama. 
Since she appears to have a mind (un- 
like most of our young dramatists) and 
shows no taint of an Oxford education, 
I propose to answer her question at 
length. Most of the people who write 
to me are nit-wits. There is no mind 
in their remarks. I had a letter from 
Wolverhampton yesterday which must 
have been the work of a hippopotamus. 
I am of course accustomed to abuse, 
\Yhich I enjoy. A dramatic critic who 
gets no abuse is a critic who has been 
no use. On Thursday a lady wrote from 
Hull to complain of what I said last 
week about short skirts in my article 
on Ibsen. She said I reminded her of 
a bull in a china-shop. I will give my 
readers my answer in full, for it pleases 
me : — 

Dear Madam, 

There ate many china -shops in 


which a bull would do a lot of valu- 
able work; and if there were more 
bulls in my particular china - shop 
there would be few^er managers tear- 
ing their hair in the box-office, few^er 
fine actors on the streets, and fewer 
puling young persons from Oxford 
aiid Hampstead on the stage. The 
cheap and gaudy tea-sets of the Tot- 
tenham Court Eoad cry aloud for an 
energetic bull. They have no mind. 
Their makers, having no taste them- 
selves, underestimate the taste of 
the public. The Shaftesbury Avenue 
drama is in the same condition, but 
w^orse. Not one bull is needed, dear 
lady, but a drove. 

Yours, etc., St. John Brvine. 

I do not object to personal abuse. It 
is this absence of mind which distresses 
me in my correspondents, and indeed 
in nearly everyone else. I often look 
about me at the spectacle of modern 
civilisation and suddenl}’' realise that 
nobody else has a brain — with the pos- 
sible exception of my friend Mr. Sha\v. 
Yesterday I saw three young men stand- 
ing at the edge of a pavement in the 
West End -watching one man working 
a mechanical drill. Their mouths were 
' wide open. They wore bowler-hats on 
the backs of their beads. If I were a 
betting-man I would bet ten pounds to 
a tiddler that those young men were 
educated at Oxford and sing folk-songs 
at Hampstead. They were bat-brains. 
They were loppy. How can you expect 
to have a healthy theatre with a popu- 
lation like that ? 

The problem of the drama in America 
is a different problem. America is, much 
larger than England and has many more 
people in it; therefore everything is 
much worse. When I was in America 
I was asked, as every distinguished 
visitor is asked, to state my opinion of 
American women and American sky- 
scrapers. I said, “They are very fine, 
but they have no mindT There are a 
hundred million people in the United 
States but I cannot remember meeting 
anyone who was my intellectual equal. 
Nevertheless the American theatre is 
a healthy theatre ; the most important 
people in it are the critics, which is as 
it should be : the programme-sellers are 
very attentive and well-dressed, and no 
smoking is allowed. 

That brings me to the subject of my 
article, which at this rate should run 
to a column-and-a-half this week. My 
friend Mr. Garvin fills so much space 
in this paper that it is almost impossible 
to at tract attention with a single column. 
Nevertheless I know that my readers 
read me, because so many of them write 
letters to me from places like Hudders- 
field and Newcastle. I like my readers 
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Doctor's Wife, “Ake you feeling better, Giles, since the Doctor sent you the new siedioine?” 

Giles, DUNNO that I AM, MUM. You see, the more he tampers with me the WUSS I SEEMS to be.’ 


to write to me, because it gives me some- 
thing to write about ; and if the letters 
are long letters I can sometimes fill 
half a column with quotations, which 
pleases both me and my correspondents. 

I am asked by my friend at Bristol 
whether as a dramatic critic and lover 
of the theatre I think that pipes ought 
to be smoked in the stalls. Now this 
raises the whole question of the place 
of the drama in the national life. Before 
I discuss it I had better say at once 
that in my opinion it makes no differ- 
ence whether the pipe is in the stalls 
or the pit. The distinction is a purely 


snobbish one. I have no prejudice 
against smoking. I don’t smoke pipes 
myself because I don’t like the filthy 
things ; and nowadays there are so many 
theatrical failures and so many first- 
nights that a dramatic critic would 
scarcely have time to finish a pips if he 
had one. If some of our young men 
gave loss time to lighting their pipes 
and more to illuminating their minds 
we should have better playwrights and 
brighter audiences. I have always 
said that a nation which cannot create 
and appreciate great tragedy is a C3 
nation. And here' is the importance of 


my correspondent’s inqui ry . Evidently 
she has seen some gentleman smoking 
a pipe in the stalls, whether at Bristol 
or elsewhere, or she would not have 
asked the question. Now a man who 
will smoke a pipe at a musical comedj% 
whether in the stalls or in the pit, will 
smoke a pipe at the greatest tragedy 
that was ever written. He has no mind. 
He canncit concentrate. Consider the 
mental equipment of a man who could 
smoke a pipe at a performance of 
Hamlet, He is batty. He is a sponge. 
I should like to knock him down. In 
the' days when I tried to smoke a pipe 
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I was constantly striking matches, puff- 
ing, blowing and removing vegetable 
matter from my mouth. A man who is 
doing that cannot at the same time 
give his whole mind to poetry and the 
growth of character. If anyone can 
prove to me that the Athenians smoked 
at the first performance of the Oedipus 
Tyranmis I will give him a new bicycle. 
And the mere fact that at half ot the 
theatres in London the audience are 
able to strike matches during a ghost 
scene and blow" smoke at the singers 
shows how far w^e are behind the Greeks. 
When I was in America I did not see 
anyone smoke in the stalls. If I had 
I should have hit the man. Tragedy 
distils the essential greatness of the 
human spirit, and no one can absorb it 
who is at the same time engaged in a 
petty occupation such as the inhaling 
of nicotine. !For the same reason I dis- 
approve of evening-dress at a play by 
Shakespeare,. A man in a stiff shirt 
and a high collar cannot hope to project 
himself into the tomb of the Gapuleis 
or the mind of lago. I should say that 
the audience at a tragic play ought to 
w’ear soft flannel shirts and knicker- 
bockers, except that there is something 
cranky about knickerbockers, and I de- 
test cranks. 

What I have said about smokingin the 
theatre applies to the art film, A busi- 
ness man once wrote to me from Leeds 
to say that he could ahvays judge the 
character of a strange club by the char- 
acter of its washing-places. I don’t 
know how far this is true ; the arrange- 
ments at the United Highbrows are 
ghastly. But it is true that one can judge 
the intellectual value of any form of en- 
tertainment by looking at the audience. 
If they cannot enjoy it without enjoy- 
ing some other distraction at the same 
time, holding hands or sucking choco- 
lates or nibbling at paper packets of 
tobacco, then it is bad art. Thei*e is no 
mind in it. At most cinemas most of 
the audience are doing all these things 
at the same time, wdiich shows that 
most films are very bad art, though I 
detest the word art. When the cinema- 
audience begins to leave its acid-drops 
and its fags at home we shall know that 
mind has come into the film. 

And now I must be well into the second 
column, so that V7ill do for the present. 
Next week I hope to discuss the place 
of the programme-girl in contemporary 
drama, about which three people have 
written to me, one of them a coal-porter 
at Buncorn. A. P. H. 


A certain young lady at Brighton 
Hercomplexion endeavoured to heighten 
By the rays of the sxm, 

Till a nicely-browned bun 
By the sideol herfece looked a white \m . 


THE HAIG MEMORIAL. 

Dear Me. Punch, — This puerile pas- 
sion for representationalsculpture seems 
to be ineradicably fixed in the grovelling 
minds of the official arbiters of public 
taste, in spite of the noble examples 
of symbolical art which have, almost 
miraculously, struggled into the tardy 
dawm of our aesthetic perceptions. 

Now \ve are threatened with another 
of these “ tin soldiers,” which, in spite 
of certain concessions to the ideals of 
the Ne%v and Significant, is deeply 
tainted with the merely petty and 
photographic. 

These two diametrically opposed ele- 
ments cannot be reconciled. Light and 
darkness cannot exist together. 

Must we submit to be insulted by yet 
another Commander-in-Chief, upon yet 
another charger, of puny human and 



equine insignificance? Cannot those 
illuminated minds which have outgrown 
the childish passion for dolls and toys, 
those pioneer souls in the vanguard 
of intelligence, combine to make their 
voices heard in sufficient volume to 
penetrate the dull ears of the ground- 
lings, not to mention the Underground- 
lings? 

\Ve want no Hindenbuegs on chess- 
horses or roundabout-steeds, any more 
than we desire to see an honoured and 
noble gentleman on an actual and beau- 
tiful horse,- riding for ever with the 
graceful seat and modest calm which 
were (photographically) his. 

No, Sir, what we need is something 
far different from this; something ’which 
I will perpetuate for us and for our chil- 
I dren all the exalted emotions of Glorious 
War; something indeed which will 
serve equally well for the Next War 
and the War After That, when the (tem- 
porary) subject of this monument may 
be just another “unknown warrior.” 


Cannot you, Sir, with your powerful 
baton of ridicule — far more potent than 
that of any mere Eield-Marshal — help 
us to attain this noble consummation 
of Art ? 

I venture to attach a design for the 
Ideal Monument of a Gommander-in- 
Chief as adumbrated in the above 
remarks. 

Yours hopefully, '^ee Perennius. 


TO MY PAPER-BOY. 

Child, whom I ne’er have seen, because 
thou comest 

As one who with my slumber inter- 
feres 

And with irregular aubade ungummest 

Peace from my pillow, silence from 
mine ears ; 

Yet, not unwelcome, bringest in thy 
faring 

The matutinal wisdom of the Press, 
Wisdom in volume greatly overbearing 

News, which appears to grow still 
less and less ; 

Punctual child, as punctual as dawn is, 

Clean as the daisy’s though thy face 
may be, 

Though clear as blackbird’s voice upon 
the lawn is 

Thine to the milkman’s joined in 
repartee ; 

Competent child, not as the last, who 
threw in 

Papers with views incongruent with 
mine, 

So that my breakfast calm was laid in 
ruin 

By some extremely irritating line ; 

Child, though you muster nearly every 
virtue, 

Yours is a beauty not quite consum- 
mate, 

And I shall get up early too and hurt 
you 

If you don’t learn to close the garden 
gate. . , , 

The Alternative School in Modern 
Journalism* 

“It is supposed that three men were con- 
nected with the bodily removal of an automatic 
cigarette machine which stood outside a gar- 
age at Cateriiam, stood outside a garage at 
Cotcsham, ” — Glasgoic Paper. 


Things Which Could Have Been Expressed 
More Pleasantly. 

“Vindictive V.C. now a HEAR-ADMiRAii.” 

Headline in Daily Paper. 

“Dorset yesterday made 320. Devon used 
bowlers to get rid of their opponents.” 

J)orset Paper. 

Was this quite playing the game? 


“Harlequin Great Dane for Stud,” 

Advf. in Manchester Paper. 

We doubt if our collar could stick it. 
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book ■with a hundred pieces of poetry them now can t you two people make it 
SIM PLE STORIES. gej^t him a present of two up and get married instead of going on 

The Breach of Promise Case. napkin rings of imitation ivory, and with this trial? you are middle-aged 
T\^hen Mr. Carnabas was staying at she wrote in her letter that it would be and are both so plain that it isn t 
the seaside for his summer holiday he useful to have two of them when they you will get another chance. You had 
made friends with Miss Pewrent who got married. ^ iDetter go into a private room and talk 

was in the same boarding-house as he Well Mr, Carnabas was surprised at it over, I can easily go on with another 
was, and they used to go about together her saying that because he was think- trial while you are making up your 
and weigh themselves on the pier, and iug of marrying Mrs. Joby if she would minds. I have to try a miirderer ^6xt, 
sometimes they sat on the beach and have him, he didn’t like her so much as but I don t think he did. it so it won t 
threw stones into the water, and they he liked Miss Pewrent but she had take long, and when you have had your 
enjoyed themselves very much. more money, and he only hadn t asked little talk you can come back and listen 

Well one morning they were sitting her to marry him yet because he didn’t until I have finished, 
on the beach and Mr. Carnabas said know whether she would let him have Well Miss Pewrent said she didn t 
I these stones are rather hard for sitting some of her money or would want to mind and Mr, Carnabas was just going 
on I think I will hire two chairs one spend it all on herself. So he sent to sayhe didn’t either, because he hadn t 
for you and one for me, it will ^ ^ ^ seen Miss Pewrent for over six 

only cost fourpence and we can months and he thought he 

go on sitting on them until j i - — , ( ) \ — would like to hawe a little talk 

“ If, f; & s 

to Spend money like that, when " I /«> she said I am Mrs, 

the stones get too hard we can Joby, and the prisoner at the 

shift our position and then we ' ^ ^ P’^o^ised to marry me. 

shan’t notice it. And Mr. Carnabas said oh 

WeU Mr. Carnabas thought 1 m « S I?'' ^ 

to himself if only I had married ™ 

somebody like that I should bo /IjB^Wk me to say whether you did or 

much rieher than I am, and 'he ^ , |jH ^AwHj ~ - not, and I warn you that if you 

said to Miss Pewrent have you VlM m {fjR ^ °ne of those men who go 

ever thought of getting mar- - .O about asking women to marry 

ried ? yon are rather old for it getting out of it 

but I should think you could ^ ^ severe view of it, 

easily find somebody who lY/ ■ because we can’t have that sort 

wouldn’t mind that. And Miss I f I -C_'7K v\ England, we are 

Pewrent said well I have c-l I ^ \\ ¥ '^ f \ i lirv.7>- not Hottentots or Bolsheviks 

thought of it sometimes and I /TO' 1 | B / f lltkCTl^ either. 

should- quite like it, but do C> 'M }JiAM ^ trial had to go 

you think I am good-looking i thing was to 

enough? And Mr. Carnabas I 

said well perhaps not, but looks Carnabas had -written to Miss . 

aren’t everything, I am not Pewrent. And the judge said 

very good-looking myself. And I *^®^'® 

Miss Pewrent said oh I think \ ^ letters, when I 

vou are one of the handsomest 'was in love myself before I got 

men I have ever seen, I was ^ ‘“Oh I think you aee one oe the h.vndsomest men married I used to call the young 
talking to Mrs. Mattrass, that ^ ladiesPopseyorMouseyorsome- 


for you and one for me, it will 
only cost fourpence and we can 
go on sitting on them until 
dinner-time so as to make it 
worth while. 

And Aliss Pewrent said oh 
no, the way to get rich is not 
to spend money like that, when 
the stones get too hard we can 
shift our position and then we 
shan’t notice it. 

Well Mr. Carnabas thought 
to himself if only I had married 
somebody like that I should be 
much richer than I am, and he 
said to Miss Pewrent have you 
ever thought of getting mar- 
ried ? you are rather old for it 
but I should think you could 
easily find somebody who 
wouldn’t mind that. And Miss 
Pewrent said well I have 
thought of it sometimes and I 
should quite like it, but do 
you think I am good-looking 
enough? And Mr. Carnabas 
said well perhaps not, but looks 
aren’t everything, I am not 
very good-looking myself. And 
Miss Pewrent said oh I think 
you are one of the handsomest 
men I have ever seen, I was 
talking to Mrs. Mattrass, that 












‘“Oh I THINK YOU ARE ONE OF THE H.-^NDSOMEST MEN 
I HAVE E^’ER SEEN.’” 


was their landlady, only yesterday about back one of the napkin rings to Miss thing like that when I wrote to them, but 
you, and she said it made her come over Pewrent and thanked her for the other Mr. Carnabas never goes beyond Dear 

....... -..ii ...t/i-iijr* TT 1 "1 - ' 1.1 1 . 


all queer to look at you. one and said he should always think of MisB Ugly, and the jury will see that 

Well Mr. Carnabas was pleased at her when he put his napkin into it. that is quite natural when they look at 
her saying that because he wasn’t at And he thought that was the best way Miss Pewrent. And there is only one 
all handsome really, his ears stuck out of showing her without hurting her cross in all the letters, and that looks 
and he had a wart on each side of his feelings that he wasn’t thinking of more like crossing out a word that he 
nose. So he liked Miss Pewrent better marrying her. has spelt wrong than sending a kiss, 

than ever, and on bis last evening at Well the next thing was that Mr. why I sometimes used to put six rows 
the seaside he took her to a lecture on Carnabas bad a letter to say that he of crosses in my letters when I couldn’t 
Starfishes where there w^asn’t anything had committed Breach of Promise of think of anything more to say. Now 
to pay, but he bought her a stick of Marriage, and there would have to be Mrs. Joby please step forward and put 
chocolate out of a machine. And he a trial about it. in the letters he wrote to you. 

said he would like to write to her when Well they had a trial, and the judge So Mrs. Joby stepped forward but she 
he went back to Birmingham, and she was a very nice man who was inter- said that Mr. Carnabas hadn’t written 
said she would write to him when she ested in the Boy Scout movement in her any letters except one when Mr. 
went back to London. his private life and went in for being as Joby died, and that was a business letter 

So they wrote to each other once a kind as he could to everybody. And he because Mr. Carnabas w^as an under- 
week, and at Ohristmas-time Mr. Carna- made Mr. Carnabas and Miss Pewrent taker and he bad offered to do the 
[ bas sent Miss Pewrent a present of a stand up in front of him and said to [funeral cheap for her. 


chocolate out of a machine. And he 
said he would like to WTite to her when 
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AND NOW. 


And the judge said -well that might 
look as if he was already in love with 
Mr. Joby*s relict, and it is for the jury 
to say whether he was or not, but I 
shall direct them that he would be a 
very bad man if he was, and there is 
nothing to prove it. 

Then he asked all of them about their 
incomes, and Miss Pewrent said she 
hadn’t got any income except what she 
earned by holding the curling-tongs in 
a shop where ladies went to be shingled 
and sweeping up the hair afterwards. 
And Mr. Carnabas said he was in a fair 
way of business but the place where 
he lived was so healthy that there 
wasn’t as much custom as there might 
have been. And the judge said well 
now let us hear about Mrs. Joby’s 
income. 

Well Mrs. Joby didn’t want to tell 
him about her income, and she said she 
didn’t really want to marry Mr. Cania- 
bas because he was too ugly for her, but 
the judge said oh we can’t have that 
now, you have intervened in this ease 
so I must go through with it, and he 
made her tell him what her income 
was. And she had got it from Mr. Joby 
being a tin bath manufacturer, and 
when people had begun to have more 
baths than they used to he had got j 
quite rich from selling his tin baths, 
and Mrs. Joby had a good deal more 
than a thousand pounds a year. 

So then the judge summed up, but 
first of all he asked Mr. Carnabas whether 
he would marry Miss Pewrent if he 
summed up in his favour, and ho said 
he would, because by this time he was 
feeling quite fond of Miss Pewrent again, 
and besides he didn’t want to pay her 
money for not marrying her. 

So the judge said very well then, you 
will leave this court without a stain on 
your character, and so will Miss Pew- 
rent, who is not so ugly as I thought 
she was when I first saw her. But I 
: am not at all satisfied with the way 
Mrs. Joby has given her evidence and 
I shall fine her a hundred pounds which 
will be paid to Mr. Carnabas when he 
can show me documentary evidence that 
he is married to Miss Pewrent. So they 
will have something to set up house 
with and I hope they will be very happy. 

So the jury brought it in like that 
and Mr. Carnabas and Miss Pewrent 
got married as soon as possible. And 
what was nice about Mrs. Joby was 
that she bore no malice but paid her 
hundred pounds and said it was well 
worth it for making two people happy, 
and she would ask them to supper some- 
times on Sunday evening, A. M. 


“Winter Concerts : singers heard now.” 

Manclieatcr 

Coming events cast their echoes before. 


THE TYRANNY OF TOOLS. 

It irked me when in boyhood’s days 
I was described in various ways 
According to the arm or tool 
A game was played with as a rule. 
Por instance, need I mention that 
I soon became a rotten bat ? 

Nor was it very long before 
I grew to be a feeble oar. 

When father carved the loin of pork 
I proved a handy knife and fork ; 
And very soon they called me in 
Orchestral clubs a violin. 

And now, though grown to man’s 
estate, 

I bow beneath the self-same Fate. 
Lately a hopeful M.P. wrote 
To call me an important vote. 

I growl with rage if anyone 
Describes me as a chancy gun. 


Thank heaven, at bridge folk are | 
debarred 

From calling me a crafty card ! 

But bright reviewers gall me wriien 

They class me as a peevish pen. 

And all the time, alas I I sigh 

To be but for a moment I. 

Yet always to my discontent 

1 rank as some base implement. 

When on this life the ciu'tain fails 

I fear the bright celestial halls 

Will find mo still disposed to carp 

At being an indifferent harp, 

— E.P.W. 

. Teuby enjoys an equable temperature 
summer and winter from the neighbourhood 
of the Ciolf Stream.” 

From Pamphlet on Tenhp. 
Tim only Golf Stream which we know 
is the verbal one, but that blisters 
everything in its neighbourhood. 
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First Sun-bather. ' Heavens! my wrjST-WATCH 1” 

Second Ditto. “Why did you bathe with it on?” 

First Ditto. “It’S not that: it’s spoiling my sunburn. 


A SURE CURE. 

The most effective method of securing 
bodily health is a matter upon which 
most people have pronounced views and 
are passionately eager to convert others 
to their w’ay of thinking. But there is 
no propagandist so fierce as the believer 
in osteopathy. We have one in our 
office. 

“ Do you notice anything about me, 
old boy ? ” he asked me one morning, 

“Yes,” I said ; “ I notice that you are 
standing in my light.” 

“I meant about my bodj’',” he said. 

I looked him up and down. “No,” I 
replied at last ; “ but of course I ’m no 
artist.” 

“My dear man,” he said peevishly, 
“surely you remember how crooked I 
used to be ? ” 

I must say that I vras surprised that 
he should have raised this point. I had 
personally put that little matter of the 
Calcutta Sweep ticket entirely behind 
me. I felt embarrassed. 

“Well — er — I — er — need we rake 
up ? ” I began. 

“I was referring to my body,” he 
said icily; “I have been referring to 
my body all the time.” 

“Oh!” I breathed. “Quite so, of 
course. How nice ! ” 


* ^ Can’t you remember, ” he proceeded, 
“how oddly I used to stand — with one 
shoulder up and the other down and my 
right leg so ? ” 

I couldn’t truthfully say that I did. 

“Lord, you’re hopeless!” he said, 
turning away in disgust. 

The one weak spot in my otherwise 
strong character is that I cannot bear 
to disappoint a human creature. “ Tell 
me,” I said, laying, down my pen. 

He swung round eagerly. “ Well, on 
Saturday,” he started, “I went to see 
a chap called Smith, an American. 
Perhaps you ’ve heard of him ? ” 

“The man who isn’t President after 
I all ? ” I ventured. 

“ No, no, my good fool ; a doctor — at 
least an osteopath. He took one look 
at me and said, ‘ My poor friend, how 
long have you been like this ? ’ There ’s 
diagnosis for you 1 ” 

“ Astounding ! ” I said. “ He ’d never 
seen you before ? ” 

“Never.” 

“Marvellous that it should strike him 
at once; but then the Americans are 
very perceptive, aren’t they ? And what 
did you say ? ” 

“I told him that I had always been 
the same — since birth.” 

“ And what did he say to that ? ” 

“He said that it was a thousand 


pities that I hadn’t consulted him 
sooner.” 

“Come,” I said, leaning forward, “ I 
like the sound of this man; tell me 
more.” 

“ I knew you ’d get interested as soon 
as I began,” he said patronisingly. 
“Well, he started by throwing me down 
on the ground.” 

“ Good for him.” 

“Yes, it was wonderful. Then he took 
my head in his hands ” 

“ And looked deep into your eyes ? ” 

“ No, no ; my face was a^vay from him . ’ ’ 

“Ah, yes, I see his idea.” 

“Then he gave my head a sharp 
twist.” 

“Did that hurt?” 

“No.” 

“Oh!” 

“There was a noise like a pistol- 
shot ” 

“And a white rabbit jumped out of 
your trousers.” 

“Look here,” said the ex-patient, 
“ I ’m perfectly serious. Of course, if 
you ” 

“I’m sorry,” I said ; “I got carried 
away by your narrative. Who fired the 
pistol? Was it his assistant running 
amok, or merely a tyre bursting in the 
street outside ? ” 

“Don’t you understand,” he said 






ONE MORE RIVER TO LEAVE. 

Bhine Maiden (politely concealing her satisfaction), MUST YOU GIVE UP KEEPING A 
WATCH ON US?” 

Thomas Atkins {Icnotving the language), “ ICH MUSS.” 







August 21, 1929.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


213 



loudly, that it was the vertebrae of my 
spine going back into position ? Look ! 
they ought to be like this ” — he inter- 
locked the knuckles of his clenched 
fists — “but practically everybody's are 
actually like this ; ” and he slid one fist 
half across its fellow.” 

“ Whose fault is that ? ” I asked. 

“ How should I know ? ” 

“ I thought Smith might have told 
you,” I said. 

“Now don't you see what that leads 
to?” he went on, fixing me with a 
glittering eye, “ What comes out of the 
spine ? ” 

“ The tail,” I ventured. 

“The nerves, man,” he shouted, “ the 
nerves-^the conductors of vital energy ! 
If they are- being nipped how can they 
doit?” 

I had no idea and said so. 

“Exactly,” he yelled, his eyes blazing ; 
“you don't know and you don't care; 
you are content to crawl about with 
a backbone like a kinked dog-chain. 
Look, I 'll show you ” 

Without warning he struck me a 
sharp blow on the nape of the neck 
with the edge of bis hand. 

I leapt from my chair tingling with 
, rage. 


“ Ah, ha t ” shrieked the maniac. Notv 
do you believe that the nerves come 
from the spine ? ” 

“I should be obliged,” I hissed, “if 
you would remember that I am not a 
rabbit.” 

“But that’s just what you are,” he 
roared. “W'e are all rabbits until we 
have had our spines adjusted. You have 
no idea what it feels like to be loose- 
limbed and free 1 ” 

He burst into satanio laughter and 
delivered a heavy blow on my chest 
which started me coughing. 

“ You 've got a cough,” bellowed the 
new man. “ Go to Smith ; he 11 lift your 
chest for you.” 

“ I have no intention,” I^said angrily, 
picking up my pen, “of allowing the 
man to lift anything of mine — not even 
a guinea.” 

Another Argument for Mechanisation. 

“ Follo^\^ng the companies were two travell- 
ing kitchens drawn by horses which conhiiiied 
the day’s dinner — Iri.sh stew, l>eans and pota- 
toes ,” — Scots Paper, 

“ Ltd., famous Gape Curo for Phea- 

sants.” — Advt, in Daihi Paper. 

The Gape Cure for Club Boi'es has, 
alas ! yet to be invented. 


THE REUNION. 

Every Saturday morning about ten 
o'clock a small pile of clothes appears 
in my bedroom. Sometimes it is upon 
the bed, sometimes on a chair, sometimes 
on the end of my dressing-table, its ex- 
act whereabouts depending upon Jane’s 
inclination. It is my share of the 
laundry, washed, ironed, aired and gen- 
erally brought to that state which 
allows it to be handed over to the male. 

I have made it a rule to call in and 
stow away with my own hands this 
weekly dower, otherwise the distribu- 
tion is accomplished without respect 
for propriety or congeniality, and I find 
my collar-drawer invaded by golf stock- 
ings, and horror-stricken silk handker- 
chiefs in the coarse company of mixed 
underwear; also I keep in touch with 
old and trusty friends whose like I may 
not see again. 

One Saturday, some few weeks ago, 1 
I was astounded to find a total stranger 
resting blatantly on the top of the pile. 
It was a sock; Not an ordinary sock 
but a wonderful and extraordinary sock. 
It was a sock such as the brightest of 
Bright Young People, supping extrava- 
' gantly on lobsters, might bring himself | 
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to dream about. It had a scarlet ground- stick and Tweedledee on another. Mar- old suit-case and washed them ^myself 
work somewhat brightly overlaid wdth gery looked at me stonily. I felt like just as a surprise, and now 
canary and puce stripes. Some people a murderer suddenly confronted with Margery, overcome, broke on and 
in the same circumstances would have the corpse. pointed at them, and Tweedledum (or it 

lost their head, but I didn’t. I called Yes,” I said, -they make very good may have been the disgusting Tweedle- 
for Jane. When she arrived I said, scarecrows. Though, of course, if the dee) waved his toe derisively in my face. 
^Mane, someone, probably the Warden Warden of the Master Dyers happens . To-day is Saturday, and resplendent 
of the Master Dyers, has mislaid a small to come along for a strawberry it’s on the top of my laundry -pile rest 
sock. Will you kindly inform our wash- all up.” Tweedledum and Tweedledee. To-mor- 


lady and request her to return " ^ shall walk to church in 

it to its rightful owner ? ” them, and Margery will accom- 

A few days of the brutalising pany me just to show how 

routine of life and the incident ^ friendly we all are again. I can 

was forgotten, but on the fol- 

lowing Saturday,when I went to ^ MOyP 8 perhaps I inay have the courage 

carry out my usual programme, A ^ ^ ^ inquire if it is known what 

I was confronted with it again. really happened to Tweedledee 

The irrepressible Tweedledum during the first two attempts at 

(so I named him as being one of reunion, 

an indistinguishable pair) had U There is now no other mystery 

returned, his position on top of f about this episode, 

the pile unchallenged My first I — 

impulse was to rush upon him \\\ WSf i Anitro at i nDn*c 

and cast him out to the worms, Ml /^V LADIES AT LORDS. 

but then I realised he might be M Marian as 

valuable, so I called once more • sillypoint neatly caught the ball 

for the services of Jane. first bounce. Why doesn’t he 

“Jane,” I said severely, “in R go ?” she demanded as the bats- 

no well-ordered house does this man stood his ground imper- 

kind of thing occur more than U torbably. 

once. You must have recognised \\ “Don’t, Mummy,” muttered 

Tweedledum when be was get- , Peter in an anguished w^hisper, 

ting out of the washing-basket. same time snatching off 

Then there is Tweedledee to be .. and sitting on his school-cap so 

considered. He must be some- ^S[ - — Tiz: - that none among the surround- 

where, probably fretting himself — ,-.rrzr^ ^ ing spectators should know that 

pale pink.” - T — the mother of a fellow at his 

Now it is hardly credible that : : r -- ~ prep, school couldn’t distinguish 

this was not the last of the between a bound-ball catch and 

affair; but I do not care whether ■■■ — ■- I =7^=zt a legitimate one. The poor lad 

you believe me or not. Next --ErE^/ didn’t realise that few women 

week they both came. There ^ have ever been able to make 

was Tweedledum, and there be- v . this not very subtle distinction, 

s de him was the incarnadined ) It began to dawn upon me 

Tweedledee, I gazed at them ( / , that it is a mistake of the first 

fascinated. I felt overwrought. ’ orderto take one’s wife anemone’s 

The thing was getting cn my ^ small son together to Lord’s, 

nerves. I realised that some And yet what to do? If only 

desperate measure had to be At davvn of day, ere breaking fast, Lord’s had a ladies’ pavilion, 

taken. No, I did not call for High np the Eocky Mount there passed where one could deposit what 

Jane. I snatched up the atroci- whQ ^re, mid snow and ice, Hindu gentlemen are pleased to 

ties, whipped them under the annerwi ^ ^^flou^^nery ’ * their females ” and call 

cover of my coat and then crept ^ Canadian BocHes, where he them at the end of tte day ! 

downstairs and out into the willspend some weeks mountaineering, one of his objectives Yet I am not sure that this 
garden — a far corner of the being Mount Amery, so named in his honour.] - would be any good, for Marian 

garden. It was a lonely spot L shares with all right-minded 

Nearby a -derelict spade stood waiting. I meditated upon the chance which women an abhorrence of being seen any- 
I grasped it feverishly. “Now,”Imut- led old John, the gardener, to exhume where in a place set aparb for ladies 
tered, “we shall see.” And when I them, and xealised the .extreme diffi- only, where accommodation for both 
had patted down the earth and made culties which handicap the criminal. sexes is available, 
the spot look as uncrimelike as I could, “I don’t think you’re a bit funny,” At this juncture the luncheon inter- 
I felt it was the end. Margery broke in. “You’re just hate- val fortunately arrived. After Marian’s 

Three days later Margery came into ful to treat me like that.” explanation that she bad, following the 

study and asked me to go into the Then came the chill feeling that some “last time,” told cook always to put 
^rden with her. Unsuspecting as a where or somehow ! had seen those more mustard on the sandwiches had 
May lamb, I went. Tn front of the socks in therdirn past. * been coldly negatived by my reminding i 

strawberry* ^ed she baited. Yes, there “ The first Christmas present I ever her that we had had two new cooks since 
they ware, slightly earth-stained'^ flaunt- gave you,” Margery, encouraged by my “last time,” we finished our food in 
inginthebr^e — ^Tweedledum on one. silence, swept on. “Ifoundtheminyour silence , and- then proceeded to inspect 


lady and request her to return 
it to its rightful owner ? ” 

I A few days of the brutalising 
I routine of life and the incident 
was forgotten, but on the fol- 
lowing Saturday, when I went to 
! carry out my usual programme, 

I was confronted with it again, 
i The irrepressible Tweedledum 
(so I named him as being one of 
an indistinguishable pair) had 
returned, his position on top of 
the pile unchallenged My first 
impulse was to rush upon him 
and cast him out to the worms, 
but then I realised he might be 
valuable, so I called once more 
for the services of Jane. 

“Jane,” I said severely, “in 
no well-ordered house does this 
kind of thing occur more than 
once. You must have recognised 
Tweedledum when be was get- 
ting out of the washing-basket. 

Then there is Tweedledee to be 
considered. He must be some- 
where, probably fretting himself 
pale pink.” 

Now it is hardly credible that 
this was not the last of the 
affair ; but I do not care whether 
you believe me or not. Next 
week they both came. There =—= / 
was Tweedledum, and there be- 
s'de him was the incarnadined i 
Tweedledee, I gazed at them I 
fascinated. I felt overwrought. ^ I 
The thing was getting cn my 
nerves. I realised that some 
desperate measure had to be 
taken. No, I did not call for 
Jane. I snatched up the atroci- 
ties, whipped them under the 
cover of my coat and then crept ^ 
downstairs and out into the ^iU; 

garden — a far corner of the bein: 

garden. It was a lonely spot 

Nearby a -derelict spade stood waiting. 


wii: 


At davvn of day, ere breaking fast, 

High up the Eocky Mount there passed 
A man -whg bore, mid snow and ice, 

A banner with the strange device — 

Mount Amery ! 

[Mr, Amery has gone to the Canadian Eockies, where he 
wiU spend some weeks mountain^ring, one of his objectives 
being Mount Amery, so named in his honour.] 




the pitch. On reaching the ropes the lad 
Peter took up his stance as near as pos- 
sible to the stumps and gazed long and 
earnestly at them. 

‘ ‘ Do you think they look any different, 
Daddy?” he demanded after he had 
gazed his fill. 

Different from what ? ” said Marian. 

“ Half-an-inch higher and half-an- 
inch wider,” I murmured. 

One inch,” came Peter’s correction, 

: with all the intolerance for inexactitude 
; that one has learned to associate with 
! the very young. 

‘‘Anyhow, they look very nice and 
new,” said his mother. 

“Eke^man is exactly ten days older 
than Woolley,” said Peter somew'hat 
inconsequently ; and we let it go at that. 

Just then one of the not-out batsmen, 
a youthful left-hander who crashes ’em 
past cover-point in a manner reminiscent 
of Olem &LL, passed us by escorfcing 
a lady. Marian scented a romance at 
once. 

“ I wish you had been good enough, 
when we were engaged, to play at 
Lord’s,” she said to me reflectively. 

“Engaged, nonsense 1 ” I replied. “It’s 
probably his mother ; you never can tell 
nowadays. And anyhow,” I went on 
firmly, “ there ought to be a rule in 
cricket prohibiting women interested in a 
not-out player from entering the ground 
until the luncheon interval is over.” 

“What ever for?” snorted Marian, 


fiercely ready, as always, to take up 
the cudgels at the sign of the least 
obstruction being placed in the path of 
true love. 

“ Why,” I replied, “ you have a young 
man just getting nicely set. He ’s see- 
ing the ball well and he *s timing ’em 
to perfection. Then comes the luncheon 
interval. Now the rules prescribe that 
he shall be allowed forty-five minutes 
to eat his luncheon. You may depend 
upon it that the period of forty-five 
minutes has not been decided upon 
lightly. It is the exact time necessary 
for a man to partake of a good cold 
lunch in such a manner as shall ensure 
that he will digest the meal properly 
and not impair his chances, if he’s 
batting, of running up a big score in 
the afternoon through having bolted 
his food. That silly ass there,” I said, 
“knowing that his girl (I accept your 
view of their relationship for argument’s 
sake) was on the ground, swallowed his 
lunch in something like twelve minutes, 
so that he could rush out and be with 
her for the rest of the luncheon interi-al 

(а) on the ground that she expected 
him, and {b) lest some other fellow 
should get hold of her.” 

“ Well, you can’t blame a girl for the 

(б) reason,” said Marian, “ and anyhow 
I think they make a very nice pair and 
I hope they will be very happjV’ 

“You mark my words,” I said, “and 
see whether bolting his food in that ir- 


rational manner, just because there ’s a 
chit of a thing waiting for him, doesn’t 
cause our left-hander to get out in the 
first few overs after the resumption.” 

Here the minx was observed to give 
the food-bolter an upward glance ii*om 
under her lashes that finally disposed 
of the “mother ” theory. 

Play was resumed. I closed my eyes 
for a second and must have dozed, for 
on being roused by a burst of applause 
I saw that it was four o’clock. 

“What are they clapping for?” I 
whispered to Marian. 

“He’s got his hundred,” she said. 

“ Who has ? ” I asked. 

‘‘The left-hander,” INIarian replied 
sweetly. 

Apple of Discord : New Edtdon* 

“William , Arthur , Charles , 

and Leo . . . were accused of cau=»ing a 

breach of the peach at the Scouts* Jamboree at 
Arrowe Park on August 1. . . — Daily Paper. 

And yet we are encouraged to eat more 
fruit ! 

“The bride, vlio has lived was fully choral.” 
Ffwn Wedding Deport in Sfaj^ordahire Paper. 
It ’s more usual for ladies with a past to 
keep fairly quiet. 

Dairy, Dairy, quite contrarj', 

How do your profits grow ? 

Ignored reports and dearer quarts 
And fanners all in the know. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

“Innocents of Paris'’ (Plaza). 

There ^Yas no particular need to locate 
them in Paris. They would, I hope, have 
been innocent anywdiere. Possibly Paris 
was selected as their home* town for the 
sake of the contrast offered by its 
reputation for vice; or was it just 
because M. Maurice Chevalier had 
some French songs to sing and spoke 
English with a French accent ? There 
was, of course, nothing incongruous in 
the fact that all the other characters 
spoke American ; for in movie-land, it 
must be remembered, Americans occur 
in settings where you wmuld least expect 
to find them. Was there not a popular 
film out West which represented the 



ALL TOIE IS SEX-APPEAL TBIE— 
ON THE FILMS. 


Mavbice Marsy (M. Maurice Chevalier) 

GIVES THE GLAD EYE AT EIRST SIGHT TO 

Louise immediately after announcing her 
sister’s SUICIDE, 

surrendered German Fleet being es- 
corted into Scapa Flow by American 
battleships ? 

Briefly the story tells how Maurice 
Marny (M. Chevalier), who is a “junk- 
man ” (American for a street-dealer in 
second-hand goods), rescues the little 
boy, J o~J 0, whose mother, having jumped 
into the Seine with him, has failed to 
get him drowned, though successful 
with herself — so successful, in fact, 
that she was out of the picture before it 
appeared on the screen ; how on emerg- 
ing (not very wet) he takes the child 
to the address of its grandfather, a 
bourgeois with bowels of stone, who 
turns them both from his door, but not 
: before Maurice has observed the old 
j man's pretty daughter and instantly 
fallen for her. His only hope of securing 
her in face of the dragon’s opposition 
is to make a career; and his chance 
comes when he is taken on at a 
Montmartre casino for a singing turn, 
j He is boomed in the Press and on posters 


as a “Mysterious Prince,” and at the 
ripiiition gdnirale he sings a song, con- 
genial to bis assumed character, in 



THE JUNK1SL4N*S FIND. 

The Antique Dealer picks up a modern 
article of vertu. 

Maurice Marny . , M, Maurice Chevalier. 
Louise Leval . . , Miss Sylvia Beecher, 

which he asserts a definite preference 
for a life d deux, and declares himself 
indifferent to the attractions of king- 
shi]D unless ho can have someone to 



TO THE MAN. 

Jo-Jo Master David Durand. 

Emile Leval, . . Mr, Bussell Simpson. 

share his throne ; concluding each verse 
with the statement — 

“ I don't want to be sitting on top of the 
world 

If I have to be sitting alone.*’ 

The song, which is of an exquisite banal- 
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ity, earns a iury of app’ause, and, for an 
encore, he sings another, of even inferior 
quality, about kisses. This has a succes 
sofmt tliat he is subsequently embraced, 
as the Prince of Kissers, by just any- 
body, from the ballet-troupe up to the 
manager’s wife. Upon this last and 
passionate salute, Louise, v/ho has be- 
come privily affanced to Ma^irice, 
chances to intrude. Jealousy, natural 
if not justifiable, supervenes, and she 
declines to receive any further atten- 
tions. 

On the opening night Jf a^^nce,broken- 
hearted, gives his song of the un- 
shared throne, but with a difference of 
expression very nicely indicated. He 
is not dressed en jprince (mystirieux) 
but wears his junkman’s clothes. This 



A PERSONAL FBEMlkBE, 
Maurice tells his private love-troubles 
to the audience. 

is due to the accident of his late arrival, 
but contributes to the effect when, 
after a great reception, he takes the 
audience into his confidence, reveals 
his identity and tells them of his lone- 
liness and its cause. Louise, watching 
him from the coulisses, is relieved of 
her jealousy and reconciled on the spot. 
Finally he drags her on to the stage 
and demonstrates their reunion with a 
public embrace. 

All this is delightfully fresh and con- 
fiding. Unspoilt nature indeed is al- 
lowed to have its own way throughout 
this very human little comedy. A lapse 
into melodrama must be confessed in 
the case of Louise's parent. His sudden 
resolve to shoot Maurice and his no 
less sudden and improbable conversion 
at the instance of the boy Jo-Jo were 
concessions to the habitual film-fan. 

M. Chevalier is an artist. If there 
is a flaw in his equipment it is that be 



9 





is not a perfect interpreter of all the 
aspects of romance ; he is better with 
its high lights and dark shadows than 
with its middle tones : he can convey to 
us the gay and the tragic phases of his 
love, but not — or not so well — ^just the 
quiet serious joy of it. However, there 
are very few emotions that he cannot 
easily command with that mobile face 
of his and that supple voice. 

It was a one-man play, though M, 
Chevalier was extraordinarily well 
supported by each of the minor char- 
acters. Little David Durato, most 
minor of all, but only in point of age, 
played with a discretion far beyond 
his years. As a rule I detest prodigies, 
and there was something rather pro- 
digious in his Jo- Jo's solemn conviction 
that he was there to put everything 
right; but it was an inoffensive and 
even lovable precocity. 

With the exception of some of the 
women's voices, which tended to boom 
like baritones, the sound-production, 
both in solo and dialogue, was surpris- 
ingly good. I admit that the accomplish- 
ments of the new art were not put to 
a very exacting test. Aparfe from the 
life-saving scene in the Seine (extremely 
well contrived) and those quick changes 
by which we were able, for instance, to 
turn from the singer and see the effect 
produced by him on his audience, there 


was little here that could not have been 
managed on the ordinary stage. We 
have yet to see how the movie-tone will 
cope with vocal drama carried on in the 
course of the swift movements, impos- 
sible in the theatre, which are the dis- 
tinguishing attraction of the pictures. 

Meanwhile I thank the talkies for at 
least one boon : the voice, coming to the 
assistance and relief of gesture and 
facial expression, should save us from 
much pantomime, and inparticular from 
the silent registering of emotions in 
those tedious close-ups which are the 
terror of the film that doesn't talk. i 
0, S. I 

BINGO. 

Auni' Louisa fails to appreciate 

Great-Aunt Louisa 
Sometimes comes to tea ; 

One ought to love relations, 

And she always kisses me ; 

She wears a lot of golden rings 
And a velvet coat with fur, 

But she doesn't like Bingo 
So I can't like her. E. P. 

*‘Mr. , who is known as Slioebury^s 

Gland Old Man, ckiims to bo the oldest aviator 
in the world.” — West-country Paj^er, 

Shoebury's Monkey Gland Old Man, 
we suppose. 


A NEW CARD GAME. 

It is a long train journey from Calais 
to the Transylvanian frontier, and 
William had begun to be bored and 
irritable when I suddenly remembered 
that I had a couple of packs of cards in 
my bag. William said that he had 
played whist when he was a boy (Wil- 
liam is older than I thought) and that 
he had played bridge. That may be 
so ; anyhow I undertook to teach him 
picquet. ' We sorted out the cards, put 
the small ones, together with the jokers, 
back in the card-eases, and fortunately 
put the cases back in my bag. 

Then we began, and, though I Imve 
no hesitation in saying that 1 never 
knew anybody having so little, let me 
call it, card-sense as William, I can also 
say that I never in all my life met au} - 
one having such luck. Everyone knows 
what beginner’s luck is, but William 
had the luck of one who hasn't even 
begun. He persistently held all the 
aces, kings and queens; once or twice 
he condescended to hold a knave, but 
only when he had the three higher 
cards of the same suit as w'ell. My 
hands consisted of every possible com- ^ 
bination of sevens, eights, nines and 
tens. This went on for some hours, 
during which time \Yilliam sang the 
praises of picquet. 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[August 21, 1929. 


Gradually we approached the frontiers 
of Transylvania, and Just before the 
train came to a standstill William for 
the first time dealt me the makings of a 
decent hand. I took all five cards and, 


expert v/ord for it (with Major Beith 
AT THE PLAY. I in support — not without a certain 

“ The Middle Watch.” friendly malice, we may assume). Nor 

You would hardly believe the things has the mere civilian, I am sure, hitherto 
that happened in the middle watch on quite realised the disedifying possi- 


as I picked them up and saw that I had boarda'.ilf.-F’a?coJ 2 .,onthe China station, bilities provided by the lay-rat of the 
1 I TirT*!!’ j T^tvo-TT A TjTj s Cjfl.ntain s Quarters in a welhiound 


at last got William hip and thigh, a if you had not Commander King-Hall 
voice said in guttural tones, Have you 
anything to declare ? ” 

I almost shouted, ‘‘I should rather 
think I have. I have a point of six and 
a sixieme major; that’s twenty-two. 

And fourteen aces ; that ’s ninety-six. 

And fourteen kings ; that ’s a hundred- 
and-ten. I take all the tricks; that’s 
a hundred-and-sixty-three.” 

The guttural voice continued, “Cards, 
matches and tobacco in any form are 
contraband,” and a large and dirty hand w 
swept away all our cards, matches and 
cigarettes. 

Why is it, I wonder, that all the 
Customs-house officials of foreign coun- 
tries are dressed like soldiers and have, 

I presume in consequence, the impos- 
sible manners of a regimental sergeant- 
; major on early-morning parade, while 
; the British revenue officer is dressed as 
a sailor and has invariably the suavity 
j of demeanour of a bo’ sun when clean- 
I ing ship after coaling and immediately 
before an inspection by the Admiral. TELLING IT TO THE MARINE. 

We stopped at that horrid little Marine Ogg . . Mr. Aubrey Mather. 
frontier station for one solid hour, with Mary Carlton . . Miss Olive Blakeney. 
a further journey of three hours 

before us. William suggested 

that we still had twenty-one »T 
cards of each pack, and then it 
was that we invented piquelet, y' 

played with a joker. It’s a rotten j ^ 
game. It was really William . 

who invented it. \ 

Colonial Studies in Relativity. 

“Mr. 0. R. Wise stated that the ‘ 

whole of the racing fraternity of the 
Dominion were prepared to stand be- 
hind the INIinister, provided he stood 
behind them .” — New Zealand Papet. ^ 

“Mr, and Mrs. left tor ! 

Paignton where the honeymoon is be- 
ing spent amid a shower of confetti.” 

Dorset Paper. 

A joke, Mr. Punch considers, is 
a joke ; but it can go too far. 

“By the transfer of Charing Cross 
Railway Bridge to the south side of 
the Thames a vast scheme of London 
improvement is made possible.” 

Dai I ij Sketch. 

For instauce, we could then have 
a new bridge on the north side. 

A trade announcement states 
that a portable two-valve set 

will be placed on the market in A “WIFE ” IN EVERY PORT-CABH 

I September.' One naturally ex- Eaton Miss Jane Bax- 

j pects bivalves when there ’s an Captain Maitland . . . Mr. Basil Fos^ 

“ r ’* in the month, Mary Carlton Miss Olive BLi 



A “WIFE” 
Fay Eaton . . 

Captain Maitland 
Mary Carlton , 


IN EVERY PORT-CABIN. 

. . . Miss Jane Baxter. 

. . . Mr. Basil Foster, 

. . , Miss Olive Blakeney. 


Captain’s quarters in a well-found 
cruiser — sleeping cabin, spare cabin, 
with bathroom intervening. But let 
me hasten to add that night operations 
were conducted with that regard for 
true virtue for which the senior service 
is remarkable, though Corporal Duckett 
(B.M.), Ah Fong^ the Captain's servant 
(“These Chinese take so much for 
granted,” as the Commander observed), 
and the Admiral's lady took, I regret 
to say, the cynical view. 

The whole trouble arose because Cap- 
tain Bandall of the Alarines (Mr. Hum- 
phrey Morton) wangled leave from 
Commander Baddeley (Mr. Begin ald 
Gardiner) to dine his fiancee, Fay 
(Miss Jane Baxter), and her elderly 
chaperon, Charlotte Hopkinsen (Miss 
Vivienne Whitaker), in his cabin after 
the Naval the dansant, which was to 
break up at sundown. The ladies could 
go ashore by the late routine boat. At 
the last moment the merry young Ameri- 
can widow, Mary CarUo7i, is substituted 
for the elderly cousin, Charlotte, who is 
thought to have gone ashore, but has 
merely been mislaid in the gyroscopic 
compass-room. 

The picket-boat is naturally 

r found to be out of action. The 
delicate news is broken to the 
Captain (Mr. Basil Foster), a 
L ruthless misogynist. He sends 

i j for the infernal females. One 

y] glance, hov/ever, from the lively 
I I eyes of Mary, the xAmerican, 
converts him (as is common 
j with this breed in stageland and 
I not unknown in real life) into 

' the most impatient, not to say 

fatuous, of lovers. ^ The two 
youug women are installed in 
the two cabins of the Captain’s 
lobby, and an offer signalled 
from the flag-ship to call and 
take off anyone for the shore is 
I incontinently refused. The Cap- 

1 1 tarn himself selects from the 

\j collected slumber - wear of his 

\ I midshipmen the pyjamas for his 

\\ guests, causing us incidentally 

\ ' to wonder what would have h ap- 

-- pened to the misguided snotty 
who had ventured to spot the 
harlequin suit chosen by the be- 
sotted Captain Maiilaiid for his 

It is the Middle Watch. The 
two “bits,” to use the irreverent 
idiom of Corporal D7vckett 
(Mr. Eeginald Purdell), have 
NEY. been comfortably settled in their 
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cabins ; Marine Ogg, an inordinately This farcical romance ii-ill not indeed I find nothing to criticise. And Miss 
lespeotable married man has been restore the dwindling reputation of the Olive Bl.vkenev's high spirits and 
pos ed sentry to prevent the approach English stage as a Serious Institution, vivacious appreciation of her fines made 
of unauthoiised persons and to render but it will provide two houi-s of quite her exactly the right kind of heroine 

fcfLT?, tl.» .litertbs .m,.. 


fpara. 3) such services as may 
be required of him — a part of 
his instructions about which 
he is virtuously apprehensive. 

Maitland^ Bandall and Badde- 

ley have reluctantly retired; ^ 

Marine Ogg is thoughtfully 
pacing the lobby in his stock- 
inged feet when a signal from 
Admiral Sir Hermles Hewitt 
(Mr. Olive Currie) orders Fal- 
con to raise steam (which it 
does very creditably in about 
ten minutes) in order to pro- 

ceed to the rescue of Lady i 

Hewitt, marooned in a more or g 

less unsea worthy yacht some 1 

leagues away, and meanwhile m 

to be kind enough to provide Wi 

him with sleeping accommoda- m 

tion for the night. 

What permutations and com- TO 

binations of two cabins, one ^ 

bathroom and four visitors * 

(the Admiral, Fay, Mary and 
Cdiarlotte, who has meanwhile 
emerged from the gyroscopic 
compass - room, having inci- 
dentally thrust her parasol into 
its works — because it made an 
abominable humming sound — 
and so caused some but not ^ 

apparently undue disquiet to AllMIBAL AND ' 

the navigating officer) were ^ Carlton 

contrived by our authors ; what S„. Hercules Sewitt . . 

startling derelictions of duty 

and acts of disrespect towards outraged excellent entertainment, 
authority by infatuated Naval officers ; me an artistic blunder 


/fW^‘ 

A nli!, is 





THE ADMIRAL AND THE SIREN. 

Mary Carlton Miss Olive Blakeney. 

Admiral Sir Hercules Hewitt . . Mb, Clive Cubrie. 


The furce was excellently 
mounted and most intelli- 
gently produced by Mr. Prank 
Cellieil Everybody seemed to 
act as well as every body else — 
the most satisfactory' kind of 
performance. Corpo)al Duclcett 
and Marine Ogg contrive some- 
5 . how to stand out in the mem- 

m - T. 

^ the passing of an empire- 

BUILDER. 

A Prenderghast Ponsonby was 
an Empire-builder. This was 
nob his fault ; the Ponsonby^s had 
always been Empire - builders, 
though some of them only in 
^ Ijl a small way, and it was gener- 
ally’' understood, though not ‘ 
mentioned, in the family that, * 
k if a Ponsonby had been present, - 

the reputed time in whichPome ^ 
was not built would have been ' 
reduced by several hours. j 
i Prenderghast had had no 

1 alternative. He was appren- ! 
^ ticed to the business of Empire- 
ST n. building in the days of Queen 
Victoria, when it w’as a flour- - 
ishing occupation, and he had 
been building away hard ever > 
since. And now here he was, 
the ultimate product of a long 
line of Empire-builders. 

He was not one of your modern breed. 


and acts of disrespect towards outraged excellent entertainment. It seemed to He was not one of your modern breed, 
authority by infatuated Naval officers ; me an artistic blunder to ruffie the Prenderghast Ponsonby did not believe 
what scenes subversive of discipline smooth current of the fun with a tear- in rushing about in aeroplanes, dropping 
were witnessed by Bucl:ctt and Ocjg\ ful I'eference to Mary's first husband, a bit of Empire here and a bit there, 
what deceptions practised by the helpful killed in the Great War. But otherwise ‘‘Empires,” he said — and it is one of 


Ogg upon his immediate superior — ^ 

it is for you to hurry to the Shaftes- 
buiy and see for ymurself. You will J Wj 
already guess that the AdmiraVs , ; |/ 
lady boards the Falcon (at break- ' 
fast-time); that the virtuous Ad- 'R 
miral (by now, for excellent private I'W/ 
reasons, having decided to overlook 
the curious happenings in Captain . /li 
Maitland's ship) eagerly aids and 
abets the concealment of the two fij 
ymung women, knowing only too y/r 
well that his lady will assume the • | A 
very worst ; that these attempts at 
concealment are futile, especially 
with Ah Fong's bland references to . 1 L 
“ Admiral’s piecy miss.” But you •]/ 
may not guess how Lady Heivitt is 
reduced to tears, shame and reason by . / 1 
the dishevelled Charlotte. Twenty- 
three years ago. Lady Heicitt, then ' 
a maid, had eluded her chaperon * ^ 
and been left on board her fiance's 
ship alone with ninety-five sailors, wa 





Lady Hewitt (Miss Bvtb Taxlob), “ If that ’s a 
WAY THEY HAVE IN THE NAVY, I BON*T LIKE IT.” 


those pithy sayings which charac- 
terise the truly great — “Empires 
cannot be built from above.” That 
was not his waj". Livingstone 
would have recognised in him a 
brother in the craff, Stanley a 
spiritual affinity. His chief plea- 
sure was to cut himself off from 
white men for months and even 
years at a time, and wander aim- 
lessly about in impenetrable forests 
and impassable swamps. He never 
really knew where he was going or 
when exactly he expected to get 
there ; that he was blazing the trail 
was enough for Prenderghast, His 
was a simple nature ; the best 
Empire -builders are like that. 

Prenderghast Ponsonby would 
have been recognised as an Empire- ' 
builder by any film audience in the 
country. Not because he was a 
he-man, for he wasn’t ; not because 
he made a habit of bagging a couple 
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of lions every day before breakfast : he 
didn't. The thing .which stamped him 
as genuine was,~ like himself, simple, 
but it was the hall-mark of all the best 
Empire-builders of Victorian fiction; 
he always, even in the midst of the 
roost impenetrable forest or the most 
impassable swamp, dressed for dinner. 

To Prendergbast Ponsonby this was 
at the very root of responsible Empire- 
building. An Empire built in a lounge- 
suit, however perfect its cut, was to him 
an unstable thing, bound to pass away 
and be forgotten ; it might succeed for 
a time, it could never be the real thing. 
But, once an English gentleman had 
tied a black tie in the wilderness, that 
wilderness became a portion of the 
Empire. A simple but beautiful thought. 
Other men might put their faith in 
meteor flags and leave them fluttering 
on alien breezes from inadequate flag- 
poles, but to Prendergbast it was less 
significant than this great simple ges- 
ture of civilisation. 

It must not be imagined that Pren- 
derghast was a conscious symbolist; his 
was far too simple a character. The 
majesty and glory of the struggle be- 
tween nature and a dinner-jacket, in | 
which the one must suffer eternal defeat ’ 
— a theme worthy of .^schylus him- 
self — never struck Ponsonby, It was 
simply his code. 

Native opinion was divided. One in- 
fluential school of thought held that 
the strange evening garb of the white 
man was powerful to thwart the devils 
of the night, a theory strongly supported 
by the perspiring black who nightly 
with strange incantations starched and 
ironed a shirt against the morrow. 
Others held it to be a form of prayer, and 
yet others a fo'rm of madness. Their poor 
unsophisticated minds were incapable 
of realising that it was the rock upon 
which an Empire was being built ; it 
somehow never struck them like that. 

Prendergbast Ponsonby was on his 
last trip. For thirty years Darkest 
Africa had been the lighter for his shin- 
ing shirt-front, but now it was to know 
it no more. Even Empire-builders wear 
out, dinner-jackets decay, and Prender- 
ghast realised sadly that the time had 
come for him to leave it to others to per- 
form this nightly ritual to the greater 
glory of England. Ashe sat in his tent, his 
single black pearl stud shining sombrely 
in the light of the two candles in their 
silver candlesticks, he looked back and 
realised that his life had been well spent. 
Allowing for leaves, one year in three, 
he bad sat thus more than seven thou- 
sand times, calm, serene, immaculate, 
whilst around him the tom-toms roared 
and the denizens of the jungle made 
j such nois^ as sa^ed good to an in- 
scrutable Providence. It was a great 

record. And each time he had fought 
with his collar-stud or tied his tie he 
had felt somehow vaguely that another 
day’s Empire-building had been brought 
to a fitting close. Not that he was 
sentimental about it — Mr. Galsworthy 
would have loved him ; he was just a 
sound Empire-building English gentle- 
man. 

It was this utter English gentleman- 
liness which made him so rigid a stickler 
for sartorial propriety. It was done; 
that was enough. The plain gold links, 
the plain stiff-fronted shirt were always 
exactly right. Once, in a particularly 
impenetrable piece of bush, an American 
explorer had dined with him in a double- 
collar and a soft shirt, and Prendergbast 
had suddenly realised why America 
would never be imperial. 

To-night, as he finished his single 
glass of port and lit bis cigar he xvas 
sad. It was his last evening in the im- 
passable swamp. Never again would 
he penetrate the impenetrable bush. 
To-morrow he would be back in com- 
parative civilisation. Already a runner 
had met him with the accumulated 
mails of the last six months. With a 
little sigh he stretched out his hand for 
the first pgiCkage. 

His native servant found him an hour 
later, sitting in his chair with an open 
number of The Tailor and Gutter in' 
his hand, quite dead. On the page on 
which his eye had last rested was the 
announcement that six months before, 
the very day after Prendergbast Pon- 
sonby had set out on his last expedition, 
two studs had become de rigueur with 
a dinner-jacket. 

He had died of shock ; but the natives 
never understood. They put it down 
to the fact that the ef&cacy of the black- 
and-white devil suit had suddenly de- 
parted out of it, and they burnt it with 
many strange and fearful ceremonies. 
We cannot blame them. How should 
they understand ? 

In fact, I doubt if anyone could 
understand, except another real Empire- 
builder, and now that Prendergbast 
Ponsonby has gone there aren’t any 
more. He was the last. L. nu 6. 

Another Ingenuous Trader. 

^‘The delightful sleeveless OverTalouse . . . 
gives an exquisite finish to the skirt and adds 
a distinctly outr^ note to this charming en- 
semble.” — Freni Sale Catalogue, 

“Cast Stone Paving Slabs,” 

Advt. in Cambridge Pajper, 
We most certainly won’t. Somebody 
might throw them back. 

The police attacked the Communists, using 
their clues freely, . . y—Promndial Paper, 

It is sometimes considered that they 
[use them a little too freely. 

DREAMS OF OFFICE. 

While crowns and sceptres tumble 
And monarchs quail and quake, 
Thrones liable to crumble 

In me no envy wake ; 

But, void of all vexations 

Involved in ruling nations, 

There are some situations 

That I should love to take. 

A modest wage is vital. 

With money left for pins ; 

But, oh I ’tis with the title 

That my concern begins ; 

For that must have the rarity 

Of sumptuous singularity, 

For euphony, like charity, 

Covers a host of sins. 

With bards like Pope or Petrarch 

I never could compete ; 

But as a modern Tetrarch 

Or as a Logothete, 

A Hetman or a Negus, 

A Begum or a Begus 
(These genders do intrigue u? !) 

I soon would feel my feet. 

By running contraband rum 

I set no special store ; 

To be a small Panjandrum 

Would gratify me more, 

Or Laird of Tullochgorum, 

Or some High-Cockalorum 

Such as the Jam or Jorum 

Of Jhansi or Johore. 

And oh ! if great Benito 

Would only make me Doge, 

How gladly I ’d cry “ Zeto ! ” 
x\nd write him an dloge 

Whene’er I went lagooning, 

Venetian boat-songs crooning, 
Beneath a sunset swooning 

In crimson and gamboge. 

Alas ! my fond ambition, 

I very greatly fear, 

Will never reach fruition 

In this sublunar sphere ; 

For, rooted to West Ealing, 

I swat flies on the ceiling 
x\nd windows of the shelling 

I ’ve christened ** Bendemeer.*’ 

“Window Grab Raid. 

. . . Althoiiglip'arsuedby the jewelleiy, the 
car turned a corner and disappeared.” 

North-Country Paper, 

The memory of his flight from an en- 
raged blood-stone has turned many a 
hardened criminal to straighter paths. 

“ There are, of course, persons so constituted 
that uncertainty is the very breath of their 
nostrils. ‘Better,’ they say, ‘one crowded hour 
of glorious life than a cycle in Cathay.’ ” 

Trade Paper, 

Yet vre have always understood that 
cycliug in Cathay has its uncertainties. 





OFFICIAL EXTRAVAGANCE. " 

“ . . . . AND THEN TAKE THE CASE OE THE POST-OEEICE. I NOTICE THAT THE WALLS OE EVEEY 
SINGLE ONE OE THEIE TELEPHONE-BOXES AEE ACTUALLY DECORATED BY HAND, WHEN IT STANDS 
TO REASON THAT IT WOULD BE VERY MUCH CHEAPER TO HAVE THE DESIGN PRINTED.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learried Clerks,) 

Thebe is a certain type of American novelist — a follower, 
I suppose, of Heney James, but qimxhmi mutaius ab illo 
Hectore — whose work reminds me of a particularly nnkind 
cartoon of Louis Quatorze. The cartoon represents (1) a 
semi-naked Louis, very small and insignificant; (2) the 
same Louis in padded garments, high heels and periwig. 
The gist of King Log and Lady "Lea (Constable), as 
exposed on that novel’s jacket, bears about the same 
relation to what follows as Louis (1) does to Louis (2). 
A situation whose analysis might with dexterity fill out a 
short story is teased into iihree hundred pages. The situ- 
ation in itself is interesting. A childless American couple, 
devoted respectively to tennis and short-story-writing, find 
themselves gradually sundered by the husband’s casual 
infidelities. Other crumpled rosedeaves there are. Mary 
does not take Bichard's tennis seriously ; Bichard does not 
give his mind — what there is of it — ioMary's fiction. But 
physical attraction, as long as it lasts, will blunt these 
poignancies ; and when that is over — well, marriage should 
not be “too binding.” All, in fine, would have gone well 
had it not been for Celia, a youthful remnant of Bichard's 
past whom he insists on incorporating into his present. 

1 Odia, however, is an artist. Between her and Mary exist 
immaterial bonds. CeZia and Mary come together ; Bichard, 
poor devil, drops out. And that is all there is to it. It is 
ehawiteristic of, Miss Alyse 6eegoey!s method that twoi- 
I or cha!racters. described to the turn of a* hair, 

do nothfeg to' further the action, ' A refined style and 


obvious sympathy with her cast I willingly grant her ; but 
these gifts strike me as exercised rather for their own sake 
than for the entertainment of the reader. 

To anyone who wants fo know what life is like to the 
farmer in Saskatchewan (or what it was like up to the 
outbreak of the War) I can heartily recommend Our Daily 
Bread, written by Frederick Philip Grove and published by 
J ONATHAN Cape. It has the great merit of making the reader 
see and feel, almost of making him smell, the surroundings 
of the Elliot homestead. Having said so much, it may 
sound absurd to complain of the unrelieved tragedy of the 
book. J ohn Elliot, whose acquaintance we make in the year 
1906, is the son of old pioneer stock who came with his 
young wife some thirty years before from the original home- 
stead of the Elliots in Southern Manitoba to settle in the 
undeveloped country that was then known as Assiniboia 
Territory. His were the ideals of the old school ; chiefly he 
wished to raise a large family honourably and see them 
settled about him in patriarchal fashion. But the new spirit 
of the times spreads even to the prairies, and once again the 
children are shown breaking away from the parents’ hopes. 
“ You can’t fool the land” might almost have been taken 
as John Elliot's guiding rule in life; but the rising genera- 
tion were trying to “fool the land” all the time; to treat 
farming, in short, as a financial speculation rather than as a 
productive business.' Mr, Fred Sately, first of his sons-in- 
law, had shown the way with this “ Farmers Limited ” con- 
cern of Ills — a failure the shadow of which is projected across 
'the opening chapter. And one after another the rest of the 
children break away ; the wife dies, the' did rhan finds a 
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tenant for the farm and is reduced to 
visiting his married daughters in turn, 
until at last a sort of nostalgia overcomes 
him and he struggles back to die in his 
deserted home. A painful, honest book, 
by one whose sympathies are clearly 
rather with the Canada of our fathers 
than of to-day. 


Oxford University Press 
The Hoojibahs produces ; 

Esther Boumphrey is authoress, 

Lucy is heroine ; Lucy 's 
A little girl who away 's been won 
From out of her poor papa’s 
Eesidence near by Eippleton 
To be Queen of the Hoojibahs. 

Forth from his or from her abode 
Were all of Eippleton’s people, 
When it lost itself, the Eippleton Eoad : 

So village and church and steeple 
Were left alone ; folk couldn’t come back, 
And the Eoad was all to blame ; 

It was then, it was then that the Hooji- 
bah pack 

To Eippleton village came. 

And what ’s a Hoojibah now ? say you. 

I give my opinion humbly 
(But Miss Watson’s pictures suppoit 
the view) 

That a Hoojibah *s kin to a Jumbly ; 
But when it tries to be Imman—dh !" 

It fails, as our Esther tells, 

For a Hoojibah ’s always a Hoojibah — 
It can’t be anything else. 

So the Eoad rods back to Eippleton 
And residents there anew see 
Their homes; the Hoojibahs (all but one, 
Who wants to go home with Lucy) 
Ely off in the way that they came, and\ve 
At once with a sigh achieve 
The end of a nursery phantasy 

That none but a child could w’eave. 



Most ohlicjincj Guide {brightly). “PjLEASE keep your SICATS, The DRIVER AND I 
ARE JUST GOING TO PICK YOU A FEW ADPINE ROSES.” 


King James II. caused Alderman Cornish of the City of 
London, convicted of no offence but sturdy independence, to 
be executed at the point from which both the Guildhall and 
the Eoyal Exchange are in sight, where to-day a policeman 
stands to direct the traffic of C heapside. This was the crown- 
ing act of folly, pointing most certainly to speedy retribution, 
in the campaign of terrorism that followed the Monmouth 
rebellion. Sir Edward Parry’s study of the period. The 
Bloody Assize (Benn), is not only particularly effective as a 
legal expert’s analysis of unparalleled illegalities, but is 
planned dramatically, staging three principals. Of these 
three the Duke of Monmouth himself, though a mighty 
poor general and a man more inclined to the delights than 
the toils of kingship, yet had a gallant w^ay with him and a 
horse that could win the Wallasey Cup, There is evidence 
to go before the jury, the writer considers, in support of his 
claim to have been lawful King of England. Sir Edward 
fortunately does not feel called upon, in a spirit of Trade 
Unionism, to defend his second actor, Judge Jeffreys, but 
follows orthodox precedent in portraying him as a monster 
of illimitable iniquity. This is the more pleasant relief 
because he springs rather a surprise in regard toTiTUsOATES, 
revealing him not indeed as an unstained patriot, yet as 


one who had convictions and courage to maintain them. 
xMtogether this is, I suppose, about as cheerful a book as 
could be well written about a thoroughly heathenish period. 

The collection of sayings chosen from the speeches of 
Mr. Lloyd George, which Mr. Philip GuedaIiLa has 
edited in Slings and Arroivs (Cassell), ranges from 1891 to 
last year, and in the survey the earlier period of back- 
woodsmen” and “ rare and refreshing fruit” is linked with 
the more recent one of ‘^organised blasphemy,” ^‘rattled 
nerves” and ‘‘a fit country for heroes to live in.” Inter- 
spersed with crisper pronouncements we can re-read at 
length, if not at full length, the Budget speech of 1909 and 
the Limehouse defence of it. We have glimpses of the 
American tour in 1923: ‘‘Those who make war cannot 
escape responsibility for the peace/’ and of Labour troubles 
and shell shortage in 1915: “It is intolerable that the life 
of Britain should be imperilled for a farthing an hour,” and 
‘“Plant the flag on your -workshops.” Mr. Lloy'd George 
' says modestly in his preface that he claims no merit for 
; these speeches beyond the abiding interest of their subjects. 
It is true that the lire of oratory, which is frequently a 
concern rather of manner than of matter, is inevitably 
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Plans for the rebuilding of Whitehall 
are said io be under consideration. It is 
hoped that a careful note of the position 
of officials Avill be made so that they 
can be put back in their right places 
afterwards. .. 

It is now practically certain that 
Mr.^ Pamsay MacDonald will visit the 
United States in October to discuss 
disarmamenc, and it is anticipated that 
every avenue will be explored, includino* 
Fifth Avenue. . . 

Another attempt to fly the Atlantic 
is to be made by two Americans. In- 
tending stowaways “ 
should apply early as 
applications wdll be 
considered in strict ro- 
tation. 

Mr. Philip Snowden 
has a weakness for jam - 
tarts, it seems ; but he 
has given no overt in- 
dication of this at the 
Hague Conference. 

We are asked to deny 
the report that Mr. 

Snowden dropped six 
lumps of sugar into M. 

Beiand’s tea to illus- 
trate his views on de- 
liveries in kind. 

The couple who were 
married at Antibes in 
their wet bathing-cos- 
tumes are believed to 
have been actuated by 
a desire to show their 
disregard of the old-fash- 
ioned prejudice against 
being married in wet bathing-costumes. 

Convention is so strong, however, 
that they will probably have to dress 
for the divorce, if any. 

The report that elastic fish have been 
caught off Bermuda by a scientific ex- 
pedition will be welcomed in angling 
circles, where fish that can be stretched 
to any length have been a long-felt 
want. - 

Margate air, a newspaper correspon- 
dent recalls, has been likened to spark- 
ling champagne. Yet champagne is 
seldom described as bottled Margate air. 

The possible effect of the introduc- 
tion of the talking-film into Japan on 
the position of the Katsuben, who ex- 
plains the story to the audience, has 


been discussed in The Time.^. Cur ex- 
perience is that nothing stops members 
of audiences in this country cxplainiurv 
the story to one another. 

The fact that, after the Hungarian 
Boy Scouts had lunched at the Tower 
of London, as recorded in The Daily 
Mail, not a scrap of waste-paper was 
left lying about is regarded as a further 
argument in favour of tearing up the 
Treaty of Trianon. 

The conversion of insanitary base- 
ment-dwellings into workshops in 
Naples is expected to have the effect 
of checking the tendency to see Naples 
and die. 


j According to Biofessoi* Calladixe, 
j oyslers move about io their shells at the 
; sound of the human voice. They t remble 
I all over if the speaker rolls ids K’s! 


A writer tiiiuks it is lime somebody 
louiid out w'bat tlie Chinese and the 
Papsians are fighting about. As soon as 
this is discovered the Chinese and the 
Russians ought to be told. 



Ip view of Lees-Smitr’s reported 
decision to spend a large stun of money 
in brightening up every post-office in 
this country, we hesitate to bother him 
about restoring the penny postage. 

•‘What is a cocktail*? ” was a recent 
General Knowledge 
question in a daily pa- 
per. This assumption 
of innocence deceives 
nobody. ... ... 

In many quarters it 
is i*egarded as rather 
Luifortunate that the 
Hague Co nf eren ce 
should have been per- 
mitted to clash with the 
production of Mr. G. B. 
Shaw’s new play, The 
Apple Cart» 

The news that im- 
pregnable strong-room s 
are being built in tiio 
banks near the Royal 
Exchange is causing 
burglars to spend many 
a sleepless day. 


‘But you don't mean to say our new mmd has left 


Husband. 

ALREADY ? ” 

Wife. “Y-yes, d-darling. I told her s-she could c-cle.vr .\way 

AFTER TEA AND SHE M-MUST HAVE M-MISUNDERSTO(ii> 3IE.” 


“I am not a very exp)ert motorist,” 
writes a woman-driver, ‘‘but I don't 
rush in where angels fear to tread.” 
Fe^v motorists discriminate between the 
angehc and other types of pedestrian. 

The Royal and Ancient game is being 
introduced into Soviet Russia, where it 
is anticipated that it will be played 
under Proletarian and Modern rules. 

The discovery of a boomerang in the 
canyons of the Colorado is regarded as 
evidence that America was formerly 
inhabited by Australians. 

“Although I have tried my best I 
cannot stop my boy from poking his 
nose into other people’s business,” de- 
clares a mother writing to the I?ress, 
Why worry? He may become a suc- 
cessful gossip-writer when he grows up. 


“I shall charge 
what I like for my 
goods," a North Lon- 
don coster is alleged to 
have said to a police - 
What does he think he is ? In 


man 

the milk trade ? 

‘•Youth vanishes,” says a headline. 
Beauty specialists meet this difficulty 
with a vanishing cream. 

The Daily Expri.s'i trying to find 
out who put in tiie first tclepiioiie-eali 
in London about fiity a ears ago. We 
presume our contemporary is anxious 
to know if he has got through to the 
number ) et. 

Attention is di\nMi to the fact that 
weather-forecasts can be obtained from 
the post-office. But not from the young 
lady at tlie stamps counter. 

The Lido is now decried as unfashion- 
able. But then seme people raise this 
objeciicn to Blackpool. 
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1 “ MUSSOLfKi IS ALWAYS RIGHT.’^ 

j (Extract from the Fascist Bides.) 

\ The Powers that prattled at the Hague 
In language very loose and vague 
All said our claims were silly rot, 

Italy loudest of the lot, 

Keeping the Fascist rule in sight — 
Mussolini is always right.” 

When England once w^as soft as silk 
They squeezed her like a cow in milk, 
Till all their pails were running over 
With what she gave, though short of 
clover ; 

I And on the stool he still sits tight, 

1 This Duce wdio is always right. 

I Our Mr. Snow’den said, I need 
Two million odd by Spa decreed.” 

Italy, eager for the fat, 

Said, No ! I scoop two-thirds of that.” 
A god spoke from Olympus’ height, 
‘•Those are my views, and therefore 
right 1 ” 

You ’d think he surely can’t forget 
What England did about his debt, 

How she, on Europe’s peace intent, 
Excused him eighty-six per cent, 

And so dispersed his parlous plight ? 
Then you are wrong. He ’s always right. 

He said, in one of his repliques, 

‘“Italy, not Fascismo, speaks.” 

But since, by his almighty whim, 

Both are identical with him, ! 

I find the difference rather slight ; I 
Still, Mussolini must be right. j 

Finally, in our evening Press i 

He traced the diplomatic mess 
To our material tons out there, 

But with the large and tolerant air 
Of one w^hcse touch could well be light, 
Because he ’s always in the right. 

■ 0. S. 

THE HA18 STATUE AGAIN. 

To the Editor of “ The TiinesT 

SiE, — Permit me to add my voice 
to the chorus of protest against this 
Hindenbubg statue wdiich the Ofliee of 
Works desires to inflict upon us. In 
the first place I submit that it is both 
I irregular and unnecessary to raise a 
I insmorial to a man who is still living. 
In the second the statue is not only 
defective as a likeness of President 
Hinbenbueg, but some of my friends 
have even discerned in it — or so I am 
assured — a remote but unmistakable 
resemblance to Earl H\ia. It cannot 
be the desire of our people that these 
historic antagonists should both be com- 
memorated in the same statue. 

Yours, etc., Ex-Cavalhyhan. 

To the Editor of “ The TimesT 

Sir, — T he task of the innovator is 
proverbially thankless, and Mr. Hardi- 


hood’s magnificent conception in bronze 
has brought the Philistines dowm in 
force upon him. And yet, Sir, in w^hat 
does his offence consist ? Merely that 
he is marching a little in advance of the 
unthinking crowd. The more liberal- 
minded among them are already pre- 
pared to concede the right of the artist 
to concern himself with the spirit rather 
than the letter of his subject. I would 
go a stage further. I submit that a 
sculptor should be left equally free, if 
so he wishes, to commemorate a person 
or a cause in terms of the forces with 
which he or it has had to grapple. Mr. 
Hardihood’s offence is therefore no more 
heinous than if he had given us a 
sculptured dragon as a monument to 
St. George. You will observe that I 
reject in toto the popular view that the 
statue is a monument to President 
Hindenbubg. It is obviously intended 
to commemorate Earl Haig. The like- 
ness is approximately Hindenburg’s for 
the sufficient reason that in Hinden- 
B xjRG were personified those forces 'which 
Earl Haig encountered and overthre’v^^ 
Yours, etc., Percy Schmidt. 

To the Editor of ‘‘ The Times.'' 

Sir, — Has our Office of Works not 
yet been informed of the invention of 
colour photography ? There must be 
numerous photographs of President 
Hindenburg in existence. What could 
be simpler than to enlarge one of them 
to life-size and mount it upon cardboard 
or, if need be, w'ood? If it is objected 
that the figure might still leave some- 
thing to be desired when viewed edge- 
ways the difficulty could be easily and 
inexpensively solved by the erection of 
a flanking wall across each end. Only 
a front (or back) view would then be 
possible. Yours, etc , 

““Where There’s a Will,” etc. 

(From Our Berlin Correspondent.) 

I learn that the statue of President 
Hindenburg which has aroused such 
spirited controversy in England is to be 
presented by the Office of Works to 
Germany, and that a site will be found 
for it in the Siegesallee here. 

The German Government has acknow- 
ledged the gift in graceful terms and 
has decided to offer to Great Britain in 
return a memorial to Lord Haig. It is 
to be designed by Herr Bildhauer, the 
most brilliant of the youngest school of 
sculptors. A cursory acquaintance with 
Herr Bildhauer’s previous W’orks is guar- 
antee enough that his design will not 
bear too faithful a resemblance to its 
subject and so fail automatically to rank 
as a work of art. The principle under- 
lying everything he has hitherto done is 
that of the interchangeability of incom- 
patibles, an approximate translation 


only of the rather cumbrous German 
word which expresses the idea. He 
hopes to start on the Haig memorial as 
soon as sittings have been arranged 
with President Hindenburg, 'wdio has 
consented to be his model for the work. 


ANOTHER SONG OF THE SHIRT. 

[At a recent show in Surrej^ the competitions 
included one for the he&t-mended shirt.] 

Dear Jack, the show’’ you ’re running 
Will not, I ’m much afraid, 

Owe aught, despite your dunning, 

To my financial aid ; 

You ’ll have my approbation 
To nerve you for your task, 

But not the small donation 
For which you write to ask. 

Nor will I, as a boon, race 
Towards your festive scene 

To judge the egg-and- spoon race 
For ““under seventeen ” ; 

In vain you bid me break off 
My \vork for this affair ; 

Even a promised rake-off 
Won’t tempt me to be there. 

But, though I keep my distance, 

It may be after all 

That I can send assistance 
In answer to your call; 

If needles (shade of Hood !) work 
That day without a fee, 

To carry on the good work 
I ’ll lend my lingerie. 


Exhausting Sport in the Highlands. 

‘ ‘ I learn that twenty beaters were engaged 
to ensure a plentiful supply of birds and that 
he [General Dawes] 'svas one of the most 
enthusiastic shots of the party. 

Eight birds fell to General Dawes’ gun. 
He rested %n the afternoon.'' 

From The Daily Expi'ess Special Corre- 
spondent, to whom we are indebted for 
this information, though the italics are 
by Mr. Punch, we further learn that the 
scene of this heavy morning’s work was 
““the picturesque estate of Lude.” It 
may not be generally known that Lude 
was originally a cuckoo moor. Hence 
the phrase, ““Lude sing cuccu.” 

‘‘ While the demand for sheep in Poverty Bay 
has eased off, there is still a keen inquiry for 
cattle. The sheep men are too busy with their 
frocks at this time of the year to concern them- 
selves much with the sales. ...” 

Neto Zealand Paper. 

Even in Poverty Bay they seem to be 
dressy. L. 

“The time wasted in this mumbo- jumbo is 
incredible and I suppose it will go on until we 
produce another Cromwell to take away the 
baubles and trim the sails of the slow-moving 
machinery of State with a good pair of Socialist 
shears.” 

Mr. OLiTEr, BALDwiis in “ The Clarion." 

It would take a stiff Correspondence 
Course to trim the metaphors of Mr, 
Oliver Baldwin. 
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“I SHOULD SAY, IF YOU WAS DOIN’ FITE, YOU WAS DOIN’ FIFTY.” 

“You irOULD.” 


THE UNENGUlilSBERED FEE SIMPLE. 

IV.— Vegetable-Marbows and Views. 

We are settling down a little now in 
our new cottage. We are learning 
something about the village and we are 
being called upon. Only the other day 
an old lady looked over our back-garden 
hedge and asked if w'e would be so 
good as to accept a vegetable-marrow 
and did we want any washing done? 
We said we would let her know about 
the washing, and I carried the vegetable- 
marrow into the kitchen and laid it 
carefully on the table. The vegetable- 
marrow rolled off. 

A few minutes later a man passing in 
the road outside looked over tlie front- 
garden hedge and said that our garden 
‘‘ seemed like it could do with a little 
digging, ’ ’ and did we care for ‘ ‘ marrers ? ” 
With the air of a conjurer he then pro- 
duced an enormous one from under his 
coat. I said I ^vould let him know 
about the digging and Frances took the 
vegetable-marrow into the kitchen and 
laid it gently on the table. The vege- 
table-marmw roll^ off. 


At this point a local resident looked 
in by way of being pleasant and adopt- 
ing us if w'e seemed human. She 
brought a basket with her and said she 
had felt it in her bones that ^ve would 
just love a vegetable-marrow. I Avas 
about to say that w^e would let her 
know if Ave wanted the washing dug, 
but Frances nudged me in time. So 
while Frances was thanking her very 
prettily and asking her to see over the 
fee simple, I took the vegetable- marrow 
into the kitchen and laid it firmly on 
the floor. 

I was beginning to see what it was. 
All small English villages haA’-e their 
traditions and it was quite clear to me 
Avhat Avas the pleasant old-world custom 
still enshrined in Harstead. Like those 
primitive tribes which used to have a 
currency of beads, shells or cattle, this 
corner of England preserA^ed a monetary 
system founded on vegetable-marroAvs. 
I suppose Frances and I-will get used 
to it in time, but it will tend to make 
one’s pockets bulge on shopping ex- 
peditions. And I can see that by the 
time a few more people have looked in 


on us I shall haA^e to set apart a room 
solely as a strong-roora. It Avill be an 
impressiA^e sight, something like an 
ammunition dump just before the 
Somme attack. 

I cannot help feeling, hoAvever, that 
there must be some other token in use 
besides marroAVS, if only by way of 
small change. If there isn’t I shall 
attempt to introduce a system of bi- 
vegetablismAvith runner-beans or, better 
still, bars of rhubarb. ' I have often 
Avanted to find a use for rhubarb, if only 
to preA^ent Frances mistaking it for an 
article of food. 

I asked one of our visitors about this, 
and when I had finished explaining that 
I wasn’t to be taken seriously, I dis- 
covered that there was something which 
interested Harstead eA-en more than 
maiTOAVS. 

That AA^as Vieics, For Harstead is 
just under the DoAvns, and in every 
house of eAwy village under the Downs 
apparently the View {of the Doavds) is 
the most important thing in life. Eoofs 
may leak, window-frames rot, holly- 
hocks appear in the rock-garden and 
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cucumbers grow in spirals, but if one 
can only obtain a good View from the 
drawing-room or the bottom of the 
garden it makes up for everything. As 
a natural offset to this there is always 
something just spoiling the perfect View 
and that something is invariably in the 
next man’s property. It therefore can- 
not be removed for any one of several 
reasons : — 

(a) The owner cannot be made to 
realise that it blocks anyone else’s View, 
being too intent on his own. 

(b) It is his garage, tool-shed, bullion 
room for vegetable-marrows or other 
indispensable building. 

(c) It has been growing there for a 
hundred years and he refuses to cut it 
down. 

(cl) Something else in someone else’s 
property is blocking his View, and he is 
determined to let the other fellow make 
a move first. 

(e) He lives in it. 

All this is good for conversation at 
tea-time. One of these days, though, 
some large-hearted View -owner will 
start the ball rolling by removing from 
his own property the obstruction that 
annoys his neighbour, whereupon there 
will be such a felling of walls, sheds, 
trees, tin huts, pig-styes and what-not 
that conversation m Harstead will be at 
a standstill for weeks. 

You might think from this that all in 
the village are at daggers drawn over 
the question of View - abduction and 
live in barely concealed hostility. You 
would be wrong. As a matter of fact, 
it is npw the most amicable and united 
village in Sussex. For a person unknown 
(on whose head be execrations !) has just 
built close by, on the very slope of the 
Downs, a week-end bungalow (£173 10s. 
complete, carriage and crate extra). It 
has foul imitation stucco walls and a 
blatant roof of the same vulgar pale- 
pink shade as cheap feminine underwear 
and almost as obvious. The occupier is 
too close to the Downs to have a view 
of them himself, but his Blot stands 
obscenely in the View that every house 
in Harstead has striven alter for so long. 
It is even worse than the tin shed be- 
longing to the local Band of Hope, and 
as long as it stands our village of Har- 
stead will be amicably united in abuse 
of this revolting Eyesore. A. A, 

‘‘Bbay Fob Betteb Holidays,” 

Baihoay Poster, 

We ma.y soon expect pictures showing 
us Barking for Health ” ? 

“ Lenthall was riding in a car along the front 
when he sa^y a child’ s hands above the water. 
. . . He rescued the boy who was revived by 
the harbour .” — Bristol Paper, 

He probably mistook it for the smelling- 
salts. 
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The Genius. ‘'Of coubse, if they were all like me, there wouldn’t be 

MUCH IN BEING ME ! ” 


BINGO. 

Bingo max die some day. 

When my darling Bingo dies 
(But he ’s only seven), 

He ’ll unclose his faithful eyes 
In the doggies’ heaven. 

Such a happy friendly place, 
Not so very far 

From the Land of Lovely Grace 
W'here the angels are. 

With the other creatuies there 
Won’t he have some fun; 

Sleeiiing on his special chair 
After day is done ? 

When the angels come to call 
(As they ’re sure to do) 

Tliey will bring a rubber ball 
And a bone or two ; 


Talk to him in doggy talk, 

Make a bit of fuss, 

Take him for a jolly walk, 

Give him news of us. 

When at last they have to leave 
As it ’s getting'late, 

Quietly he ’ll stand and grieve j 
By the marble gate. i 

He will watch them as they go 
Down the starry track ; 

They will talk of him, I know, 

All the way back. E. F. 

i 

“Bv climbing the famous Xeedie on 

Great" Gable for the -iOOth time during the , 
week-end Mr. J. E. B. Wiight, chief of the 
Lakeland Mountain Guides, him sot up a nev; 
record.”— IVor^/f-Co»7J?r?y Paper, 

For our part we shall not attempt to chal- 
lenge it- Our week-ends are too short. 
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mcAGAftST cliunAv stuHip IS as iieedfiil and natural to takes to itself new life and meaning. 

PLEAbANT SUPSzlAY MORiilNOb. cricket as the fourth wheel to a car- Prom the giving of guard to the drawing 

III. — With Mr. J. L. Garvin, riage. In an age more and more tend- of stumps a new technique and practice 

Slack Water. ing towards symmetrical form in every is born. With four targets for the 

Ebb or Flow. branch of life, what other nation would attack instead of three the bowler is 

Forward or Back. ^ have tolerated so long the illogical and thirty-three per cent more dangerous, 

The Conu^'droi and the Key. angular arrangement of the threefold and the striker thirty-three per cent 

Plain Words TO Tim World, wicket? As well fetter the modern more vulnerable ; the difference in povrer 

The tide of human affairs sweeps on impulse to speed by insisting on the representing sixty- sis per cent on a 

with a momentum not to be arrested tricycle as the ideal design for a vehicle, division. At once there is an end of the 

even by the The Observer, Yet here, as As Avell have three batsmen. drawn match, the prolonged negation 

in Nature, thei'e is vouchsafed from time si* ❖ of our present experience. Every con- 

to time a salutary pause while the Odd numbers are an offence to the test is pushed to a quick and certaiu 

watershangbetwixtehband I conclusion; and meanwhile 

flow. Here is the oppor- j i .r.l'i iTl'i 1 ' ■ 'iii- ■. bowler and batsmen alike 


in Nature, there is vouchsafed from time 
to time a salutary pause while the 

watershangbetwixtehband |~ 

flow. Here is the oppor- j , 

tunity natural for the shift- , | J- j 
ing of moorings, the re- 1 1 

adjustment of uncertain 
anchorages, the tautening, ‘ |j|| 

loosening and renewal of ■ 

ropes. We write this week 
at political slack-water. If ^ i jj. 
Ministers waste this 
Heaven-sent interval in the j '- 1 1 
old bickerings and narrow 
animosities, the country 
will suffer for a generation. 

When we speak of the tide ' ! l|j 
we forget too often that the j' 1 
ebb has its virtues as well | 
as the flood. The Ship of j: 

State must journey down | 

the river as often as up. j j llj i Hi! i . I 
Shakespeare himself made j 1 -J l! 
this mistake. Events may j iti I'n I | 

prove that for this old island ■ I 'i' ! 

it is the tide taken at the 1 1 j , Ijj ' 

ebb which leads out to fr.! I 

fortune. il'l 










iiiiiilJjiil 




i'(l' 




r.r^. 




(1) “ Eevise — Eevise ! ” 

During the next few 
months wo shall return ! 
again and again to this in- 
spiring parallel. It may be 
that we shall have to en- 
visage a drastic reshaping 
of all those preconceived 
notions on which the na- 
tional life is built. If this 
be so we shall fearlessly 
face the issue, though it ex- 
poses us to the stings and 
arrows of outrageous cal- 






Explorer {having omitted to glance at the screen). “Here you 
SEE ]ME STUDYING THE CHIMPANZEE, WHICH mS GUIDED SCIEN- 
TISTS ERRONEOUSLY DECLARE TO BE THE FOREFATHER OF MAN.” 


bowler and batsmen alike 
must think out a fresh 
tactic and philosophy of 
the game. 

The people would rally 
to the New Cricket. Where 
one man snores in the free 
seats to-day a thousand 
would flock with their sav- 
ings to the stands. More. 
So deep-set in the soul of 
us is the cricket-affair that 
a fresh start here must have 
repercussions incalculable 
throughout the national 
fabric. Industry, Science, 
Art — Eeligion itself— would 
catch the new breeze and 
sail off gallantly on the tack 
of endeavour. Not even 
statesmanship could avoid 
the wholesome breath of 
the fourth stump. 

i'fi -V 

Then the implications 
international. These are 
manifest and globe-wide in 
importance. Let Europe 
see that Britain has thrust 
the galvanic needle to the 
very heart of her national 
game, and the Continent 
will know that we intend 
business in all things. Let 
virile America have no 
more excuse to mock at 
the three-day dawdles of 
Lord's and Oval and at 


ux uuirageous cai- ! ^ 1 o^ee we take our rightful 

umny and runs tis into four columns new era of social cohesion, scientific placein the family-councils of the world, 
instead of our ritual three. It has standardisation and international equal- 

never been the habit of this journal ity. Partnership, not particularity, is (^) Week-End. 

to cling to obsolete fetishes to gain the note of the time, politically. Odd This done, we must reward expect- 
the applause of Mandarindom. Where man out is a game lor children and ation withperformauce. It will not be 
there is no revision the people perish, savages. In art and science as well we enough to exhibit the promise of vigour. 

1 » " « " move always to what is level and even. At present we rest upon our laurels 

hirst things first, ^ith no more A three-shilling-piece is at this date before we have gained them ; we spend 
delay than is imposed by the practical an impossible conception. The fourth four days of the week in recuperation 
necessitip of the case the fourth stump stump must come. So much is moon- from the exertions of three, f We speak 
must attest be added to the wickets of bright. particularly, sans fear or favour, of the 

England. That we have escaped ulti- 7,7,, . .. 7 headsofiadustrJ^ the brains of Britain.) 

mate disaster for some centuries with Sequel~and a Moral. English week-end must go. 

than three is the argument of Consider next the inevitable sequence Ji; j:-. 

indolence and blindness. The fourth of events. At once the national game Nothing like it is provided for in the 


particularly, sans fear or favour, of the 
heads of industry, the brains of Britain.) 
The English week-end must go. 


Nothing like it is provided for in the 
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Chance Hotel Acquaintance {a student of the visitors^ hoolc, to lady ichose name he doesn't hpou'], “See TH\.r <ficL over xhhrk ? 
She ’s Lady Sybil Blonde— great friend of mine.” 

Lady, “Very interesting. But bow 1 have changed!” 


Ten Commandments. Six days shalt 
thou labour ’’ is still, we believe, the 
authorised text. In current practice we 
have interpreted it ‘‘Four days shalt 
thou labour and do all that thou hast 
to do, and on the sixth, seventh and 
most of the first day thou shalt rest 
from thy labours, thou and thy children, 
but not thy man- servant and thy maid- 
servant.*’ Quis ciLstodiet ipsos custodes 
— the manager who abandons ship at 
noon on Friday, the director who directs 
his factory in Manchester from his 
place in Sussex 7 The Empire cannot 
live so long as the heart of the Empire 
refuses duty on Saturday sand Mondays. 
These days must come back to the 
business calendar. On this subject our 
last word is not yet said. 

(3) The Eight — And Eussia. 

One, two — and still there is a third 
fact to our practical dream of an England 
regained. While the civilised nations 
of the earth drive unanimously on the 
right side of the road we alone cling 
obstinately to the left. In no other 
matter are the voices of the peoples so 
perfectly in harmony. Britain mani- 
festly cannot much longer provide the 
one discordant note. 


In Politics, in Art, in Literature, a 
war-tossed world dritts steadily back to 
the right, and Britain, of all nat’ons, 
dees herself less than justice in paddling 
a solitary canoe to leftwards, if only on 
the high-road. The symbolism of a 
change here is by no means trivial, but 
pregnant with destiny and not to be 
neglected if Ministers know their busi- 
ness. Such a gesture by Britain would 
seal, confirm and fructity the rig lit ward 
leanings of the planet. Let the nations 
see this island stern-set on the right side 
of the road and even Eussia may own 
that the game is up. Nor from the 
practical stand-point of trade is it to be 
forgotten that such a change W’ould re- 
quire the transformation of every motor 
we possess, whether in being or on the 
benches. The right-hand drive v;ill find 
work for a million. 

(4) A Clear Course. : 

Gan wo put faith in Ministers 7 Tiie 
course is clear ; but has the pilot the 
vision to perceive it? Let us brielly 
recapitulate the three prongs of iliat 
dream-trident wdth which Britannia, 
if she be but true to herself, shall once 
more dominate the sphere. Our lan- 
guage, we hope, has been as sharp in 


meaning as it lias been blunt in frank- j 
ness. But we can never be sure that 
the whole of our readers ^^ill read the 
whole of cur articles. Those who skip 
the reasoned premises oi our beginning 
may swallow a hasty conclusion. And 
vice versa. Hence w’ithout shame, for i 
the general good, we r‘^neat ourselves. | 

Three things, then : The Foiutli | 
Stump— The Six-Day Week— The Eight j 
of the Eoad. Only the ^inalI mind wdll | 
think such uiaiters small. Tlie points ! 
of a diamond are yet with- i 

out them the jewel nothing. Our : 
three points are to he the glitter-spots , 
of an England wiihout- fiaw. Buds i 
only, to vary the Hierapltor, but they 
spring from the root ul tiie business 
and m a small compass conceal the 
ilow'cr of the iulure. in atVair this 
i journal will permit no paltering by the 
Government. At the iu-^t sign of shift- 
ing ecun'^eL or feeble grasp w'e shall not 
liositate to write a not iter powerful 
article. - A. P. II, 

•■A Siuicou-lUo' waA i the ^trools of 

the uirti’upull", '■ptc.iHhij; ” 

( 'akh^:a . 

Wo presume that Mr. Simeon has al- 
ready be^u prosecuted for scorching- 
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THE TRAGIC COMEDIENNE. 

Chin-tilted from the club-house she descends, 

With e^'e serene and tweeds of formal cut; 

And in her heart calm faith with purpose blends 
To drive like Mitchell and like Tolley putt. 

Her irons glitter like an armoury ; 

Her wooden clubs are numerous and rare ; 

Her swift ferocious swing upon the tee 
Only disturbs a puff of startled air. 

Turf flies before her to the distant green — 

Not counting ‘‘fan-strokes ” she is there in ten ; 

The w'ounded earth bleeds where her cleek has been — 
^^Itcplace the divots, vlease,"' w'as w-rit for men. 

Who, while she meditates, shall dare encroach, 
Though by the pin she figures out her score, 

Ignoring him who \vaits on his approach, 

Deaf to the mock-apologetic ‘‘ Fore ! ” 

Unruffied on her zigzag way she fares. 

While every hazard yields its threes and tw'os ; 

There '*s not a hunker on the course but bears 
The imprints of her niblick and her shoes. 

Tea and a cigarette round off the day, 

A cigarette and tea, what time she prates 

Of how a new-found grip improved her play, 

So that habitual nines became but eights ; 

Of how she laid all her approaches dead. 

Using a mashie wdth a rounded sole ; 

Of how a putter with a face of lead 

Charmed the most wayw^ard ball into the hole. 

Her name? Enough. Is there ’twixt Thames and Tweed, 
Or any limits that occur to you, 

A golfer who, when he lias read my screed, 

Will dare assert the portrait is not true *? 


DARING TO BE A DANIEL. 

It W’as in a quiet backwater somewhere between the 
Bayswater Road and Westbourne Grove that I came across 
him. A Punch and Judy show, one of the last survivals, 
was performing in the road before a scanty audience of 
children, while two or three growTi-ups stood at some 
distance on the pavement, with the usual grown-up assump- 
tion of being there for any other purpose but that of wit- 
nessing the entertainment. 

Having no dignity to sustain, I secured an excellent place 
in the middle of the front row, behind a small boy in whom 
at first I noticed nothing to distinguish him from his fellows. 
But I soon became aw’are of a difference. 

I had arrived just in time for a lively encounter between 
Punch and a crocodile wuth formidable^Yooden jaws, which 
closed on Punch’s most prominent feature. It was then, 
while Punch w’as rootitooting in agony, that I heard the boy 
remark wutli a fierce animosity, “Serves yer right! I ’ope 
’e 11 bite yer again/' Which the crocodile promptly did, to 
the undisguised satisfaction of the boy. 

We are often told by authorities who seem to have made 
an exhaustive study of the subject that the present genera- 
tion of youth sadlylacks both iilusions and moral standards. 
It may be so, but here at least was a yoiith who not only 
accepted Punch as a fellow’-creature, but regarded his char- 
acter with stern disapprobation. 

The crocodile, having -failed to make any impression on 
Punch’s nose, had retired discomfited, and was succeeded 
by a noi^escript puppet, which puzzled and annoyed Punch 
by bobbing up from under the valance or popping out from 
the side of the proscenium and hitting him on the head when 


his back was turned. In this he was w^armly encouraged 
by the boy. “ That ’s it I ” he exhorted the puppet. “ Giv Im 
another 1 ” 

And, as the puppet acted on this suggestion, the boy cried 
proudly to Punch, “ I told Im to do that 1 ” 

I doubt if Punch had ever had such a shock before in the 
whole of his riotous career. Hitherko his exploits had 
inspired nothing but admiration and applause; now they 
seemed to be view’ed not merely \Yithout sympathy but 
with actual hostility. 

He sat on the ledge and regarded the boy with a petrified 
stare. “’Ere! What *s that? ’’ he asked. “’Oo told ’im to 
It me ? ” 

“ J did,” replied the boy, quite unappalled. 

“ V7hat ! Toil did ? ” exclaimed Punch incredulously. 

“Yus,” repeated the boy, “7 did.” 

“Then,” Punch squeaked magisterially, “you’re a very 
norty bye.” 

“No, I ain’t,” retorted the boy. 

“ But yon are," insisted Punch, only to be contradicted 
again. 

Evidently to Punch’s relief, the dispute was interrupted 
at this stage by the entrance of Judy, who came to inquire 
the whereabouts of the baby. 

“ ’Ow^ should I know^ wdiere the biby ’s got to ? ” Punch 
demanded. “I ’aven’t touched yer biby.” 

This was too much for his accusing angel in the front 
row. “ You did I ” he shouted ; “ you Icnoio yer did I *E took 
and frowed it out o’ winder,” he added for the enlighten- 
ment of the bereaved Judy. 

All Punch could say to that was, “ Oh, you wicked story 1 ” 

“7 don’t tell no lies,” said his denouncer. “It ’s yotc as 
tells lies. Why, I see yer frow the baby out rneself 1 ” 

Which silenced Punch, whose talent, I had already ob- 
served, did not lie in repartee, and who preferred to create 
a diversion by knocking Judy on the head and tossing her 
to the Unknown, a proceeding wdiich I expected wwild 
rouse the boy to vigorous protest. However, he probably 
felt it would have been futile. Indeed he did not break out 
again until Jack Ketch had erected his portable gibbet. 

^^Now you’ll git it 1 ” the boy exulted. “You ’re goin’ to 
be ’ung, you are 1 ” 

He was pitilessly impatient with Punch’s inability to 
follow his executioner’s instructions. “Not that way, 
stoopid,” he reproved him. “Stick yer 'edi frco the loop, 
carn’t yer? ” 

And wdien Punch gave up trying and asked Ketch for 
a practical demonstration, the boy instantly suspected guile. 
“Don’t you show ’im, Mister,” he warned the hangman 
earnestly ; “ ’e on’y wants to do you in.” 

“I 'svouldn’t think o’ sech a thing,” Punch protested, 
deeply hurt. “ I carn't be ’ung till I ’m shown ’ow.” 

Whereupon Ketch showed him — and the boy’s suspicion 
proved to be only too well founded. 

By this time he had seen enough. He turned away in 
disgust, leaving Punch dancing about on his ledge and 
chortling, “What a pity — what a pity — what a pity! ” in 
tones that suggested neither penitence nor regret. 

I should like to think that the artist inside the show 
found the collection a worthy recognition of his impromptu 
efforts. But I fear he did not. F. A. 


‘•For over twenty-four hours the moors in the Inverness district 
were drenched vdth rain on Friday and Saturday, and few sportsmen 
to their regret >Yere able to go out on the moors. This was all the 
more regrettable, as on some moors excellent port had been got earlier 
in the week .*’ — Scots Paper. 

The birds themselves are said to take a very favourable 
view of the practice of the trigger- cup. 
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District Nurse (reading letter from hoy^s mother), “Dear Miss, I Ail sending iiY little Johsnipi tu \oi' with his iaujf. 
He has had it a long tbie and it ’s spreading.” 


THE HAPPY SCEPTIC. 

“I SHALL not tell you where there is a road, 
Biddy, where dogs perpetually run 
Ejaculatiog, * “ Safety First ” be blowed ! ’ 
Oblivious of cars, for there is none ; 

Where, little dog, the fleeing rabbit’s scut 
Flicks o’er the grassy bank in open view. 

I know, I know the way there, Biddy, but 
'Tis not for you.” 

“He’s daft,” said Biddy the Terrier; 
“Town is a darned sight merrier.” 

“ There is a road, I shall not tell you where. 

And on it dogs need never come to heel, 

But expedite the squirrel up his stair 

And, while he clambers, tear about and squeal; 


A road beside a dozen magic deil^, 

Home of dog-fairies, if dog-fairies be. 

'Tis not for you, that source of many smells. 

And not for me.” 

" Fairies ! ” said Biddy the Terrier , 
Could anyone's brain be jerrier?*’ 

“ What is that road to us ? We live in town 
And on the traffic keep a constant eye ; 

Muse but on rats and something runs you dowm ; 

I walk the pavement, you must keep close by. 
For rustic dogs that road, a favoured race ; 

You are a townswoman. Then sleep and so 
Dream of it, far surpassing parks, a place 
Where good dogs go.” 

in urbeF said Biddy the Terrier, 
“ Will suit little Bid till you bury her.” 
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OUTPOSTS OF EMPIRE. 

George's Eleph.\kt. 


time to regret having detailed Private the only reBpectabie tree in the immedi- 
Ali to remain behind in charge of the Site vicinity and reached it with about 
main body, six inches to spare. 

*’ It was a friendly baobab of enormous 


I THINK,” said George, that I shall He retreated softly, noticing unhappily it was a irienaiy oaouau ul euui.xuuu>. 

ao out and shoot an elephant.” As that the neighbouring trees ^veie all of girth, and George shot round ibjust as 
a subaltern George has his faults, but a stripling growth wEich rendered them the elephant went roaring by. i he brute 
lack of initiative is not one of them, useless as protection against charging braked furious came to a stop and 
Neither is modestv. I pointed out to elephants. The wind, however, was in charged again. George dodged like light- 
him at length and with a wealth of his favour and, emboldened by this ning round nis baobab and missed^- 
gruesome detail the hazardous nature thought, George gave up his tip-toe pro- struction by a hair s-breadtn Ine 
of elephant-hunting as a pastime for gress and paused to think things over, elephant reversed and came back at 
the yoW, and when I had finished he And at that identical moment a soli- him, and George went round and round 
shook his bead. tary elephant, with its trunk waving that tree-trunk like a top, tnl both he 

‘‘Think what iolly umbrella-stands aloft and its ears flapping suspiciously, and his pursuer were positively 
an elephant’s feet make,” he said. “And ambled clumsily down the path, cutting At all events the beast stopped and, 
of coiirse the tusks will be valuable, ofl George^s line of retreat. He nearly regarding George with small and inale- 
Can I start to-dav ? ” ran into George’s arms so unexpected volent; eyeB, began to trumpet noisily 

Of course he had his wav. He always was the meeting, and, breaking into a 1 whilst it proceeded to give him a demon- 
hnri since a mis- ^ stration of what to expect 


Can I start to-day ? ” 

Of course he liad his way. . 
has had, ever since a mis- 
guided authority sent him 
j to Central Africa to assist 
I in maintaining British pres- 
! tige as an officer oi the 
I King’s Askari. 
j Two hours later he 
marched out ot Nukuku, 
accompanied by bis batman , 
Private Ali, four unwilling 
members of Number Two 
Platoon and several odd 
natives who were unfor- 
tunate enough to have 
visited the camp that morn- 
ing and could not think of 
an effective excuse on the 
spur of the moment. The 
rest of the halt -company 
that composes the garrison 
gave them a voluble send- off*. 

They spent a trying day 
in the bush Vvuthout catching 
sight of so much as a wild 
pig, and towrards sundown 
George, well ahead of his 
perspiring followers, was en- 
gaged in selecting a likely 
camping spot, when without 












In 4^ 











“George dodged like lightning round his baob.\b.” 


by uprooting and trampling 
several odd trees w'ifchin its 
reach. 

The position w'as serious. 
At any moment the rest of 
the troop might come up to 
take a hand in the game, and 
all that would be left of 
George after that w^ould be 
a dent in the ground con- 
forming to the approximate 
measurements of a flattened- 
out subaltern, George says 
he never did so much rapid 
thinking in his life. He had 
mislaid his rifle, his helmet 
had gone and the greater 
portion of his shirt was 
adorning various thorn- 
bushes on his route. He 
even found time for the 
melancholy reflection that 
the bits W'ould serve to 
guide a search-party to his 
remains, if any. 

The baobab was unscal- 
able. That salient fact had 
immediately become appar- 


warning he stepped into a small clear- lumbering run, the brute gave a squeal ent to his anxious eyes and gradually 
ing and found himself in the middle of of indignation and charged. it was borne in on him that he might 

a large party of elephants. George fired immediately, and he says have to spend the rest of the day and 

It was, he says, most embarrassing, ho w-ould never have believed it possible the greater part; of the night playing 
and his first impulse was to mutter an to miss about twelve feet of elephant at “ Here we go round the mulberry bush, 
apology and withdraw, till he realised point-blank range. But, having proved even supposing the remainder of the 
that the pachyderms were taking no it not only possible but quite easy, he herd kept a\vay. He says he really 
notice of him at all. They were busily took the only course left and plunged regretted having so far forgotten his 
occupied in pulling down the upper wildly into the bush. infant upbringing as to go to see an 

i branches of the young saplings and had A branch knocked off his helmet, and elephant without bringing a supply of 
no eyes whatever for insignificant de- the elephant stayed its progress long buns. 

tails so close to the ground as George, enough to pound that inoffensive topee Then he recalled having read some- 
-He felt as though he had burst un- into pulp, whilst George, having success- wdiere that the elephant is short-sighted 
’announced into a conclave of Bishops, fully, if inadvertently, sold the dummy, and the idea occurred to him that he 
and decided to retire whilst the going made several yards of ground. His hair might creep away dowm wind, keeping 
remained good, closing the door un- bristled as he felt the pursuit at his the tree-trunk betw^een himself and the 
obtrusively behind him as it were. At heels and he twisted and doubled des- disgruntled pachyderm, still thrashing 
the same time he admits that the sound- perately,butthe elephant merely mowed the foliage on the other side. I 

ness of the military maxim regarding down the intervening trees and came Cautiously surveying this line of re- 
the advisability of tailing back on sup- straight on. George began to think treat, George spotted another baobab 
ports in the face of a superior enemy elephant-hunting a somewhat one-sided of promising dimensions several miles 
' struck him with new force, and he had pastime, but he made a final burst for away. At least he says it looked miles 
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CRICKET CAN NEVER BE DULL. 

Well, anyway, I don't see how cpjcket can ever be dull to the player. I grant you that out ou every ten 

HOURS OF PLAY YOU SPEND ON AN AVERAGE (CORRECT MB IF I 'M WRONG) — 




three hours waiting in the 

PAVILION, DOING NOTHING— 


AND TWENTY 
THE BOWLE] 


TWO HOURS AND FIFTY MINUTES ON 
LUNCHEON AND TEA INTERVALS AND 
SUCH— 


ALSO TWO-AND-A-QUARTER HOURS 
WAITING IN THE FIELD, JUST WAIT- 
ING— 



YOU ARB ACTUALLY IN PROCESS OF 
FIELDING A BALL FOR NO FEWER THAN 
FOURTEEN MINUTES— 



AND, IF IT COMES TO THAT, FIFIY 
MINUTES CROSSING OVER BETWEEN 
THE OVERS— 



YOU ARE ACTUALLY ON TO BJWL FOR 
NO FEWER THAN SIXTEEN MINUTES— 


Y MINUTES \rAITING AT 
R’S END AND BETWEEN 
OVERS, DOING VERY LITTLE— 


BUT, ALL THE SAME, YOU ARE ACTUALLY 
BATTING ON AN AVERAGE FOR FIPTEtCN 
MINUTES, AND PERHAPS ACTUALLY 
MAKING SCORING STROKES FORA WHOLE 
MINUTE-AND-A-HALF— 



AND, PCS3IBLY, FOR A GLORIOUS SEVEN 
SECONDS YOU 'RE ACTUALLY TAKING A 
WICKET I 






Now SUPPOSE YOU PLAY SOME SILLY 
SOFT-BALL GAME LIKE TENNIS FOR TEN 
HOURS INSTEAD. 


WELL, THE THING ’S RIDICULOUS, 
BECAUSE— 


YOU CAN’T POSSIBLY GO ON PLAYING 
TENNIS FOR TEN SOLID HOURS ! 





Antony, “I SAY, JOAN, WOTJLD YOU LEND MB SIXPENCE?” 

Joan, ‘’No, I WOULDN’T. You’D NEVER PAY ME BACK.” 

Antony. “Tell you w’hat. Lend me sixpence, and the next two times I ask you for a threepenny-bit don’t 
GIVE it ]\rE ” 

away at the time, and, having definitely 
determined that time was valuable, he 
began a cautious withdrawal. The 
noises which emanated from the blind 
side of the tree were far from encourag- 
ing and probably accounted for the fact 
that George's retirement, begun in good 
order and according to the highest 
standards of scouting for boys, developed 
rapidly into a rout. 

Either his course was *set a few points 
too much to windward or else elephan- 
tine eyesight is better than is generally 
supposed ; at all events the brute picked 
up the line with incredible accuracy and 
went straight ahead. So did George. 

He reached that tree in amazing 
time, did one rapid skid round the bole, 
spotted a foothold and scrambled up 
somehow, to miss his footing at the 
fork of the first branch and go sliding 
incontinently down into the hollow 
depths of the main trunk. 

A wild flapping of wings marked the 
indignant exit of several astonished 
birds, and as his feet touched bottom 
George recalled having heard that cer- 
tain of the larger species of snake were 
uncommonly fond of hollow^’ trees. The 
thought helped him to wTiggle back to 
the upper air in good time, and, peeping 


cautiously out, he ^vas able to obtain 
an excellent bird’s-eye view of a very 
puzzled elephant thinking things out. 
George swears the brute was scratch- 
ing his head over it with his trunk, 
but, after venting his natural annoy- 
ance on several inoffensive saplings, he 
gave it up, trumpeted “ Cease fire “and 
lumbered away to talk it over with his 
friends. 

A good hour later George, liaving 
disengaged wdiat remained of his clothes 
from the extremely sticky sap exuded 
by baobab-trees, descended cautiously 
from his eyrie and made rapid progress 
in the opposite direction. 

Truth on the Screen. 

‘LA Dangerous Woman 
100 % All Talkie.” 

Cinema advertisement in Australian Paper, 

“Trigo’s Sister IPound. 

Racing in Panama but no Luck.” 

Daily Paper. 

She might do better in a b6ret. 

“Fresh Fish: Salmon, Blotters.” 

Advt. in Indian Paper. 
The latter are very appetising served up 
with sauce hivard. 


THE BAMBBNO WITH THE STRANGE 
DEVBCE. 

According to a Press report, an 
Italian woman who w’^as deeply stirred 
by the “political and patriotic ecstasy 
of a Fascist festa" subsequently gave 
birth to a son with a reddish birthmark 
in slight relief in the form of the “Fas- 
cist symbol of an axe and fasces.” 

A photograph of the helpless innocent 
and his ruddy indelible oriflamme has 
been sent to Mussolini to reassure him, 
perhaps, that Nature is with him. 

Far be it from me to say anything to 
damp the general rejoicing in Italy over 
this event; but to me it comes as a 
proof of my own view that women ought 
to be kept out of politics. It is grossly 
unfair for an infant willy-nilly to be 
stamped irremediably at birth with a 
political emblem, especially as the 
partisan birthmark that is a blushing 
honour to-day may be a brand to-mor- 
row. If, for instance, he became a 
Socialist Attorney-General, would it 
not cramp his style to have in any way 
a marked Liberal hide ? 

Of course I shall be told that, on the 
authority of W. S. Gilbert, in this 
country every child used to be born 
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“either a little Liberal or else a little 
Conservative.” But be was not born 
with an ineradicable label. A baby 
always had the inalienable right to de- 
velop his political conscience with a 
clear skin ; and if in after-life he felt that 
he must express himself politically on 
his epidermis he could always resort to 
tattooing. Thus it is open to any adult 
Conservative to do private homage to 
Mr, Baldwin by a pipe tattooed on his 
torso. And if Lord Eothermeee puts 
him off Mr. Baldwin after the event, 
or if he understands Mr. J. L. Garvin 
to say in so many words that he really 
ought to dislike Mr. Baldwin and to 
like the United States of America, he 
could put himself right with these oracles 
by having General Dawes’ face tattooed 
on the top of Mr. Baldwin’s pipe, like a 
palimpsest. 

The danger to us from the Italian 
woman’s achievement is that it may bs 
emulated in this country by women of 
fierce political ardour. With competition, 
the birthmarks may progress from sym- 
bols to epigraphs, Party catchwords, 
election cries and so on. One day per- 
haps the anxious father’s first inquiry 
of the nurse will be, not “ Is it a boy ? ” 
but “ What is its slogan? ” I can almost 
see Lord Beaveebrook offering a tempt- 
ing prize for the first little brat to be 
born with the legible caption on its 
tummy, Daily Express Empire Cru- 
sader.” 

Perhaps, when enthusiasm has been 
running very high, the entire skin of the 
newly -born may take on the exact shade 
of its mother’s political creed — blue, 
orange, red, buff, puce, etc. ; so that after 
the hysteria of an Election we shall ob- 
serve in the prams a promising crop of 
little dye-hards. 


MOTHERCRAFT. 

By an Expert in Infant Welfare. 

In the height of summer, when the 
thermometer soars to eighty and over, 
you may find that the little ones show 
a tendency to get warm, not to say un- 
pleasantly hot and sticky. Do not be 
unduly alarmed, A good plan, and one 
which I have no hesitation in recom- 
mending, is the adoption of lighter cloth- 
ing than is usual during the winter 
months, with fewer blankets on the 
child’s cot at night. A current of air 
may be beneficial ; but draughts should 
be avoided. An intensive course of 
nursery hygiene may enable you to dis- 
tinguish bet^ween the two, but if you are 
still doubtful you will find the difference 
fully explained (with plates and dia- 
grams) in chapter five of my book, 
Five Hundred Don'ts for Mother and 
Nurse, 

Again, in hot weather children are 


very ajDt to complain of thirst. Doctor 
Pzsmzyl, of Prague, has decided views 
on this subject, and there is a conflict of 
expert opinion, but personally, at the 
risk of appearing old-fashioned, I must 
say that in most instances I consider 
that the condition may be alleviated 
in the simplest manner by permitting 
the absorption through the mouth of 
a moderate quantity of liquid. In 
even plainer language, if your child is 
thirsty I should give it something to 
drink. 

Mod ern mothers agree that it is exceed- 
ingly difficult to distinguish betw^een 
what was formerly known as naughti- 
ness and the natural reactions of a 
highly-strung nervous organisation. I 


need hardly say that the utmost care is 
required Avben dealing with manifest- 
ations of the latter. A. mother came to 
me recently in great distress ; her little 
girl, a charming child, had kicked her 
on the ankle and had called her a horrid 
beast for refusing to take her to see a 
film to wdiich children were not ad- 
mitted. The mother’s impulse, a natural 
one, was to smack her; but she had been 
trained in mothercraft. What did she 
do? 

My readers are invited to give their 
views on a postcard, marked in the left- 
hand top corner “Beast,” and the best 
entries received will be published in 
due course in this column. [Not by 
me. — Ed.] 




Fastidious Castaway (sighiing steamer), ‘^Only a tramp. I’ll wait foPv the next boat. 


THE BOTTLE. 

The tide, sluicing in, most blue and 
wliite, ran to full among the rocks, bring- 
ing a hundred flotsams for the curious. 
Among them the bottle. 

Bottles coming out o£ the sea always 
rather intrigued Bobby because his em- 
ployer, Mr. Goldfinch, of Fenchurch 
Street, beguiled frequent voyages to the 
East and elsewhere by committing 
bottles to the deep, with data of the 
commitment and a promise to pay to 
bearer the sum of five pounds on pre- 
sentation to Messrs. Goldfinch and 
Boodle, London. 

Though Bobby knew that Mr. Gold- 
finch had launched many bottles and 
had had but once to redeem his bond, 
he, briefly explaining to Biddy (from 

Seaview ”), made a hopeful brown 
arm and fished up the jetsam. 

“And I wish that there may be a 
fiver for us in it,” he said as he un- 
stoppered the wayfarer and peeped into 
opaqueness. At this point Mr. Gold- 
finch disappears from the tale. And 
Biddy, who was both beautiful and 
rich, began and said : — 

“ It was the lovely Queen Balkis who 
had newly come to learn the wdsdom of 
Suleiman the Great. She had come 


with camels and dromedaries — oh ! 
about a thousand, I expect — and each 
one carried, besides simply of gold, 

a treasure, milk-white and softly gleam- 
ing, of great pearls and, oh yes, lots of 
big blue peacocky sapphires, also opals 
because her birthday was in October, 
and blazing rubies and amazing emer- 
alds, green and dark as dragons, and 
diamonds that crackled at you like 
dfle-fire, and in her pocket she 'd got 
what was most exciting, a dear dull 
little bottle with an Imp in it that you 
could order out to do magics. ^ | 

“ But like Hotspur, wasn’t it ? ” said 
Biddy, “Balkis didn’t somehow feel 
quite sure. She had acquired the bottle 
at a sale of the effects of a bankrupt 
magician. That in itself didn’t look 
hopeful. And then the Imp w^as an 
invisible one. Certainly she had asked, 
so far, foi" three things, namely, to be 
pretty enough, to have pennies enough 
and to be loved lots. And her mirror 
told her satisfactorily about the first, 
and her Finance Minister assured her 
about the second, and as for the third 
— w^ell, was she not only just eighteen 
last October? 

“And Suleiman entertained Queen 
Balkis in a golden pavilion that his 
magic had builded beside the swiftly- 


rolling Eupluates. Musicians played, 
the river whispered and poured, aod 
in the rose-garden were all the little 
Winged Loves and many a strange 
beast and beautiful bird.- 

“ And Queen Balkis said politely how 
much she feared that no magic she 
could command of her bottle would be 
marrow to the King’s magic. 

“ ‘ Ah, your bottle, Most Lovely,’ said 
the King, who was an expert in magic 
bottles as in all else ; ‘ I do believe that 

you have been imposed ’ 

“ But Balkis would not be having her 
bottle and her acumen doubted any- 
where but in her own heart, and ‘ Pray 
test it yourself, Most Splendid,’ she says. 

“ ‘ And you too, Most Adorable,’ said 
the King, and he took the bottle and 
expressed a wish. 

“ Now the King knew^ had the bottle 
been authentic, that a turbaned Djinnee 
would have answered his command, but 
never a Djinnee; and or ever Sulei- 
man could draw an inference therefrom 
Balkis clapped her little hands and 
cried, with a nimbleness not lost upon 
her host, ‘ It is as I said, Most Splendid, 
bub the Imp has become so proud that 
he should be commanded by the King, 
so enlarged of head, that he must 
needs stay within his bottle. Yet 
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W'lfe (to limhand). “ Two pounds a week for housekeeping -money— you 

CALL THAT A LOT? WHY, IT’S ONLY WORTH ABOUT TWENTY-FIVE SHILLINGS IN 
PRE-WAR VALUES. AnD HOW FAR WILL T\VENTY-F1VE SHILLINGS GO 'WITH TO-DAY’S 
PRICES ? ” 


— and her lashes fell shyly over her 
starry eyes — “ ‘ as to His Majesty’s 

wish ’ and here Balkis let the King 

take both her royal little hands and 
kne'vv that her third wish (just like fairy 
tales) was being duly fulfilled. 

‘^Now when lovers hold hands they 
cannot, so I am told,” said Biddy, ‘‘hold 
aught else, and so the bottle, magic one 
or no, fell plop into the swiftly-rolling 
Euphrates and went bobbing famously 
out of the picture.” 

“ But, if you infer,” said Bobby, “ that 
this is the very bottle come ashore again, 
the evidence is that Balkis was badly 
stuck with it or else that even aeons of 
cold water have not reduced the Imp’s 
head. Failing our fiver, I venture these 
alternatives.” 

“ I think perhaps,” said Biddy a little 
breathlessly, a little irrelevantly, “ that 
Suleiman was a wiser wisher than some 
people. ...” 

And so the bottle went plop into the 
turn of the tide again just for the same 
old reason as it, or one like it, had once 
on a time gone plop into the swiftly- 
rolling Euphrates, and away it went 
bobbing famously out of the picture. 

======= c. 

PSYCHOLOGY AND FASHION. 

[At tho Drapers’ Summer School at Balliol 
College, Oxford, it was stated, according to 
The Time 3 ^ report, that Paris was the shrine 
of women’s fashion because the Latin rape 
looked upon women in an entirely different 
light from that in which the Anglo-Saxon 
looked upon them. The Latin race would 
always dress women in a way that would please 
women and appeal to their desire to emphasize 
themselves, which the Anglo-Saxon would 
never be able to do.”] 

The walls of Balliol, dons affirm, 
Contain the loftiest brows in term, 

The athletes stoutest in pursuit 
Of the evasive Absolute, 

With fingers trained to grip and throttle 
The monsters raised by Aristotle ; 
But problems worthier of attack 
Await her tenants in the Vac., 

When drapers, scorning just repose, 
Evolve philosophies of clothes, 

And metaphysics lend their aid 
To Bradford’s threatened textile trade. 

Untutored man can scarcely guess 
What guides his wife in choice of dress ; 
To him she simply seems to drop 
On what is dearest in the sh 9 p ; 

But to the Balliol mind the case 
Bests on psychology of race. 

The Latin peoples may dissent 
From feminine enfranchisement, 

Yet in important things like frocks 
Their women’s vote is Dei vox ; 

While here the girl, who rules the 
State, 

In laws of dress lets men dictate, 

Then on their work she looks askance 
And buys her finery from France ; 


Politically free, she strives 
To copy ladies still in gyves, 

Admitting by her own confession 
She envies them their self-expression. 

If Englishwomen turn their backs on 
The products of the Anglo-Saxon, 

It is not that they wish to bring 
Contempt on Empire Marketing, 

But that our island-soul phlegmatic 
Thwarts their desire to be emphatic. 

The cause is traced ; it ’s premature 
To state that we have found the cure. 
The English miss might with the Latin 
Exchange her vote for silk and satin ; 
But would that help to sell in Paris 
The tweeds of Donegal or Harris ? 


Must Balliol start, when drapers rule, 
A psycho-analytic school 
To teach our flappers to dismiss 
Their taste for over- emphasis, ^ 

Or hint to Bradford how to knit 
French liveliness 'with Yorkshire grit 
And show in every seam and hem 
Both Latin flair and British phlegm ? 


Things Better Hushed Up. 

“ The soul of a Bishop, cover bit worn.” 

Booksellers Catalogue. 


It is whispered that Mr. Bernard 
Shaw’s opinions are seriously divided 
as to the precise meaning, if any, of 
The Cart, 
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Tue TiiMiciiiM uniiec ArcMT replied that the sun never came in at all, ably would one day be windows. The 

THE TUNISIAN HOUbE-AhENT. and those who thought that I was afraid agent looked around him with an ad- 

The Argentines, the Portuguese and of the cold replied that no matter where miring expression, rather like the King 
the Greeks once formed the subject for it rose or set it shone full into that flat in Hans x^ndersen’s story who wore no | 
a comic song ; but that was because the all day. clothes but persuaded people, by dint of 

writer had never seen an Arab-Maltese- '‘It does not matter,” said Mr. Bis- describing his imaginary ones in detail, 
Italian-French-Turk with a dab of the muth airily. “Here you have an extra- that it was their eyesight that was at 
tarbrush. It is a race by itself. It in- ordinary bargain and every comfort, fault. 

habits Tunis in large numbers, and when Gas — water — electricity!” (He said “ Over here,” said he briskly, “Can 

it decides to be a house-agent this mix- it as one might say, “ The marble stair- you jump over the tub of whitewash ? 
ture (which looks rather like a human case — the Adams’ ceilings — the Old Now, this is the salon.” 
toad) could give points to a real-estate Masters ! ”) The salon was a large puddle with 

agent but for that streak of childlike He then conveyed me into the hall, walls waist-high, but a most surprisingly 
ignorance which runs through its guile opened a door and showed me what completed balcony; from which one might 
and for the fact that its clients have no appeared to be a windowless boot-cup- stand and stare out on unbroken leagues 
flies on them either. Do they not form board with a hole in the floor. of bricks and sardine-tins and dead cats, 

part of a community of which a member “ What is that ? ” Bismuth stood and gazed upon it all — 

was once decorated by the Bey for es- “That is the bathroom, Madame,” silent upon a peak in Darien, as it were. 
croquerie ? said the agent calmly. Then he waved a prophetic hand. 

You wander into one of their dens, let It appeared you put a bath over “ Here,” said he sentimentally, “Ma- 
ns imagine, in search of an apartment, the hole, and when you went you packed dame can sit with her sewing every after- 
At the very entry you are likely to get it up and took it away, together with noon, while her little boy plays beside 


a shock. The Tunisian 
house-agent devotes all 
his brief pauses between 

clients to frictioning his V-— Such are merely a 

hair or manicuring his — few of the difficulties of 

nailsor even giving him- ^ house -hunting in this 

self alittle fa^-massage ^ ^ ^ ^ \ Bot theniost 

this morning was fric- Naturally, if you have 

tioning, his locks with chosen a sloping site, 

violet oil when I found you will have a slightly 

“I want a four-roomed A CHANNEL CROSSING. Friends of mine who 

apartment with gas, gave an Arab builder 

electricity, bathroom and kitchen,” I the electric-light globes and the gas- carte blanche for a villa went to inquire 
chanted monotonously, as devotees stove. I told him what I thought about about progress the other day and in- 
chant verses from the Koran, it, and he told me that in that case I nocently demanded to see the plans. 

“What a chancel” He ceased friction- must not ask for a salle de bain, but a “The plans, la Sidi? ” said the puz- 
ing and, skipping into a corner, washed salle de bain instalUe, If you say it zled Mussulman. “ What does it mean 
his frog-like paws behind a screen, bur- quietly, so to speak, they cannot really — the plans ? ” 


and admire the 






A CHANNEL CROSSING. 


his frog-like paws behind a screen, bur- quietly, so to speak, they cannot really — the plans ? ” 

bling the while, “It is your lucky day believe you want a bath-room, it is a “ The picture of the house — where the 
to-day; I have the very thing you want thing that has to be repeated before it rooms will be, and how big, and how 
at Belvedere.” sinks in. they ’re laid out,” said my friend pains- 

He rushed me off to a dingy little flat Having listened to my somewhat takingly, and drew a rough sketch to 
in a side-street, papered in drab yellow, harsh comments, the little Bismuth show him. 

I looked round with every sign of dis- picked up his hat and led me to a suburb “Ah, oui, oui, oui,'' said the delighted 
gust, while Bismuth gave a fine imita- that consisted of acres of ground covered Mustapha. “Now I understand. But 
tion of Moses viewing the Promised with scaffoldings and trenches and we do that after, la Sidi 1 Yes, after it 

Land. Then I put the simple question, rubbish-heaps. We stopped in front of is built I shall give you a paper such as 

“ Which way does it face ? ” a huge erection of which as yet only that. But not now. Seigneur Mon 

He thought it out and discussed it the lower walls were completed. 'DiexxX hut hoio canyon have jplans before 

with the Moroccan guardian in garrul- “All let,” said the house-agent calmly, the house is finished ? ” 
ous xirabic. They drew maps on the “except one on the ground-floor. Here — 

wall and abused each other and sum- Madame could choose her own paper, as “-^t 12,20 a.m. we were creeping through 

moned four other people to their aid. it is not yet finished. Will you step over which mark the only passage 

No one apparently had ever been asked these bricks ? There, this is the dining- Horse Eort to the southern shore. The sun 
such a question before, but when they room.” had vanquished the fog, bringing one of those 

I heard that it was put with* the view of We stood in the middle of a morass of perfect days. . . :'*^Yachting Paper, 


Dieu I hut hoio can you have plans before 


‘*At 12,20 a.m. we were creeping through 


knowing when the sun came in, those wet cement surrounded by rough brick 
who thought I was afraid of the heat walls with holes in them which presum- 


‘ And this was odd because it was 
The middle of the night.” 
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Father of difficult Son. “Here is an old friend of mine who offers you a good post on his rubber-plantation 
IN Borneo. There, my boy, your future is assured.” 

Difficult Son. “But, Dad, I’ve often told you I want to be an artist.” 

Father. “Well, why not accept this post and go on with art in your leisure moments? Why, your india- 

rubber WILL COST YOU PRACTICALLY NOTHING.” 


THE VOICE IN THE DARK. 

It was going to be a biggish week- 
end party at Taroross. Some of us had 
managed to get down on Friday even- 
i ng. Our host , however, was still absent . 
He had been in France and was flying 
across that afternoon, so one of my 
neighbours at dinner told me. 

“You’ve stayed here before?” she 
asked. 

“ Never,” I said. “ I was up at Cam- 
bridge with John” — John was the son 
of the house — “'and he’s asked me to 
play for his side against the village 
to-morrow.” 

The kindly -looking dowager who sat 
on my right touched my sleeve. 

“If this is your first night at Tar- 
cross,” she said, “you mustn’t be sur- 
prised at anything you hear. But 
perhaps you don’t worry about psychic 
phenomena ? ” 

I assured her that, although I should 
be certain to gibber with the rest, above 
all I should like to meet a ghost, 

“Am I likely to see anything here, 
do you think ? ” I asked her. 

“You’re almostcertain to hearnoises,” 
she replied, and before I could tackle 
her further she was buttonholed on 
rackrents by John’s choleric uncle onher 
right. I turned back to my other lady. 

^^I)oyou know^ if Tarcross is haunted ? ’ ’ 
I implored her. 

“I ’ve no idea,” she said ; “ I ’ve never 


been here before. But it looks old 
enough to harbour a few spooks, doesn’t 
it?” 

From the glimpse I had had, as I 
drove in, of its storm-eaten woodwork, 

I agreed, and the conversation took 
another course. We talked a bit after- 
wards, but everyone was tired after 
a stifling week in London, and after 
some desultory billiards by common 
consent we all went off to bed. While 
I was undressing I heard a car scrunch 
on the gravel outside and guessed that 
my host had arrived. 

I was in the act of climbing in when 
a hoarse cough from the opposite corner 
of the room made me spring round in 
alarm. Only the standard lamp beside 
my bed was on, and except for its small 
circle of light the rest of the^ room was 
in shadows The cough was repeated. 
If this was one of the original Eliza- 
bethan owners, his lungs had lasted 
well. I sat back on the pillow limply 
and waited, wondering for what. 

“Good evening,” came a smooth 
voice from the corner. “ I ’m so sorry to 
have missed you all this evening. We 
had a most awful tussle with a gale over 
the Channel, and got to Croydon so 
late that I dined there. I’m very 
pleased that you managed to get down. 
Dots— we were terribly afraid you 
wouldn’t be able to get away. And, 
George, I can’t tell you how happy 
was when Ellen told me just now that 


you’d left that frightful animal of yours 
behind ; I can now look forward to the 
week-end. As for to-morrow, breakfast ’s 
on tap from nine onwards, but I ’m sure 
most of you are too tired to be seen 
much before ten. We can discuss om" 
plans then. I ’m all for a game of golf 
in the morning, if we can ; and we might 
go over and watch the match in the 
afternoon. Very glad you ’ve managed 
to come, Mr. Grace ” — that was me — 

‘ I ’m looking forward to making your 
acquaintance in the morning. Well, I 
expect you’re sleepy. I know I am. 
So a jolly good night to you all, and let ’s 
pray for a clear sky in the morning.” 

I switched on the big dressing-light, 
but my host had nothing further to 
say from the little loud-speaker in the 
corner. - 

An Inevitable Apology. 

“Tlie Dean of Westminster, Dr. Boxlev 
Norris, yesterday issued a statement respect- 
ing the building of the proposed sacristy at 
Westminster Abbey. . . . The figures of people 
using this church daily are astonishing.” 

Glasgow Paper. 

‘‘The recent article in The Daily Mail, 
calling attention to the active sunspot noted 
by the Mount Wilson astronomers and sug- 
gesting that this solar activity might initiate 
a magnetic storm in a ievf days’ time, may 
possibly he the origin of this aurora, for both 
these phenomena are closely allied.” 

Daily Mail. 

Has Lord Eothermeee bought Apollo 
out ? 



244 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [August 28 , 1929 . 


AT THE PICTURES. 

“Madame X” (Empire). 

2Iadame X {Jacqueline) was one of 
those unfortunate people doomed to 
disaster from the word “ Go.” Married 
to a rising young lawyer and deeply in 
love with him she is wounded by his 
preoccupation with work and his air of 
general reserve, and, seeking consolation 
elsewhere, is promptly divorced. 

Whereupon her lover dies. Her 
thoughts turn to her little son. She 
hears that he is ill. She prevails upon 
the faithful Bose, his nurse, to admit 
her to Maitre Floriofs house. This 
gentleman is of an unforgiving nature 
and refuses to allow her to see their 
boy. Hearing from Jacqueline that her 
lover is dead he misinterprets her visit 
as a desire to be comfortably reinstated 
in a nice house. You have only got to 
look into Jacqueline’s eyes in a close-up 
to know that this isn’t so. But the 



Our tearful fan felt that sympa- 
thetic EMOTIOH SHOULD HAVE BEEN EXHIB- 
ITED BY ( a ) THE Judge — 


distinguished advocate is without pity 
or understanding. Jacqueline sadly 
sets out for the only place that beauti- 
ful ladies of this type of romance ever 
think of going to — the streets ; by easy 
stages. 

Several years pass. Her husband 
has been trying to find her but has 
failed. Some Brench Consul or other 
is upon her track, but is put off by a 
very simple lie. 

We see her in China being sold or 
somehow conveyed by a sinister heathen 
Chinee to an immense unpleasant choco- 
late-coloured gentleman who takes her 
to Honolulu and beats her. She has 
taken to drinking heavily and is very 
exasperating, so the fellow had some ex- 
cuse. Next we follow her to a disreput- 
able floa-haunted hotel in Buenos Aires. 
A travelling crook, La Boque, thinks 
she will be useful in card games of a 
not strictly honourable character played 
with the young of local millionaires. I 
think this was an optimistic calculation. 
However we hear no more of that, but 
find ourselves back in Paris with La 
1 Bpq'tte on the track of a nice little bit 


of blackmail, for Jacqueline in her cups 
has let out the hitherto carefully- 
guarded secret of her husband’s name 



— guarded because her boy must never 
know of her shameful life. 

She kills La Boque, is arrested, and 
for advocate is allotted no other than 
her own son — a fact which she only 
discovers when in court, for her ex- 
husband is there to see his boy conduct 
his first case. The now penitent Floriot 
is for disclosing to the son the identity 



(c) THE Prosecuting Counsel — 

of the poor unfortunate woman he is 
defending. It is his friend Baymoncl, 
once his honourable rival for her love, 
who prevents him from doing so, and 


poor Madame X dies — before the jury 
can bring in their verdict of Not Guilty 
which I should assume to be inevitable- 
having given her uncomprehending son 
a mother’s kiss as the only payment she 
can make for his impassioned defence. 

The not very likely story is clearly 
told. The photography is competent and 
the production iDy Mr. Lionel Barry- 
more beyond reproach. The necessity 
which this new game imposes of speak- 
ing with exaggerated deliberation holds 
up the action in rather an irritating way. 
We have understood, as we do when 
listening to leisurely bores, what is to 
be said long before the film can be got 
to say it. 

So far, it is clear, there are very few 
voices suitable for the talking-film as 
it now is. The best seems a softish 
guttural male voice, such as that of 



Mr. Eichaed Carle as Perissard, the 
disreputable old porter in the Buenos 
Aires hotel. The nurse, Bose, gave 
tongue like a bull-moose, and the sighs 
of Jacqueline were as the sighs of a 
strong wind among the trees heard at 
close range. 

Subject to the disability of her spoilt 
voice Miss Euth Chatterton was an 
affecting heroine of romance, and there 
was nothing to complain of in the 
seriousness of her husband, Floriot (Mr. 
Lewis Stone) —except the funereal tone. 
The little song sung by the Hawai- 
ian native gave a forecast of better 
things to come. And also the pleasant 
little character-study of the doctor by 
Mr. John P. Edington. Americanised 
French accents are intrinsically no 
funnier than Anglicised, but they can’t 
help seeming so. And this diversion 
was a constant sauce for the whole 
bill-of-fare. T. 
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First Politician. “I s’POSE this ’ere Ramsay knows a lot,’* 

Second Ditto. “Not ’im, ’E don’t know ’are of what old Saivi ’ere ’as to say about ’im.” 


THE GARDENER OF GODALMING. 

(See the article, A7Z Elephant at Large” in “ The Times ” of August 20th) 


Oh, Godaiming *s a charming town, as everybody knows, 
Through which the winding river Wey benevolently flows ; 
Its industries are manifold ; it boasts a thriving trade 
In corn and malt and bark and hoops, and paper there is 
made. 

But ’tis not of tlie paper-mills of happy Godaiming 
Or of the School of Charterhouse that I desire to sing — 
’Tis rather of the gallantry of its inhabitants 
In curbing the caprices of erratic elephants. 

J. Smith was feeding chickens on his master’s poultry-run 
When the crash of falling branches made him leave his task 
undone, 

And, hurrying to the orchard, there an elephant he saw 
Conveying fruit by his trunk route into his monstrous maw. 

Astounded by the wreckage of this devastating raid 
Smith summoned Mr. Webber, f^^om the garden, to his aid, 
And Webber, Mora’s votary, swift to the rescue came 
And did a deed that long shall fill the echoing trump of 
fame. 

He recognised the elephant wdiom on the previous day 
He "d seen at a menagerie not many miles away ; 


Called him by name and, copying the keeper’s method, led 
The trespasser into a field by walking on ahead. 

Oh, W^EBB ’s a name to conjure with in all aquatic sports 
Or in the composition of Minority Keports, 

But Webber by comparison stands on a higher peak 
For coping with stray elephants who play at hide-and- 
seek. 

For, when it is remembered that the menagerial stafi 
Had vainly scoured the country for two hours and a half, 

It would be gross injustice not to “ make a song about ” 
The prow^ess of this gardener and amateur mahout. 

So, when in future children tell their parents they have seen 
ka elephant in the orchard or a tiger on the green, 

We must not be distrustful of the narratives of youth 
Or harshly castigate them for economy of truth! 

No, rather let us teach them, when elephants break bounds 
Or uninvited tigers intrude on private grounds, 

To address them by their Christian names and, walking on 
before, 

Escort them back, like "Webber, to their proprietor. 
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pranked in gold-laced and epauletted alwaysoblige with, snatches of a popular 
AT THE PLAY. uniforms. There is Protetis the song or a little imitation; and there is 

''The Apple Cart” (Malvern). Premier, known to his colleagues and in the wooden - headed, brazen - tongued 
I SUSPECT the Shavians, an idolatrous council freely addressed as "Joe.” a Poancr^es, the new Minister (Board of 
breed, of a sporting attempt to set up man of marked ability in wrangling, Trade), ardent republican and Jnd- 
at Malvern a shrine which shall rival wangling and wriggling; there is the glovedSovietizer, who arrives in a highly 
that at Stratford, on the ground that a bully and hard drinker, Balbus (Home Bussified get-up, at his belt a formid- 


living is better than a 
dead lion, or at any 
rate may prove to be 
better business. Well, 
and why not ? If any 
one of our playwrights 
deserves a shrine, a 
festival and a museum 
(for that was thrown 
in) it is our G.O.M. of 
the theatre. I thought 
the members of the 
Town Council last 
Sunday wore a com- 
fortable smile as of 
those who put money 
on a right horse — a 
smile discreetly modu- 
lated so as not to 
appear too grossly un- 
sabbatarian. Sunday 
was the day of our pil- 
grimage. An excursion 
train-load of scribbling 
men and women (with 
camp - followers) dis- 
embarked an hour later 




“ The time has come,” said Mi*. Shaw, 

“ To talk of many things, 

Of vetoes and democracies, 

Of apple-carts and Kings.” 

Poicenni&tress-General . . . Miss Eileen Belron. 

Prime Minister Mr. Charles Carson. 

Magnus, King of England . . Mr, Cedric Hardwicke. 

Foreign Secretary Mr. Clifford 3\Iarquand. 

PostmistresS'General .... Miss Dorothy Holmes-Gore. 
President of the Board of Trade Mr. Matthew Boulton. 


able- seeming holster 
in which he keeps his 
pipe. 

A musical -comedy 
setting and outfit, as 
you will perceive. And 
I cannot help thinking 
this a pity, because, 
though clearly delight- 
ing in his own boister- 
ous fun, our author is 
obviously not content 
with merely playing 
the fooL agreeably for 
three hours or so bub 
must perforce present 
his serious arguments, 
put mainly into the 
mouth of his King 
Magnus] and they are 
discounted by the ab- 
surdities and exaggera- 
tions of his setting. 

Premier Joe has 
come to the Cabinet 
with an ultimatum in 
his pocket. The King, 


than the scheduled time under Malvern’s Secretary); there are PZm?/ (Chancellor who has been referring to the Boyal 
lovely hills and was conveyed hurriedly of the Exchequer), Nicobar (Foreign Veto in a recent speech, is given to 
to the Winter Gardens for abbreviated Secretary), who seems to have some understand that not only must he 
junketings and speechmakings before sense, and Crassus (Colonial Secretary), never make such references, but must 
deploying into the pleasant little recon- who may possibly be intended to have never speak in public at all. What, 
structed theatre for the first perform- none; there are the two women mem- not even when "Joe ’’writes his speeches 
ance in England of T/iC CarZ. hers, Lysistrata, the Powermi stress, for him? No, because " Your Majesty 

We are in an England which has suf- keen on her job to the point of hysteria, has a way of unrolling a MS. and wink- 
fered some fifty more years of ing.” Whereupon the King, 

democratic government and « keeping his temper admirably 

democratic progress generally. stupidities, 

The first Act is set in an office coarsenesses, trivialities and 

of the Boyal Palace, and alter f ii|m wanglings of his alleged masters, 

amiable and discursiveexchanges ^ ^ argues the convenience of a con- 

between two of the King's sec- ^ ^ stitutional monarch as the only 

retanes,ofwhich the main theme M\l ^ U barrier against the tyranny of 

is the incurable stupidity of /(/, |' \ m M big business and a useful vehicle 


democratic government and « J 

democratic progress generally. ^ 

The first Act is set in an ^ ^ 

amiable and discursiveexchanges 

retaries, of which the main theme ^ ||^ Jmm j I M 

is the incurable stupidity of /|/||> I'vj /jjjmjjjljln 

most members of the human jl ll\| |i|i|| 

race, there is a meeting of the H||m| |' 

Cabinet. A Labour Cabinet, of 

course — there are now no others, J | 

because (so our author seems to ^ 

say) all the men of brains and 

ambition have gone into big f ^ 

business and the drudgery of ' ' 

government is left in the main LJS HOI SIAMESE (PLATONIC ALLY). 

to under-educated coarse-grained Orinthia Miss Edith Evans. 

second-raters, who try to job .... Mr, Cedric Hardwicice. 

their relatives into office, have 

learnt nothing from the experience of naturally known as Lizzie, and contin- are at 
I fifty years and can be flattered, hood- ually thwarted by the rapacious big-busi- King’s 


for serious remonstrances and 
ukases which popularly elected 
Ministers dare not issue. By 
. first dividing his Cabinet and 
Wj then playing the trump card, 

I® "abdication,” and threatening to 

stand as a Parliamentary Candi- 
date for the Boyal Borough of 
Windsor, he forces the surrender 
of bis Prime Minister, The 
famous ultimatum is torn up — 
the members of the Cabinet, who 
are at heart, for different reasons, 
King’s men and women, being well 


winkedandout-manoeuvredby any very ness corporation, Breakages Limited; satisfied with the result, 
i quiet cultured gentleman like King and i.?7za?i<ia(ilfaw%), the Postmistress, Two interpolations of delightful irrele- 

Mdgnm. who, when things in council or at pol- vance add to the gaiety of this comi- 

Th^ membets of the Cabinet arrive itical meetings begin to get dull will cally bizarre affair. The first (which 
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occupies the whole of the second Act) is 
the interview of King Magnus with the 
voluble egotist, Ormtlua, reputed his 
mistress and therefore not unpopular 
with the crowd. The King hovrever is 
quite happily married to liis faithful, 
gracious and stupid Jemima, and comes 
to Orintliia merely to be amused — an 
arrangement which does not suit that 
lady, who has her eye upon the throne, 
and is besides apparently, to judge from 
her highly reprehensible conduct at 
their interview, by no means as platoni- 
cally minded as the King. 



i-iif 


mi 

I . S • ; f I ' ■ • icTuo 

EMBARRASSED WITH KINDNESS. 

The American Ambassador (Mr. James 
Cabew) announces to the King of Eng- 
land THAT HIS COUNTRY HAS DECIDED TO 

REJOIN THE British Empire. 

The second is the arrival of Ambas- 
sador Vanhattan in the authentic rai- 
ment of the “Uncle Sam” of caricature, 
wdth the staggering news that America, 
the prodigal son, not poor, not penitent, 
but, on the contrary, bursting with 
wealth and full of buck, is coming back 
into the fold, into the British Empire, 
on terms of course, which include the 
transfer of the seat of government to 
Washington, and is quite genuinely 
puzzled that King Magnus does not 
leap at the oliei\ Here was a piece of 
genuinely diverting comedy. 

Clearly The Apple Cart follows no 
known pattern, being none the worse, 
though possibly none the better, for 
that. The long conversations of the 
First Act Iield the attention, and there 
were many jests of excellent flavour — 
some too of an inferior vintage, which 
however were given by the esoteric 
Shavians the tribute of equal applause 
and laughter. 

The chief point of interest is the char- 
acter of the quiet astute King, which 
is admirably worked out under the 


handicap of his having no really serious 
antagonist. Mr. Cedric Hardwicke 
played the part with a sustained con- 
trol W’hich was very effective and con- 
trived to escape monotony. His Kincf 
Magnus was a singularly likeable and 
plausible figure, and both author and 
actor should have full marks for him. 
While the King's part certainly \vas 
cleverly fashioned and helped the actor, 
that ot Orintliia made one think how 
unconvincing it might have been if 
Miss Evans’ glorious flamboyance and 
assumed conviction of merit had not 
been at the author’s service. She was 
given nothing particularly amusing or 
brilliant to say, but almost — I think 
not quite— convinced us that Orintliia 
was indeed a brilliant and amusing 
•creature, fit platonic companion for an 
intelligent man of affairs. 

Space forbids detailed mention of 
many excellent performances, of which 
Mr. Charles Carson’s Premier, Mr. 
James Carew’s Ambassador and Miss 
Barbara Everest's Queen remain clear- 
est in my memory. 

The Apple Cart is an irresponsible 
and not altogether good-natured joke, 
but it is a joke to laugh at and be duly 
grateful for. T. 

“The Show’s the Thing” (Lyceum). 

This excellent revue, after a success- 
ful trial run at the Victoria Palace, has 
moved east to the Lyceum, where it is 
eminently at home. There is an un- 
usual quality about this show. It is 
in some ways cruder than the normal 
W'est-end variety and in some ways 
ruder — though there ’s nothing beyond 
fair comment on a matter of general in- 
terest. Whatever it may lack in conven- 
tional polish and sophistication it more 
than makes up for in life and vigour, 
in sound broad comedy and in a very 
pleasant effect of unselfish team-work. 

The individual work is also first-rate. 
Miss Gracie Fields is in the true 
succession of broad com^iennes, not 
as audacious as Marie Lloyd of happy 
memory but competently and pleas- 
antly vulgar when the occasion calls 
for it; and very versatile. The show 
is good, but it is Miss Gracie Fields 
that is the thing — though I think she 
puts too great a strain upon her strength 
and is obviously over- tired at the end. 
Mr. Archie Pitt, the arch-contriver and 
assembler of the revue, is also a clever 
comedian who gets his amusing effects 
without eff ort. Mr. Tommy Fields is 
an idiot of distinct resource and very 
definite originality. Mr. Edward Chap- 
man, who has made a solid reputation 
in quiet parts in rather drab plays, here 
blossoms into a grotesque comedian as ] 
to the manner born. 

Mr. Harry Milton is a competent 


dancing and walking gentleman in the 
revue mood. Miss Monti By an is a 
dancer of fine accomplishment and amaz- 
ing vitality ; her colleague, Miss Ludlow*, 
performs a feat of virtuosity which has 
to be seen to he believed — a forward 
high-kick which ends with the foot 
raised above and behind the head. 

Add to these principals a chorus 
of comely young ladies with tuneful 
voices and plentiful energy and you 
have all tlie ingredients of a sound 
Lyceum night’s entertainment. The 
ensemble singing was indeed much above 
the West-end average and was particu- 
larly satisfactory in “Copper Blues,” in 
which the whole company appeared as 
policemen, manoeuvred with a sense of 
discipline which might well attract the 
attention of Lord Byng, and sang with 
admirable effect a really tuneful ditty 
invented by Mr. Gordon Courtney, 
maker of the lyrics and che music. 

In “Laugh, Clown, Laugh” Miss 
Gracie Fields gave us that bint of tears 
that is in the true clown’s temperament; 
was irresistible as a half-witted and 
wdiolly insolent substitute for the absent 
maid at a suburban dinner-party, and 
as a harmonium-playing, ballad-singing 
cleaner in a parish-room ; and played with 
great sincerity the part of a disappointed 
young girl in a serious playlet much 
approved by a warm-hearted audience. 





It'; c 4 I j} 
L u a. M 





3IISS Gracie Fields. 

I find it a little difficult to determine 
the precise secret— apart from the genius 
of Miss Fields — of as jolly an enter- 
tainment as I have seen for some time. 
Perhaps a certain rather charming lack 
of sophistication combined with genu- 
ine talent. At any rate I can commend 
it both to the normal and the jaded 
palate. T. 
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THE CAMEL 

As one who is interested both in the 
science of words and in the habits of 
publishers I have been reading wdth 
some perplexity an article which the 
rather naughty French novelist and 
Academician, M. Abel Hermant, has 
contributed to the Figaro. M. Heemant, 
it seems, received from a London pub- 
lisher an offer for an English edition of 
one of his books. Although the terms 
were as contemptible as those tradition- 
ally associated with this class of trades- 
man, the idea seemed to be sound 
enough for the author to make the 
great adventure and cross the Channel 
for a personal interview. 

He was met at Victoria by some 
French friends, who, on hearing that 
he could not lunch with them on the 
morrow because he was lunching with 
the publisher, turned pale and red. 

M. Heemant, laughing at them in the 
nose, demanded the reason for their 
disturbance. 

“Then you don’t know anything 
about Yorkshiremen ? ” they replied. 

“No,” said M. Heemant. “But what 
has that to do with it? ” 

“Your publisher,” they said, “is a 
native of York, and there isn’t in the 
\vhole United Kingdom — not since Ire- 
land became a Free State — a man who 
uses such uncontrollable language.” 

“That won’t worry me,” said M, Her- 
MANT. “No one can beat me at that, as 
any Paris cab-driver can tell you. No 
Yorkshire publisher can frighten me. 
Let them all come ” — or words to this 
effect. I translate very freely. 

It was none the less decided that it 
wouldn’t do for M. Heemant, who 
knows little English, to lunch alone 
with this terrible Barabbas, who knows 
little French, and so one of the friends 
went along as an interpreter and, if 
needful, peacemaker. 

But in spite of all precautions the 
meal began badly, the publisher waving 
away the ho7*s d'oauwe with the ^vord 
“ Nonsense ! ” 

In the same tone M. Heemant, who, 
I suppose, liked the look of the hors 
cVmivre, told him that such behaviour 
made him to shrug the shoulders ; and 
doubtless shrugged them. 

The publisher replied that M. Hbr- 
MANT was an idiot, stupid, ridiculous 
and grotesque, but stopped when he 
saw his guest lift the carafe and pre- 
pare to bring it down on his Yorkshire 
skull. “That’s very rude of you,” he 
said. 

“After such language,” M, Heemant 
comments, “the word ‘rude’ seemed 
almost a compliment ” ; but the inter- 
preter was eager to inform him that he 
must not put too serious a construction 

on the other epithets, for there is “a 
wide gulf between an idiot in France 
and an idiot in England.” 

“None the less,” says M. Heemant, 
“I had the insolence to reply that if 
the publisher did not withdraw them I 
should deliver him a blow of the foot.” 

M. Heemant did not, however, on this 
occasion say “the publisher,”* but “ that 
camel there” — and here we come to 
the clou of the story, for at the word 

chameati,'' which in the streets of 
Paris is so provocative an insult, the pub- 
lisher melted into smiles and affability. 

“In England,” he said with tender- 
ness, “‘camel’ is a word of affection, 
of intimate friendship.” 

“And,” concludes the novelist, “he 
went on to concede me such terms as I 
should not, without this stroke of luck, 
have dared to .ask. In fact I made an 
excellent bargain.” < 

Such is the story, which M. Heemant 
entitles “York Pudding” ; and it is not 
unnatural that a reader interested as I 
am both in the science of words and in 
the habits of publishers should find it 
puzzling. Two questions demand an 
answer : — 

(1) Who is the Loudon publisher from 
York whose approach to distinguished 
foreign authors with whom he wishes to 
do business is so gauche and forbidding? 

(2) Since when has “camel ” been an 
English term of endearment ? 

E.V.L. 

THE COMIC STRIP. 

THEim seems to be a widespread be- 
lief that when I am told anything which 
mildly surprises me I fall suddenly 
backwards and lie supine as though 
stunned. I wish to state that this belief 
is totally without foundation. 

The English, we are told, are an un- 
demonstrative people. Visible signs of 
mental conflict are in this country 
rigorously suppressed, whereas on the 
Continent they are proudly displayed 
an d even emphasised by violent gestures. 
Unless he is acting for the films, the 
Englishman receives sudden news with 
a more or less unmoved expression of 
countenance. When he is told a joke he 
keeps his laughter under contiol. How- 
ever execrable the joke may be it hardly 
ever causes him to throw himself furi- 
ously to the ground, bite the carpet in a 
frenzy and ultimately lapse into uncon- 
sciousness. This being so, how do we 
explain the English comic strip ? 

The typical English comic strip con- 
sists of a series of simple line drawings 
depicting a short scene in the lives of 
two or more ordinary men or women. 
It may be that one ordinary man is 
telling another ordinary man a funny 
story. He will be bending forward 
with the zeal of the narrator and his 

hearer will be gazing at him with an 
expression of humorous expectancy un- 
til the last picture, when the point of the 
story is reached; but here the second 
man will be shown prostrate on the 
ground with his eyes closed, while thin 
wavy lines have been drawn proceeding 
from his head to suggest the liberation 
of large quantities of steam. It is to be 
assumed that the ending of his friend’s 
story surprised him somewhat. The 
very least that can occur to him will 
be a sudden upw^ard movement of his 
bowler-hat, its place being taken by 
a large exclamation-mark. 

I look upon myself as an ordinary 
man, but even at the termination of the 
most surprising story my bowler-hat 
has never manifested any inclination to 
►do this. 

Let us turn now to the contemplation 
of the same joke as it would appear 
should it be printed — which it shortly 
will be — in one of the Continental 
humorous papers, say, Le Ha-Ha 
(Paris). It will be reproduced, denuded 
of every superfluous word, beneath a 
small pen-drawing, denuded of every 
superfluous line, of two men with 
circular heads gazing away from each 
other with expressions of concentrated 
gloom. Neither would seem to be in 
the least affected by t b e story wh ich gave 
such a painful shock to the emotional 
Englishman in the comic strip. There 
is not a stray exclamation-mark to be 
discerned anywhere in the picture. It 
might be used above any other joke, 
and indeed has been more than once. 

There seems no reason for supposing 
that our artists set out deliberately to 
misrepresent their countrymen ; we are 
therefore forced to the conclusion that 
the Englishman is so highly-strung as 
to be rendered unconscious by the sud- 
den revelation of the point of a joke he 
has very possibly heard before, while 
every Frenchman is supplied with nerves 
of steel and a face of granite, and never 
moves his hands above the elbow-level, 
except possibly to scratch his ear. 

Nevertheless the statement I made in 
my opening paragraph as to my gift of 
self-restraint is literally true. I think 

I must have a good deal of French blood 
in me. 

Things As They Should Be. 

“ 95 of an inch of rain fell at Blnhherhonses, 
where the principal Leeds reservoirs are situ- 
ated.” 

“Will China Give Way?” 

Daily Pa^er, 

Our Mary Jane says “Yes.” 

“Pinal Test at The Oval, 

Hobbs gave short leg a cat.” 

Liverpool Paper. 

A less considerate man would have sold 
him a pup. 





Mr. ALFRED NOYES. 


Go round to Hanover Terrace at any time, at any time, 

But preferably at lilac-time when Spring is running wild — 

You 11 find him making measures flow in singing rhyme, in singing rhyme, 
Like crystal waters from “ the well of English undefiled.” 


MR. PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES,— CII. 
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HINTS TO HOLIDAY-MAKERS: HOW TO BE DIFFERENT. 

Take youe fkothiest confections to North Berwick. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. PimcKs Stajf of Learned Clerks.) 

EnOountering the sequel to Egg JPandervil without any 
preliminary introduction, I am bound to admit that my first 
(but not my last) impression was one of Hugh Walpole and 
water. The humour and pathos of lower-middle-class small- 
boyhood in a provincial town are shoals on which many 
a good outgoing barque has been stranded, and I am not 
sure that the touches of realistic squalor with which Mr. 
Gerald Bullett tries to substantiate the somewhat senti- 
mental opening of Nicky, Son of Egg (Heinemann), are 
particularly helpful. Certain intrusions of realism are apt 
to give a more “literary ” air to fiction than any excess 
of romance. The romantic attitude, with its glamorous 
reticences, is, after all, the usual attitude of simple people, 
and Mr. Bullett has, I think, been wise to attune his out- 
look very largely to that of his Pandervils — father, son and 
daughter-in-law. Such dep^jitures as the confidences of 
the maid Sleeiia (more or less taken in adultery by the 
youthful Nicky) strike me as a concession to literary con- 
vention ; and so do the belated and sophisticated maternal 
cravings of Jane (Mrs. Nicky) when Nicky proposes to join 
up. For Nicky's idyll — which is Egg’s and Jane’s too — ^is 
shattered by the War, and Mr. Bullett’ s real strength is 
displayed when he allows the gross horrors of the catastrophe 
to overwhelm the innocent little edifice of happiness the 
three have created. The acquisition of Nicky’s farm, 
engineered by the open-handed and eccentric Uncle Algy\ 
his courtship of Jane, with the dreads and hopes it inspires 
in his father ; the essential righteousness of his failure to 
adapt his mind^to the horrible futility to which he devotes 


his body — these are the triumphs, both of discernment and 
expression, of an unequal but well-meditated novel. 

Times and costumes have changed since Mary Stuart 
and her ladies horrified the preachers of Edinburgh by 
riding to the Tolbooth with tassels on their skirts; and 
changed too since the same preachers, in sermons which 
might extend to three hours, or might in the weakness of 
the flesh be sustained for no more than two, could deflect 
the course of Scottish history by the strength of their pulpit 
thunders. In John Knox (Gape), Mr.EnwiN Muir, advancing 
his hostile opinion under a veil of cool sarcasm, laughs at 
the thunders, makes light of the preachers, and indeed shows 
but little respect for Scotland, at any rate for the Scotland 
of Calvinism. Being much too wary to be trapped into 
a definite defence of the Queen who introduced foreign 
soldiers to subdue her own subjects, or any other of the 
shifty treacherous crowd of Knox’s opponents, Mr. Muir is 
content to dealmainly with psychological values, appreciating 
Knox as one who found his escape from the contradictions 
involved in the workings of an “inferiority complex” and 
the necessity to deny its existence by charging to the 
Almighty failures which he easily persuaded himself could 
not be laid to his own account. This modernist conception 
may make the great denouncer appear a little touched with 
weaknesses common to humanity, but he is clearly shown — 
even, it seems at times, against the author’s inclination — as 
a man who was something more than a man, as an instru- 
ment driven without remorse or relenting to an inevitable 
purpose. He was remorseless first of all to himself, and 
the purpose was unceasingly transcendental. On the whole, 
I think Scotland stands where it did. 
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Olivee Maetin, I seem to detect, 

Has a liking for retrospect ; 

And I agree that it ’s fun to grope 
With a sort of historical microscope 
In times that are not remote enough 
To carry the label of costume stuff. 

A very good year for the game to start in 
Is eighteen-ninety, says Oliyee Maetin ; 
So in Middle Distance (which Benn 
brings out) 

He takes us back to the day (about) 
When Bujrns was bursting with 
Labour’s wrongs 

x^nd nice young ladies sang drawing- 
room songs. 

He shows us a family poor as mice, 
Moie or less “county,” prim, precise, 
And tumbles the daughter in love with 
one 

Who ’s rich but simply a tradesman’s 
son. 

But there, you must read the book to see 
How very misguided such folk could be. 








■ m 


■ It is odd to discover that Sussex, sub- Mjfl 

jected for the last score or so of years — ^ l|CI / '^\ *1 It fr/la \ ^ 'i ' 

to the literary exploitation of the re- ^ j| j l i* 

fined, was noted in the eighteenth — 'I ! 1.^— -T At' 

century for its coarseness. A Sussex l;j R' \ t li' 

enthusiast, Mr. Abthue J. Eees, has ill n\h \ .j! 

proclaimed his county second to none .i ' !l \ 

in “an age of the flesh and of plain- ^ I \ \V ^4 ^31'"’- 

speaking,” and supported his assertion -3' !* ^ )3 ' ' iXW 

by evidence hitherto unpublished or M j! 

difficult of access — chiefly selections ^ mm ' ‘il 

from memoirs of the period, with side- 1 1 f Iffl I , f| 7 

lights from its news-sheets. Gross very | I I M * i 

often as a Gillray cartoon, Old Siissex ^ '2_ \ f I 19 _ 1 I 

and Her Diarists (La.ne) were at least '^^n^^H:^A/i£lJL 

devoid of subterfuge. If too much perry 

rendered a parson unable to cope with , ,j, i 

family prayers- he did not hedge behind j | j * j ' 

a complex but apologised like a gentle- ij ii 1 

man. The original Georgian endured I ’ 

with a fortitude greater than our own “Look, Bert I Comes from India, don’t he? Isn’t he interested in 

the scurvy, gout, scrofula or leprosy that the sea? I dessay it’s the first time he’s ever seen it.” 

followed on his gorging and potations, . — .:i.- • - t- — ,-:■■■■ , : .i. . 

and was no more, if equally, credulous of the quacks who Knister chooses his phrases with such loving care that no 
pretended to relieve him. He put up with taxes for the reader can afford to miss a line of him. There seems little 
French wars, and not only died in defiance of tolls on doubt that he has modelled himself upon Miss Susan Glas- 
death but got born in despite of birth-duties. His sports pell, who is a dangerous -writer to follow ; Aliss Glaspell 
were hardly cruder, though I admit he hunted a bitch badger has her own methods of keeping the reader’s interest, and 
for fifteen miles and brought it home in a sack to he baited, even those fail at times. Mr. Knister cannot hope to be so 
Whether squire, parson or lawyer — and Mr. Ekes has successful, and I found many .passages in this book wdiere 
diarists of all sorts — he was a vigorous if j)rimitive spirit, weariness overcame me. The story is little enough to tell. 
His jottings are full of amusing — among it a recipe Diehard Milne left his Canadian home farm as a youth to 

for the Man in the Moon’s cold plum-porridge, a horrible carve out his future with his pen. ^ This was very easily I 
compound of beef -broth, “pruants” and sack. My own done, and in a few years he made himself entirely indepen- 
luekiest dip (into the delightfully-illustrated diary of Coun- dent. He then returned to the old home for the purpose of 
seller Burrell) brought up a characteristically Georgian seeing i[dZaLei/ieyz,\vhom he had once loved in a boy-and-girl 
system for grading carp : “ small fish, sizable, middling, friendship. He finds Ada still at home and, as she tells 


large, very large, noble and vast.” 


him, utterly unable to move. Her father and her mother have 
had a deadly quarrel and wdll not speak. She has therefore 


White Narcissus (Cape) is a first novel by Mr. Eaymond to stay at home and act as a go-betw-een. Bichard Milne, 
Knister, a young Canadian. In mere words this book is recognising that she still loves him, pleads with her earnestly 
barely half the length of an English novel but it took me to leave her father and mother and come away with him and 
just as long to read. I intend this as a compliment. Mr. be his wife. She firmly refuses. The argument continues 
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throughout the book until pursuer and pursued are both al- 
most prostrate. Ada Lethen in fact is so exhausted that she 
is led to make what must surely be the most unhumorous re- 
mark in fiction. Richard, having surprised a confession of 
love from her, pleads the more passionately that she shall 
leave her parents and go with him ; she replies, Oh, Eichard, 
and when I tell you I do love you you are not satisfied.” 
And now what in Canada, Mr. Knister, is a sigmoid smile? 
I have practised smiling in turn like all the forms of the Greek 
sigma, and the result was invariably ghastly. 

Mrs. Allen Harker has made so many romances of happy 
nurseries and comfortable homes that it is difficult to regard 
her as a novelist with any purpose but that of entertainment. 
Hitherto she has given us the impression of having been led 
by her characters down paths 
of their own choosing; but the 
people in her new book, Black 
Jack JSoicse (Murray), are too 
obviously subservient to the 
theme ; they hurry on their 
forced ways like the quick- 
steppers of the screen. John 
Stanley, an architect, rushes 
into love with a girl whom he 
watches from his window and 
who is always accompanied by 
two small children. Helped 
by a most obliging coincidence, 
he becomes a lodger in a house 
kept by her aunt. Mwii, the 
girl, avoids him, but the first 
time he is alone with her he 
proposes. She tells him that 
one of the little girls is her 
illegitimate child by a man who 
was killed in the War. This 
does not daunt John, though 
he insists that his parents shall 
not be told about the child, 
whom he detests because she 
inherits enough of her father’s 
breeding to make him feel in- 
ferior whenever be is with her. 

After the wedding John and 
Mimi go abroad for some 
months, and the rest of the 
book is devoted to Faith, the 
child, who is foisted on to her 
great-aunt. The author tries 
to point a moral by showing 
the misery caused by people who refuse to shoulder their 
burdens ; but this is smothered by the leniency she shows 
to her characters, who are neatly and comfortably pigeon- 
holed in the last chapters. Mrs. Harker is not at her best in 
this rather provoking book ; may she soon introduce us again 
to the kind of people we like to meet and she knows so well ! 

Mr. Henry H. B>ooii^^'HDeejp-SeaBiibhles; or. The Cruise 
of the ‘^Amia Lombard ” (Benn), describes a whaling voyage 
taken by the author as third mate of a vessel chartered by 
a party of German scientists for the purpose of collecting 
pure spermaceti for medicinal uses. So far, so good. It 
must be admitted that the sperm whale has already enjoyed 
rather more than his due share of literary publicity. But 
such a.n expedition ought still to provide enough interesting 
material for more than one good deep-sea yarn. Unfortun- 
ately, however, in the words of the publishers’ ingenuous 
admission, *^we do not know whether to call this extra- 


ordinary book fiction or autobiography ” ; and ifc might be 
added that this ambiguous quality, which is present in a 
good many narratives of the salty sort, in no case adds to 
their value whether as fact or fancy. There is no denying 
that it is an extraordinary book, and that the Anna Lom- 
bard must have been an extraordinary ship. I might 
have been prepared to accept as possible, if not probable, 
the presence of a potential crowned head as mate of this 
remarkable vessel; but I am bound to say that I was con- 
strained to jib violently when confronted with a second 
exiled Eoyalty as her chief steward. Least of all can I 
accept the stilted verbiage in which this preposterous ship’s 
company are in the habit of addressing each other. This 
tendency to overdo things is present all through the book, 
and makes it curiously irritating reading ; the more so 

because one feels that, if Mr. 
Bootes would only tell a 
straight tale without trim- 
mings, he has probably some- 
thing worth while to say. 

Of the four stories in The 
Maracot Deep (Murray) the 
shortest is by far the best. 
''TheDisintegratingMachine,” 
both in conception and treat- 
ment is delicious, and “When 
the World Screamed ” justifies 
the sonorous title that Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle has 
given to it. But “The Story 
of Spedegue’s Dropper” is 
really more ridiculous than 
amusing, and had I not a dim 
recollection that Sir Arthur 
once lost his wicket while hit- 
ting at a ball deliberately 
aimed to drop on the top of 
the stumps, I should have been 
even more surprised by such a 
fantastic yarn from a sound 
player of the greatest of games. 
The story that gives the book 
its name and occupies nearly 
two-thirds of it is imaginative 
and wonderful, but for brilliance 
not to be compared with “The 
Disintegrating Machine.” 


Taking Eulalia, a little re- 
public in Latin America, for the 
scene of To-morrow Never Comes (Haerap), Mr. E. L. Dupeus 
makes pretty play with the natives and with various 
foreigners who for official or commercial reasons (and some- 
times for both) were living in that most happy-go-lucky 
country. Blood might and did flow freely in Eulalia ; Presi- 
dents might be murdered and revolutions occur ; but such 
events did not stop Eulalians from keeping sacred their 
hour of siesta or from making love. Mr. Dupfus has a real 
gift for farcical comedy and this tale is genuinely amusing. 
It is right to add, however, that the inhabitants of Eulalia 
paid so little attention to morals that their methods of 
love-making may shock the dwindling numbers of those who 
retain any vestige of Puritanism. 


“Calshot (Hampshire), Thursday. Heavy lorries liimberini into 
Oalshot Air Station to-day brought the first two Italian seaplanes . . 

Evening Standard. 

This is what comes of having Mussolini as a contributor. 






j|^ ^ 


Barber. “How would you like your hair, Sir?” 
Customer. “Like yours.” 
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CHARIVARiA. 

A PARAGRAPHiST was Surprised to 
seo a Breton onion-seller outside a Pall 
Mall club the other day. We should 
have been more surprised if he had 
been seen inside. 

We are reminded that the earliest 
canals in England, one of which is still 
navigable, were made by the Eomans. 
Latin, however, has had comparatively 
little influence on Bargese. 

:Jc 

Judge Kalisch, of New York, likes 
grocers as jurymen, because of their 
well-balanced minds. They weigh the 
evidence without the wrapper. 

A gossip- writer mentions an Irish 
doctor who has opened a motor-garage. 
It is said that he has a 
good roadside manner. 

A glut of melons in 
Hungary threatens a 
slump, but confidence 
is felt that, when this 
is realised, there won’t 
be a dry ear in Thanet. 

A leading comedian 
declares that he once 
earned three pounds a 
week in a pierrot com- 
pany. We don’t doubt 
that he was worth it. 

In view of the agita- 
tion by Nationalist ex- 
tremists for the return 
of Cleopatra’s Needle 
and other relics of 
Egyptian antiquity, 
satisfaction is felt that 
ardent Egyptologists were dissuaded 
from removing the Pyramids to this 
country. -i 

A magistrate protests that motor- 
cars on the Brighton road travel as fast 
as the trains on the Southern Railway. 
Yet the Southern Railway has never 
been suspected of speed-mania. 


General Dawes listening attentively to 
the bagpipes gives rise to the belief that 
the question of restricting their use in 
warfare is under consideration. 

We gather from the illustrated papers 
that wrestling as practised at Lakeland 
sports has some resemblance to that 
interesting feature of the Highland 
Games, tossing the clansman.” 

Y\/’e see it suggested that Ealine, 
daughter of Hobsa, gave her name to 
Ealing. Historians agree that one of 
the first interests of the invading Jutes 
was the development of the suburbs. 

The male gorilla, according to a Times 
article, is harmless and peaceable unless 
he is disturbed during an afternoon 
nap, when he will savagely attack the 


intruder. Nothing enrages him more 
than being roused from a siesta by 
callers interested in the Darwin theory. 

A policeman’s truncheon which broke 
over a man’s head vras found to be 
affected by dry-rot. Similarly it is some- 
times alleged that policemen’s heads 
are liable to be affected by the ravages 
of the death-watch beetle. 


Newspaper -writers are complaining 
of the high prices paid by professional 
football teams for players. Referees, 
on the other hand, fetch very little even 
when they are almost new. 

A five-year-old boy of Paris has been 
in a trance for ten days and the only 
movement noticed is that of his eyelids. 
As he isn’t a chess-player we think a 
doctor should be called in. 

A man recently lost his wallet con- 
taining eight pounds whilst on the 
swings at a fair. We understand that 
he failed to get it back on the round- 
abouts. 

The Sheffield police are to be taught 
grammar. It is said that burglars feel 
their position very acutely when being 
arrested by a policeman 
who splits his infini- 
tives. 

A gardener named 
Hall, of Addlestone, 
who has just celebrated 
his golden wedding, 
attributes his health 
and old age to con- 
stant bard work. Theie 
is always a catch some- 
where. 

“One has to visit 
Palestine to know what 
it isreally like,” declares 
a leader- writer. Isn’t 
this rather a slur on 
the picture-postcard 
industry ? 

i'fi 

It is suggested that 
the temporary appro- 
priation of other people’s motor-cars 
for the purpose of joy-rides should be 
made a penal offence. Stealing a ride 
certainly sounds worse than just steal- 
ing a march. ... ... 

A giant new dahlia has been named 
“ Daily Mail ” owing to its great growth. 
It is now up to Lord Rothermere to 
re-name his paper The Dahlia MaiL 



S:peed Fiend, “ I SAY, SURELY YOU ’RE NOT GOIXG TO SIT LIKE THAT ? ” 

The Lady, “ I always travel vteth my back to the engine.” 


The qualification for membership of 
the newly-formed Centenarian Club, it 
is announced, is not the attainment of 
the age of a hundred years, but the 
aspiration to attain it. We ourselves are 
thinking of putting up for the Junior 
Centenarian. 

Sun-bathers are warned by a medical 
writer that the appearance of freckles 
is a danger-signal. Another danger- 
signal is the appearance of a policeman. 

ij: iji 

The publication of a photograph of 


Attention is drawn to the fact that 
Kiugsway has not required taking up 
for twenty-five years. And what is 
even more remarkable is that it has 
not been taken up. 

- * jjc * 

A news item states that Habibullah 
Khan has decreed that anybody who 
mentions the name of his rival, Nadir 
Khan, shall be publicly nailed to a wall 
by his ears and then bl6wn from a gun.* 
We are left wondering what Habibul- 
lah would do for an encore. 


British drama is in a very had way,” 
says an American critic. We welcome 
the cheery optimism of this statement. 
So many people say it ’s dead. 

Worms have had to go so deep down 
for moisture, owing to the drought, that 
the early birds have bad to get up 
earlier than ever. 

Wasps, we are toid, are most trouble- 
some at the latter end of the summer. 
And at the latter end of the wasps too. 
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SUPPORTABLE WIRELESS. 

Not long ago someone pulled the com- 
munication cord in a railway-carriage 
because a fellow-passenger insisted on 
using a portable wireless set. He has 
my sympathy. The man who pulled the 
cord, I mean. I very nearly pulled one 
in a train between Berwick and Edin- 
burgh the other day, before the infernal 
music-box had started, too. But it was 
perhaps better that I didn’t. 

After a hot and worrying day in Ber- 
wick, where I had to attend a meeting, 
I caught with an effort an afternoon 
train to Edinburgh. I had no time to 
wash my hands and face or wet my 
throat. The train was packed. I stum- 
bled into a compartment full of Ameri- 
cans. Pop was there, and Sadie, and 
Auntie, and the Pumpernickel girls from 
Oshkosh and two racksful. Pop lifted 
a portable wireless set to make room for 
me. My seat caught the full glare of the 
afternoon sun. 

Pop’s fingers drummed on the top of 
his p.w.s., which was on his knees (there 
was no room elsewhere), and be looked 
inquiringly at me. I glared at him and 
resolved to spring for the cord if there 
was any nonsense. Just then Sadie asked 
me if we went past Dryhurgh Abbey. 

I grumped out a negative. Her sweet 
eyes continued to rest on me, however, 
and, as Auntie seemed to be topograph- 
ically interested, I thawed a little and 
volunteered some guide-book informa- 
tion. 

‘‘This is the coast route,” I said. 
“ You should have taken the old Mid- 
land route from St. Pancras to see the 
Scott country. We are just crossing 
the Border now. Yes, England actually 
extends north of the Tweed hei'e. We 
are now in Berwickshire, so called be- 
cause it contains neither Berwick nor ^ 

North Berwick ” And a whole lot 

of interesting stuff like that. . Auntie ' 
was tickled to death about it all. The 
Pumpernickel girls were pudding-faced 
and unintelligent. Sadie was charming, 
and her questions were wise and her’ 
comments witty. I felt I had to go on. 
After all it was better to hear my own 
voice than the Children’s Hour from 
Dundee or a horticultural talk from 
Hamburg. 

Two good paragraphs of guide-book 
I gave them about every village we 
passed. Some of it was quite true. I 
used to live in Berwickshire. I told 
them the story of the Bride of Lammer- 
moor. That took us nearly to Dunbar. 
Pop’s fingers were still fiddling with 
the catch so I enlarged on the battle of 
Dunbar. The disposition of the Scottish 
forces. The disposition of the English 
forces. Then my throat gave. 

“An’ who was this Oliver Cram- 

WELL, anyhow ? ” asked Pop. J ust then 
Sadie caught a glimpse of the Bass Eock 
and wanted to know all about the cute 
little island. I gurgled, spluttered and 
began again. I gave them geology, 
geography, literary references, history, 
and et-ceteras. History found us ap- 
proaching Drem. “ And would you 
believe, Sadies and gentlemen,” I con- 
tinued huskily, “the Bass Eock was 
the last bit of British territory to hold 
out for the Stuarts after the revolution 
of 1886, I mean 1688 ? It held out for 
three years. It was on that occasion 
that the exiled James II. made his famous 
remark to Louis XIY. : ‘ Grande etoffe, 
ce Bass.' And the witty French mon- 
arch immediately replied, ‘ C'est magni- 
figue, mais ce n'estfas la gtierre.' ” 

Looking round wearily for a little 
appreciation, I found Sadie yawning 
and Auntie and the poor relations fast 
asleep. Pop was regarding me with a 
horn-rimmed twinkle. 

“Say, Bo,” he said, “your line of 
talk sure gets me dry. Same as it does 
you. Why cain’t you stop an’ let ’s 
have a toon on the old distillery.” 

He undid the catch. I was too ex- 
hausted to reach the cord. He pulled 
down the front of the box and disclosed 
a miniature bar 1 

“ Here ’s a bottle of the real stuff,” 
he said, “a siphon of soda, a bottle of 
cocktail mixture for the young ladies 
an’ some soft stuff for Auntie. All 
compact an* comfortin’. Sadie calls it 
my potable set. I wanted to celebrate 
our entry into bonny .Scahtland,” he 
continued, handing out glasses, “ but I 
kind of didn’t like to interrupt your dis- 
course. But we ’ve still time to drink 
all our vurry good healths. How would 
you like your song and dance, Sir — solo 
or duet ? ” 

“Duet,” I gasped from am aching 
throat. “ Half whisky and half soda. 
With plenty of soda. God bless you. 
Vive VAm&riq'ue ! ” 

Maintainm^ the Good Old Traditions. 

‘^Bkieland’s Intelligence Staff, equally alert, 
was fully aware of the proposed attack on Salis- 
bury, and had made elaborate preparations to 
rest.” — Daily Paper. 

“ What is claimed to be the longest non-stop 
railway journey ever made has, states ‘ Modern 
Transport,’ been accomplished in South Africa, 
where a Beardmore Diesel -electric engine 
hauled a special train from Buenos Ayres to 
Cipolletti. . . — Daily Paper. 

It must have been a great temptation 
to stop at Johannesburg. 

‘^The vessel is 527 feet in length by 67ft. 
beam and is designed to carry a deadvreight of 
about 7,000 tons on a moderate draught of 
water.” — Newcastle Paper. 

Mr. Punch wishes that his car would 
practise this teetotal frugality. 

CULTURE AND SALESMANSHIP. 

[In the view of most of the speakers at tbo 
Drapers’ Chamber of Trade Summer School, 
held at Balliol, public schoolboys, soaked in 
the Classics, refinement and cultuie, lacking 
in “punch,” and having on the whole too 
good an opinion of themselves, are totally 
unsuited for the requirements of the retail 
trade.] 

Thouoh famous for their collars, 

So very large and fine, 

As hosiers Eton scholars 

So far have failed to shine; 

But, soaked in Classic dramas. 

How could their brains compare 
With those who call pyjamas 
“ Distinctive slumber* wear ” ? 

The elegant Etonian 

May feel within him surge 

The impulse Apollonian, 

The Dionysian urge ; 

Edit a daily paper 

Or as proconsul prance, 

But as a West-End draper 

He hasn’t got a chance. 

The legends of the Tiber, 

The lore of ancient Greece, 

Don’t lend him mental fibre 

Or make his wealth increase ; 

For, though from grammars gleaning 
The proper use of wy, 

He does not grasp the meaning 

That every flapper knows. 

Some laud the simple dalesman 

Far from the city’s roar, • 

But oh ! the perfect salesman 
Impresses me far more, 

Who, with a will undying 

To perish or succeed, 

Deludes us into buying 

The things we do not need. 

Oh ! wonderful is Balliol 

In her new-fangled guise, 

Where Gallic and Gamaliel 

And Croesus fraternise. 

And where the enlightened hosier, 
Whom Lindsay entertains, 

' Suggests a richer, rosier 

Career for boys of brains. 

For, while this new vocation 

The dreaming don dismays, 

Oxford finds consolation 

From lights of other days ; 

Christ Church was Wolsey’s college ; 

In Balliol Lindsay rules ; 

And Linsey-Woolsey knowledge 

May save the Oxford schools. 

“There will be orchestral selections each 
aftornooii and evening ; a contingent of girls 
will he at work ffowcr-inaking, and dainty teas 
and refreshments will bo served at moderate 
prices, all cmwfy cmfwypshrdl cmfwyp shr 
Idhu hhhm cmfwyp slirdlu shrdlu shrdl 
ushrdlu mbmm the profits of which go to the 
benefit of the girls.” — Somerset Paper. 

With Etaoin away on his holiday, 
Shrdlu appears to be working overtime. 
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A YOEKSHIEE STONEWALLEE. 

John Bull {to the White Hope of our L.S.D. Team). “WELL PLAYED! 

Mr. Snowden. “I WANTED THE HDNDEED." 

John Bull. “WELL, EIGHTY-THEBE’S PEETTY USEFUL. ANYHOW, IT’S A LOT 
MOEB THAN THEY AIEANT YOU TO GET.” 
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Visitor (Imping her end up) > “My ancestors were all killed in the Wars of the Koses. Indeed for some 

GENERATIONS THE FAMILY WAS EXTINCT.” 


THE UNENCUMBERED FEE SIMPLE. 

V. — ^The Telephone. 

OxjR village of Harstead has no 
church, pub or post-office, for all of 
which one must walk a mile to the 
neighbouring village of South Downing. 
For all other material necessaries of 
life — the spiritual and spirituous being 
provided for as above— we either apply 
to Mr, Lowpark, who has never yet 
been known to express inability to fill an 
order, even if he has to buy it retail 
from a rival ; or else vans deliver from 
the South Downing emporium or even 
from the nearby town of Midfield. 

One such of these called on us the 
other day and Frances ordered some 
country butter. As you know, country 
butter is difficult to get in a country 
village anywhere within sixty miles of 
London, just as it is impossible to 
obtain fish at a fishing village unless 
there is a sudden glut, which may go, 
and often ha-s gone, bad. Frances 
wanted the butter for tea, and it should 
have been delivered by motor-van at 
two o'clock, but by three o’clock it had 
not come. So, as during the van- 
driver’s cheery conversation he had let 
slip that hisfirm—“ Vane’s”— was on the 


’phone, I was despatched down the 
village to use this convenience. 

Are you certain there is a ’phone in 
Harstead ? ” I asked. We had not yet 
got a line on all the village facilities ; 
and besides I had just stabilised myself 
comfortably in a deck-chair. 

You ’re simply being lazy ! ” accused 
Frances. “There must be a ’phone in 
the village. Look at all the telegraph- 
wires ! ” 

I looked at them and then closed my 
eyes the better to visualise telephones 
and things. . . . 

“ Well, hurry up ! ” ordered Frances. 

I got up reluctantly. “ Where do I 
begin to look ? ” I asked, 

“Don’t be helpless. Where you 
begin to look or to ask for anything in 
this village — at Lowpark’s, of course. 
Go on ! . . . ” 

When I arrived at Mr. Lowpark’s 
he sold me a packet of chocolate and 
booked an order for coal, a garden-rake 
and a new type of paraffin-lamp. After 
this he confessed that he had no ’phone. 
So I cancelled my (or rather his) order 
for the lamp, as being the least I could 
do to signify my opinion of his defici- 
ency,’ and, eating my chocolate at him 
i in a defiant manner, I asked where I 


could ’phone. He said that sometimes 
in cases of urgency old Colonel Blood- 
Day onet up at Cawnpore Cottage let 
people use his instrument. 

Country butter for Frances being 
obviously a case of urgency, I moved 
off to Cawnpore Cottage. As I neared 
the place, however, I began to have 
doubts. It seemed rather an enormity 
to sail up to a stranger’s front-door with 
the purpose of haranguing the local 
tradespeople on his telephone. Especi- 
ally as I observed, now I was in the 
drive, that preparations for a sort of 
garden-party were in hand. Especially 
as retired military colonels were notori- 
ously hot-tempered. Especially as a 
man who could inflict on a small country 
house a name like “ Cawnpore Cottage ” 
was capable of even more drastic action 
if aroused. Especially as, now I was 
at the front-door, I could see kukris and 
things hanging conveniently in the 
hall. In short, the butter seemed far 
less urgent. 

I decided I wouldn’t trouble him, and 
discovered by the time I had reached 
this decision that I was back at the 
drive gates. In the doorway behind me 
a leather- faced man-servant had ap- 
peared and, standing properly at ease, 
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was regarding me with a malignant stare 
that he had no doubt found very effect- 
ive on the North-West Frontier. 

When safely out of range I made 
inquiries of an ancient yokel who de- 
finitely had heard of “ they noo-fangled 
tellyfoons,” and then of a younger one 
who thought that a house just outside 
the village occasionally let people ‘‘use 
their machine.” I ascertained that he 
was not thinking of a gramophone by 
mistake, and set off. 

The house just outside the village 
(incidentally about half-a-mile out) had 
recently, I learned, had its *phone re- 
moved because it didn’t pay. Personally 
I didn’t wonder. They told me that a 
little way on, towards the next village, 

I should find one, and gave directions. 

I thanked them and started on a brisk 
walk. 

A quarter-of-an-hour later, and with 
another failure behind me, I was enter- 
ing the next village, still in pursuit of 
my telephone. Imaginary bells were 
ringing in my ears ; shadowy receivers 
dangled invitingly before my eyes. 

Oh yes, said a youth, there was a 
’phone in the post-office, but that was 
out on the other side of the village. 

I could see now that this telephone 
'svas a myth — a sheer Will-o’-the-wisp. 
It would no doubt vanish into smoke 
as soon as I touched it. I said I didn’t 
believe in post-offices any longer, and 
the youth, really helpful, pointed out 
that there was a “ You-may-telephone- 
from-here ” sign much nearer ; in fact, 
in the shop at the corner, the one j ust 
by the “ Galleon ” Inn. 

I thanked him and sped on. I 
charged into the shop and asked hastily 
for the use of their ’phone belore it 
should be removed. Then I looked up 
Vane’s number, got my pennies ready 
and spoke. 

“ South Downing Ten,” I said, firmly 
gripping the receiver for fear of eleventh- 
hour magic. 

“ Yes. What number? ” 

“ Soitth Doioning Ten'' 

“But what number are you want- 
ing?” 

“South Downdtg Ten.” 

“You are South Downing Ten. 
What number do you require, please ? ” 

I put the receiver down and went 
out thoughtfully. On the door was 
written “S. Vane, General Provision 
Merchant.” I had indeed gone far in 
my search for a telephone. 

There seemed only one thing to do. 
I went back inside and obtained the 
butter — which it appeared they had 
forgotten to deliver. 

Twenty minutes later I displayed it 
triumphantly to Frances, just in time 
for tea. 

“ How did you get it ? ” she said in 
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Lady. “I w^ant a rostal-oeder for two-and-sixpencs and one for one- 

AND-NINEFENCE, AND TEN SHIELINGS’ WORTH OF THREE-HALFPENNY STAJVIPS, AND 
TWO DOZEN HALFPENNY ONES AND A PACKET OF POSTCARDS. NoW WHAT WOULD 
THAT RS?” 

Postal Clerk. “ Sixteen-and-fivepencb, please.” 

Old Lady. “Oh, dear, that’s bather more than I wanted to give.” 


surprise. “Did you meet the man? 
And what a time you’ve been! I thought 
you were only going to ’phone ? ” 

“ Oh,” I said modestly, “ I knew you 
wanted it badly, so I just walked on to 
Vane’s and bought it. Two-and-a-half 
miles there and back.” I then assumed 
the air of the man who expects great 
kudos. 

I didn’t get it. One doesn’t with 
Frances. She merely said bitterly : — 
“ Don’t tell me you walked all that 
1 way just to get me butter. Do you 


think I don’t know where the ‘ Galleon ’ 
Inn is ? Eeally I can’t even send you 
to ’phone for butter without your charg- 
ing all over the country after beer.” 

Very unjust, as you will agree with 
me. But the unfortunate part is that 
I couldn’t say very much in answer, 
because, as it happened, the day being 
hot and so on, I had just dropped in at 
the “ Galleon ” to ask how the land- 
lord, who is a sort of friend of mine, 
was standing the heat, and, if necessary, 
to help him stand it. A. A. 
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POST-CARDS PLEASANT AND 
UNPLEASANT. 

It will probably fall to few of ns to have 
our writings valued even after our death. 
But Mr, Bernaed'Sha.w is in the happy 
position of being able to watch collectors 
competing in the open market for scraps 
of his handwriting. Not for scraps of 
play s or prefaces ; not Chapter XII. from 
Getting Married) not the manuscript 
of Mrs, Warrefi's illuminating remarks 
about her sister’s rise in the social scale, 
not even the scrap of paper — surely 
more discussed at the time than even 
the Young Plan ? — on which is inscribed 

“Not b y likely!” No. Just for 

post-cards. 

They are fetching up to fifteen pounds 
each, A man I know, embarrassed at 
his richness, is selling all his by auction. 
It was that or the dustbin; but the 
dustman (as he will) no doubt missed a 
week, and meanwhile the Shavian ramp 
. had begun. I Ve actually read the 
I catalogue list, which contains not only 
reserve prices against each item, but 


gives in addition the gist of the matter 
contained on each post-card. The latest 
batch, I learn in the papers, is not only 
very G.-B.-S.-ish, but is embellished 
with a photograph as well. This may 
be designed to save Mr. Shaw the trouble 
of actually writing the words “As you 
can see by my face, I am not the sort 

of man ,” when refusing requests. 

And I hope that woodcuts of his boots 
are now in the Press for lending force 
to the stamping out of fox-hunting. 
Meanwhile Mr. Shaw in the rdle of post- 
card beauty is a touching thought. 

I can’t help noticing that the post- 
cards marked with the highest prices 
are the rudest ones. Manners maketh 
man, but they don’t seem to make 
money, and the saying that politeness 
always pays is one of the fifty-odd 
biggest lies I know. But I will say this : 
that, if you have attained a point at 
which your impolitest word is worth 
hard cash, then you have absolutely 
arrived, and will certainly endure, and 
probably be buried in the Abbey. 

I am a little worried about the almost 


certain probability of a host of faked 
Shavian post-cards flooding the market 
and detracting from the value and 
interest of the unquestionable originals. 
I have the matter at heart, having been 
since my ’teens at the feet of Bernard 
Shaw. And when I found that real 
post-cards in his real writing to real 
people were for sale I admit that I 
advertised for one, or some, up to a 
modest maximum price. The offers 
which I received in reply have given 
me some thoughtful moments, and I 
leave it to his disciples, his business 
associates and to those in the dear posi- 
tion of his personal friends to determine 
whether these lots are genuine : — 

You ask me to speak at the next 
O. P. Club dinner. But even a good 
meal could not bribe me into eulogy 
of an actress I deplore. 

No. 159. (£12 105.) 

To the Mayor of Salkuash, 

Sir, — I will not help you to 
rebuild your Town Hall, happily 
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destroyed by fire last week. Even 
classed with the saloon-and-petrol- 
pump school of architecture, it did 
not hold its own. 

No. 33. (£6 6s.) 

It is impossible that I should 
write a preface to Mr. Arlen’s nest 
novel. This vicarious method of 
snatching its applause from a public 
bemused by the greater man, a public 
which is quite capable of confounding 
the literary godfather with the muling 
literary infant, embodies a system 
which fills me with a holy nausea. 
No. 97. (£7 15s.) 

To the Beverend Arnold Mnrgatroyd, 
St. Bavin's, E.G.l. 

Dear Murgatrovd, — What have 
I done that you should approach me 
on the question of writing an obituary 
of Lady X. ? I knew her well ; I am 
even prepared to admit that her 
demise will come as a considerable 
financial calamity to sundry ill- 
advised charities ; but you have fallen 
into the common error of confusing 
friendship with esteem, of asserting 
intimacy and postulating affection. 
Do not picture me as clad in an even 
mental mourning. Her death is a 
circumstance which calls rather for 
congratulation. Away with the tra- 
ditional bogey of unreasoned post- 
mortem admirations! She was an 
intolerable person. Her parasitic 
mentality I could forgive, but her 
bromidic conversation, her oversexed 
titterings, never I 

Yours affectionately, G. B. S. 

No. 4. (£4 10s.) 

Dear Eustace MiLB3,--Engage- 
ments permitting, I will speak with 
pleasure on “Acid or Alkali ? ” at your 
restaurant next Eriday. 

No. 60. (£1.) 

Madam, — In answer to your some- 
what impertinent inquiry as to my 
Eoyalist leanings, I certainly should 
not dream of taking off my hat if I met 
the Ameer of Afghanistan. For one 
thing, I seldom wear one ; for another, 
I consider that, if achievement in 
the realm of thought is to be publicly 
recognised by such futile foolery, he 
should take off* his hat to me. 

No. 54. (£15.) 

Madam,— I am sending you five 
pounds fcr your Shelter for Lost 
Dogs. Your efforts strike me as 
wholly admirable. Expect no grati- 
tude from the world, for you have 
committed the sin of modest and 
semi-anonymous labour. Expect 
merely the unprofitable homage of 
the humane. 

No. 17. (5s.) 
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Fatuous Felloic. “I always think life is so unlike anything else.” 

To the Editor, “ Daily Mail" ^ men to whom this gesture of 

, j. „ „ , personal mdisnity should be proffered. 

. You ask me for a “message to To Major Sege/ve I would merely 
your readers m celebration of your 

paper s attainment of a net sale of souf 

over one miUion^r is it two g_ (£9 11s. 6d.) 

million? — copies. But why? These _ ^ \ 

figures seem to me to be the logical any reader feel qualified to 

outcome of the present s_tate of edu- pronounce upon these cards 

cation in our country. The remedy — — - Hachel. 

will not be to hand in our lifetime, “Young Gentleman, one j-car experience, | 
and a saner posterity must seek it. Requires Position as Eefoimer on Poultry ’ 
No 100 f£14 Us.) Fajjcr. 

^ ^ What nobler mission than to bring the 


No. 100. 


I would not give Major Segeavb Buff Orpingtons to a straighter mode j 
a knighthood, though I can think of of living ! 



260 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Septembee 4, 1929. 

THE TALKING FILM. 

[In the two countries most preoccupied with 
the talking film it will soon have to be treated 
as a “ property,” like cocktails or the telephone, 
in both fiction and drama.] 

I— English Fiction: P. G.Wodehouse, 

Neves in any circumstances could 
Lord Eufflebim be said to manifest a 
fatherly interest in the cinema. There 
was a strong prejudice against it in his 
very blood. Thus it was hardly surpris- 
ing that, when his nephew Adrian in- 
formed him that the cinema had begun 
to talk, the news affected him much as 
if his left knee had suddenly developed 
rheumatism as well as his right. 

What ? ” he barked. 

‘‘ It ’s begun to talk.” 

‘"Talk?” 

^^Talk.” 

^^Talhr' 

“Yes; talk, you know.” 

“Talk? Confound it, what do you 
mean — talk ? ” 

“What I say — ^talk.” 

Lord Eufflehim reflected. “ My dear 
boy, do you 'mean actually talk ? ” 

“Yes. It ’s begun to talk.” 

“Talk!”, . 

“Bather 1 Eeally talk, you know.” 

“T^lkl”* 

The monosyllable shot out of the 
anguished peer like the cork out; of a 
bottle of 1919 Veuve — shall we say ? — 
Clicquot. Ho began to realise that what 
his nephew was endeavouring to convey 
to him was the appalling intelligence 
that the cinema had begun to talk, , , . 

II. — Ameeican Dbama: Eugene 
O’Neill, 

The curtain rises on the study 0 / John’s 

home in a small New England toion. 

George is in an armchair to the left, 

John in another ^ facing him, bight. 

John {loiih strained heartiness, bend- 
ing forward, eyebrotos raised, smiling). 
Well, old man, it’s good to see you 
again. I don’t know whether you’d 
like to see a talking film while you ’re 
here. {Thinking resentfidly) I bet he 
would, confound him ! Always wanted 
to do everything he could. . . . Had 
no chance to, though, these last few 
years.. , - . Africa. , . . God 1 what a 
hole. . .. » But why should he come 
home like this and drag me to a talking 
film I don’t want to see ? {Speaking in 
his forme)' tone) I hear there ’s a very 
good one at the local movie-house. 
Everywhere has them now, you know. * 
You’ve been out of touch ; they ’ve made 
great strides. {Thinking again) Great 
strides ... I should think they have 1 
Don’t get any peace. In the old days it 
was good to go to a film, but now . . . 
bellowing away. . . . 

George {tvith laboured gaiety, sitting 

up). Why, yes, old fellow; I guess I ’d 
love to 1 {Thtnhng angrily) What does 
he take me for, a doggone kid ? Talking 
films ! Who wants to see talking films 
here? , . . One might suppose. . . . He 
makes me hate him . . . but I ’ve come 
here, after all, to make love to his wife, 
so . . . damn it, I suppose I owe him 
something. . . . {Speaking again, gaily) 
Didn’t get that sort of thing in Africa, 
you know. The last film I saw was in 
1919. That’s a long time ago. {Thinking 
hopefully) Perhaps I can get him oft 
the subject . . . forget it . . . but he 
always was a persistent devil. . . If he 
wants to go I ’ll have to. . . . {Speaking 
again) You weren’t married then. 

John {speaking hopefully, smiling). 
Perhaps you ’d rather not go, George ? 

I don’t want to drag you anywhere 
you don’t]want to go. {Thinking angrily) 
That gives him a chance. ... Why 
shouldn’t he take it? But, oh, well, 
he ’s sure to want to go . . . like a child, 

after anything new {Speaking again) 

Say if you don’t want to go. 

Geoi'ge {thinking disgustedly). How 
can I say? ... he won’t be put off. ... I 
don’t want to go, but he does, curse it 1 

I suppose I ’m in for a wasted evening 
anyway, hut ... oh, well. . . . {Re 
forces a grin) Why, yes, but I do want 
to. I guess I ’ll enjoy it. {Frowns, think- 
ing) Enjoy it 1 Good lord 1 Why must 
he suggest this as soon as I come to see 
him? 

John {resigned, with laboured cheer- 
fulness). Well, that ’s fine! I ’ll go book 
the seats now. {Thinks savagely) An- 
other evening spoilt for me 1 ... I ’ll 
never ask him here again. ... I dislike 
him. . , . The fool ! {Exit angrily.) 

FEATS OF ENDURANCE. 

Extract from “ The Daily Fan ” of 
August 8rd, 1979. 

In considering the matter of endur- 
ance, perhaps nothing is more striking 
than the narrowness of outlook dis- 
played by our predecessors of fifty years 
ago. True, some magnificent records 
were put up, and the right spirit was 
shown. Women swam up and down the 
Thames from dawn till sunset and across 
the Channel for days on end, stopping 
only to have their photographs taken 
or to grant interviews to reporters or 
to let their lovers know that they had 
definitely renounced all thought of mar- 
riage. Then there was a boy (but that was 
in America) who sat for days on a flag- 
staff’, and there were men and women 
who remained aloft in aeroplanes for 
weeks — or was it months? — on end, 
flatly refusing to come down when called 
upon. But outside the realms of swim- 
ming, flying, motoring, club-swinging, 
dancing and fasting there was little to 

indicate the advance, by leaps no less 
than by bounds, that would be registered 
within the next half-century. 

Contrast this with our endurance 
records of to-day. Taking the first that 
occurs to us— that of Mrs. Dabchick of 
Vauxhall in the recent Inter- Washhouse 
Mangle-turning Challenge Shield event 
— we find that Mrs. Dabchick carried 
off* the palm with thirty-four-thousand- 
six- hundred- and- sixty-nine turns to her 
credit. Twelve hours thirteen minutes 
and five seconds was the time taken. 
Mrs. Dabchick, modestly enough, pro- 
fessed to have been surprised at her own 
achievement. “ I intend now,” she told 
our representative, “to devote my life 
to mangle-turning endurance work.” 

“But what about your husband and 
children? ” she was asked, 

“I am afraid I shall have to divorce 
my husband,” was the heart-broken 
reply, “ and send my children to a public 
creche.” 

Our readers will not be surprised to 
hear that a syndicate has presented Mrs. 
Dabchick with a silver model of the 
machine upon which she scored her 
record, and has also offered her a six- 
months’ touring engagement at a very 
tempting figure. 

In the world of music we know of no 
finer achievement than that of Master 
Willie Shrubsel of Hackney. Three 
weeks ago, we are informed, Willie knew 
practically nothing about music. In- 
deed, so little did he know about anything 
that his mental condition was despaired 
of. Yet last Friday, competing for the 
Junior Piano-Players’ One-finger Endur- 
ance Cup, Willie succeeded in playing 
“The Bluebells of Scotland” no fewer 
than seven-hundred-and-fifty-six times 
without a break. This too in the teeth 
of organised discouragement from the 
neighbours. Interviewed by our Sports 
Editor, Mrs. Shrubsel, Willie’s mother, 
attributed her son’s achievement to a 
certain dogged perseverance inherited 
from his father. “ When Shrubsel was 
a younger man,” she added proudly, 
“at Lord Eothermere’s instigation he 
took his hat off to France five-thousand- 
seven-hundred- and-sixty- three times in 
less than two homrsl Nor would he 
have stopped then if the rim hadn’t 
come off in his hand.” 

Again, what of the magnificent record 
recently set up by Nathan Noggs of 
Norwood ? Accustomed as he is to 
travelling between Norwood and the 
City— Mr. Noggs is at present only a 
cierk in the City — it was no mean feat 
on his part to perform the return 
j ourney one - hundred - and - eighty - five 
times in twenty- one days ! Interviewed 
by our representative/Mr. Noggs mod- 
estly admitted that he would never 
have reached his amazing score had he 
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Mother (to Alec, who has helped himself to ilia only x^eacli). “Alec, you ought to have offered that peach to your 
LITTLE Cousin Kate, The truest pleasure comes from omNO the best to others. Haven't you ever felt that ? ” 


Alec . “Yes, often — but never vhth peaches.” 


not devoted his summer holiday to the 
undei taldng. “I shall never be content,” 
he added quietly, “ until I have broken 
the records from Hampstead, Bich- 
mond, Leytonstone and Harrow.” 

He said too that it was all very 
wonderful, and that the public had been 
remarkably kind and encouraging. 

In the Standing-on-One-Leg Inter- 
State Competition we have pleasure in 
recording that Heck B. Womple of 
Snooksviile, Pa., has again broken all 
previous records with a five- hour-twenty- 
minute achievement on the right leg. 

One dismal failure we have to record : 


Eddie- Doughead has broken down ! 
Ever in demand at social gatherings and 
Bright Parties, young Doughead, it will 
be remembered, conceived the reckless 
idea of setting up a record. “ From to- 
night,” he shrieked at his charming 
hostess during a partial lull in the festiv- 
ities on a recent occasion, I intend to 
average at least one visit to a Bright 
Party every night for the next two 
months!” Barely five weeks have 
elapsed since that boastful utterance 
was made. At the outside Eddie only 
attended fifteen Bright Parties during 
the period. And to-day^ — save for an 


occasional outing with his attendants — 
he spends most of his time in the com- 
pany of patients almost as hopeless as 
himself. 

We are aU sorry for Doughead, and 
derive what consolation we can from 
knowing that he remains moderately 
happy under the impression that he is 
still at the Bright Party from which he 
was removed under restraint. 


“ ‘ Aren't there enough bare legs on the 
stage— and do we condemn them ^ ’ asked the 
Rev. Basil Canadian Paper, 

Not half ! 
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A STATE OF BLISS. 

Some administrators judge their own 
efectiveness by the number of new 
regulations which they introduce. The 
Political Pesident of Arampur knows 
very -svell that the sandal is on the 
other foot. The less one interferes the 
more people govern themselves. 

But this knowledge is not shared by 
all the officials who come to Arampur. 
We had a young policeman lately who 
arrived full of zeal and silver braid. 
The poor fellow had one shock after 
another. First of all he discovered, 
from the registers maintained in the 
police-stations, that there was no crime 
at all. This would never do, for a 
policeman without a — 
crime is like an inspect- 
ing officer without a 
discrepancy * he has no 
reason for existence. So 
he got busy at once 
searching for crime. 

He had not to search 
long. After listening to 
a few complainants he 
discovered that burg- 
laries were of frequent 
and murders of occa- 
sional occurrence in 
Arampur. In fact a 
crime wave wasactually 
flowing and nobody was 
found to dam it. He 
forthwith instructed his 
subordinates to register 
these and all other com- 
plaints and investigate 
them. The subordinates 
with due solemnity com- 
plied, and the new 
policeman spent labor- 
ious days in reading 
their voluminous re- 
ports. 

From these he learned that several 
moneylenders' houses had been looted. 
The victims were in the habit of extort- 
ing high rates of interest and had lately 
brought some of their clients to destitu- 
tion. These clients, everybody knew, 
had burgled the houses as a rational 
method of righting admitted wrongs. 
Public sympathy was with them and the 
accused could produce any number of 
alibis, mutually inconsistent but separ- 
ately convincing.^ There was no possi- 
bility of conviction and so the crimes 
would be classed as undetected. The 
cold and practical logic of the situation 
persuaded the reformer that such cases 
could not be brought to a retributive 
finish. 

There were other cases in which the 
complainant* having been robbed, ac- 
cused certain persons. Now, as the; 
police-station officer explained, the ac- ] 


cused were men of no substance, so 
that there was no prospect of the com- 
plainant’s ever getting his money back 
from them. His motive in complaining 
must therefore be one of sheer revenge 
or malice. He would be better advised 
to lock up his valuables safely in 
future than to come bothering the police 
to do the impossible and restore wffiat 
was lost for ever. 

In the case of the murders, investi- 
gation always showed that the deceased 
thoroughly deserved extinction and, had 
not the job been done in the way in 
which it had in fact been done, the man 
would certainly sooner or later have 
been murdered by someone else. There 
was always a consensus of opinion in the 



I 'M SOEKY YOU ’VE WAKENED UP. I ^Y£ BEEN SKETCHINGr YOU FOR 
TWO HOURS,” 

“Well, I usually gets ’alf-a-crown an hour for sittings, Sir.” 


village, accompanied by a concerted pro- 
fession of innocence and ignorance, that 
the fellow was better dead, so wdiy 
worry about the past ? 

In the end our young policeman con- 
cluded that justice had been more effi- 
ciently served than was possible in the 
State courts. So he came to the Polit- 
ical Eesident and eloquently confessed 
his error. 

*‘I’m afraid, Sir, I made a bloomer 
of that registration stunt. I simply 
poked a stick into my own eye. My 
name is absolutely mud.” 

“ That ’s all right,” answered the P.E. 
consolingly ; ‘‘the quickest way to learn 
is by making a few bad mistakes.” 

“But I Ve jiggered the whole box o’ 
works. Crime has gone up on the reg- 
ister from seven to round boiling-point, 
and all undetected. My promising 
career is jolly well down the sink.” 


“Oh, come — is it as bad as that? 
After all, there are such things as epi- 
demics of crime.” 

“Well, Sir, I’ll jolly well see this 
one dies out in two ticks. I ’ll go straight 
back and put a match to those mouldy 
registers.” 

“We must beware of hasty action. 
You want to stay in Arampur, don’t 
you ? ” 

“With due respect to you. Sir, and 
all that rot, this is little Johnny’s 
heaven ” 

“Very well, then, you must show 
some results for inspection. If there is 
no change whatever in the crime figures 
you might just as well have stayed 
away from Arampur.” 

“This needs brain- 
power, I see,” mur- 
mured the young police-, 
man; “perhaps I’d 
better leave the registers 
with all their spots on 
’em and give word to 
the police - stations to 
stop registering on the 
nail.” 

“ But in that case the 
complete and sudden 
cessation of crime would 
rouse the suspicions of 
the blandest inspection 
officer.” 

“Stymied again. But 
anyhow that would be 
better than a regular 
crime-storm going on 
indef.” 

‘ ‘ There is a better way 
and a simpler. Leave 
things alone. You will 
then find the statistics 
drop to som ewhere 
about the normal and 
respectable seven. And 
in my annual report 
will occur the following words : ‘ A sud- 
den and serious increase in crime caused 
the State officials some anxiety, but 
fortunately this coincided with the ar- 
rival in Arampur of the specially deputed 
police officer, Mr. Griffin, whose able 
and sustained efforts succeeded in re- 
ducing 

So Griffin is permanently one of us. 
The P.R. can rely upon his whole- 
hearted support in any emergency. 


rAJ-'n-' 


Statements Which We Hesitate to Believe. 

“A Farcet and Yelling Wedding. 

. . The ceremony, whicli was fully choral, 
was performed by the Vicar. ...” 

Lincolnshire Pa;per, 

“Temperatures in London again rose, 76 
degrees being reached at 4: p.m. by Messrs. 
Negretti and Zambra .” — Daily Fa^oer^ 

They ought to have hot lemonade and 
lots of sleep. 
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SAVE ME FROM YOUR FRIENDS. 









“ I NEARLY DIED OP LAUGHING YESTER- 
DAY. I WAS LUNCHING WITH BUNNY 

Smithbrton. . . . Oh, don’t you k^ow 

HIM ?— 


Well, he’d just been staying with 
THE Tommy Brownlees. . . . Oh, don’t 

YOU KNOW THEM? — 


Well, while he was there, who 

SHOULD TURN UP BUT JACK BoBINSTONE? 

. . . Oh, don’t you know him? — 



Well, old Fred Jonesham was stay- 
ing TBCBRE AT THE TIME, YOU SEE, . . , 
Oh, don’t you know him?— 


Well, op course Jack and Fred are at 

DAGGERS DRAWN OVER THAT APPAIR OP 

Joe Higginsborough’s. . . . Oh, don’t 
you know him? — 


Well, that’s what the trouble was 
ABOUT, so when AGATHA THOMPSONBY 
SAW HIM ARRIVE. . . . OH, DON’T YOU 
IvNOW HER?— 



Well, when she saw him arrive she 

GOT HOLD OP OLD PeRKINS. . . . NO, YOU 
wouldn’t KNOW HIM *, HE’S THE BUTLER.— 


Well, she got hold op him and got him 

TO SEND A TELEGRAM TO FRBD, SUPPOSED 
TO HAVE COME PROM MiLLY SMALL- 
TH WAITE. . . . Oh, don’t you KNOW HER?— 


Well, Fred got the telegram at 

LUNCHEON, AND SYLVIA WiLKINSWORTH, 
WHO WAS THERE. . . . Oh, DON’T YOU 
KNOW HER?— 



Well, Sylvia said it could’nt be 
PROM MiLLY, because SHE’S AWAY IN 
THE Mediterranean with the John- 
STONHOLMES. . . . OH, DON’T YOU KNOW 
them ?— 



QUESTIONS AND OP AGATHA LYING LIKE A 
TROOPER AND OP JACK BEING GENERALLY 
UNPLEASANT AND TOMMY TRYING TO KEEP 
THE PEACE AND FRED GETTING MORE AND 
MOmi! HOT AND BOTHERED, I ASSURE YOU 
I NEARLY DIED !— 
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THE LOG OF THE "LIZARD.” 

I. — Satubday NiaHT. 

Cbossed by night-boat and joined 
Yacht Lizard at St. Malo. Due 
9,0 a.m. Arrived 10.0 a.m. Landed 11,16. 
Staggered out of Douane 12,0. 

Notes . — Whole population of Great 
Britain and Northern Ireland crossed 
by same boat as well. And rather 
better. For most of them had excursion 
tickets and travelled first-class for thirty 
shillings less. But what is money to 
me ? We slept all over ship, on deck, 
in smoking-room, on Bar. One or two 
old ladies talked rather pathetically of 
nesting in rigging. 

A fine ship. A fine new ship. Best 
thing there has been on this service. 
Can do several knots. Takes an hour or 
more off journey. Everything pos- 
sible done for comfort of passengers, 
except to provide pillows for those with- 
out berths. Good old Southern Bail- 
way ! Nothing shall cast me down on 
this holiday. 

Nevertheless am moved to philoso- 
phical reflection by method of landing 
passengers. Characteristic effort of 
civilisation. No expense spared to pro- 
duce ship will reduce passengers* sea- 
joumeyby one hour; then take one hour- 
and-a-quarter to put them ashore. Net 
progress : minus qaarter-of-an-hour. 


10.0 a.m. — Ship ties up to wharf. 
Twelve hundred passengers grasp bags, 
wraps, passports, tickets, spades, buck- 
ets, hold-alls and infants, and scramble 
vaguely in all directions. Great secrecy 
maintained about position of gangway ; 
ship’s company have formed an affec- 
tion for passengers and are anxious 
not to lose them. Some of stewards 
say it is right aft, some right forward, 
some direct us to deck above, and others 
to de 3 k below. There are charming 
scurries and collisions, and any passen- 
gers who feel cold after night-journey 
are soon quite warm. 

At length, in spite of everything, 
secret leaks out. Gangway is right 
aft in Second Class. Second-class 
passengers have got wind of it and are 
huddled in congealed mass at ap- 
proaches. First-class passengers form 
up meekly in another congealed mass 
behind them. 

10.20 A.M. — Nothing much more pleas- 
ant after night at sea on wooden seat 
on deck than to stand in drizzle, 
hot mackintosh and congealed mass of 
humanity, clutching in one hand bag and 
in the other passport, book of tickets, 
landing-card and printed form in which 
you have just set down all those partic- 
ulars of past history and future plans 
which are already clearly stated in pass- 
port. Must be special fun if you have 
1 baby in arms, or two young children tug- 


ging at skirts and another doing his best 
to fall into hold on to luggage. 

Queue moves foot or two every ten 
minutes. We suffer cramp, pains in 
back, sticky heat and nervous exhaus- ; 
tion. If cargo of cows were handled this 
fashion inspectors would rush to scene. 
Bightly ; for cows would moo, low and 
otherwise express dissatisfaction. But 
we are dumb animals and say nothing. 
Moreover we are Britons off for 
holiday, displaying celebrated British 
patience and good-humour. Believe if 
stewards walked up and down and 
lashed us with whips w’e should take it 
all in good part. As it is they walk up 
and down with collecting-boxes and ask 
us to contribute to their orphans, and 
we pay up like men. 

10.45. — Three separate streams — or 
rather bogs — of passengers converging. 
We fight. Quietly, with pleasant smiles 
and good-humoured jests — but we fight. 
We converge viciously on to small 
bridge. 

10.‘50. — Have one foot on bridge and 
one leg across stanchion. Next move 
may be able to squeeze on to bridge 
before objectionable Briton in bowler- 
hat. If not leg will be broken. France is 
four feet away, but it is remote as 
Burma. Did first part of this voyage 
at about twenty miles an hour; now 
doing about twenty feet. Strange thing 
is that all this delay and trouble brought 
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about by our possessing document re- 
questing that we may be allowed to pass 
freely without let or hindrance and 
signed by ‘‘We, Sir Joseph Austen 
Chambeelain, Knight of Most Noble 
Order oL Garter, a Member of His 
Britannic Majesty’s Most Honourable 
Privy Council, a Member of Parlia- 
ment, etc., etc.” 

Some twelve hundred passengers are 
being released from pleasure- vessel by 
one gangway only. Purser passing, 

I question him about wisdom of this 
in most un-British and objectionable 
manner. He replies that fault is with 
our gallant allies, French, who will only 
provide one commissaire to examine 
passports of twelve hundred passen- 
gers. 

11.0. — ^Bowler-hat won, but am on 
bridge. As I stand here rubbing left 
shin with right foot (for cannot get 
hand to it) go over in my mind past 
fifteen years since first held a passport 
and try to remember occasion on which 
it has diminished lets and hindrances 
or made passage easier and quicker. 
Fail. So warm and confident is language 
of document that it should be as talis- 
man to bearer, assuring him of smiles 
of strangers, an “Open, Sesame” to 
world. But in cold fact, looking back- 
wards, associate passport with harsh 
treatment and suspicious looks, with 
vexation, delay and prolonged physical 
discomfort. What is it for ? 

11.5. — It is a Licence to move from 
Place to Place, almost a Licence to 
Exist, and had much better be recog- 
nised as such. All this soft soap about 
passing freely and Noble Knights of 
Garter adds insult to injury. If ever 
tread land again shall request Foreign 
Office to make out my Shall-not-pass- 
port again, as follows : — 

“A. P. Haddock, 

Licence to Exist, 

We, Arthue Henderson, do warn 
all persons that bearer has per- 
mission of His Majesty to exist but 
not to move freely from place to place, 
and we request that his movements 
be by every means obstructed and 
delayed.” 

Shall then know where we are. 

11.10. — Somephilosophical passenger 
remarks that purpose of all this bob- 
bery is to keep Kussians out of 
England, But this does not adequately 
explain why twelve hundred respect- 
able Britons should be kept out of 
France. Meanwhile, any Eussian who 
wants to come to England joins week- 
end excursions at Boulogne, for which 
passports not required. Or he simply 
calls at one of British passport shops 
in Moscow. 
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“ Those young- trees have grown well this year, Collins.” 

In a manner of speaking. Sir, if you follow me, they ain’t got nowt 

ELSE TO DO LIKE.” 


11.14. — Know, of course, fhat at pass- ! 
port offices and at every port there 
are numbers of worthy gentlemen with 
wives and families who but for pass- 
port ramp would be out of employment. | 
This of course justifies every tning. 
Anyhow, am on holiday, and nothing 
shall cast me down. 

11.15. — Am released. Tread inspiring 
soil of France. Wait no more than 
twenty minutes on quay. Approach at 
last fierce but grubby little man who 
has powder to send me back to London. 
He throws me wicked look. If get past 
this fellow it will be testimonial of 
respectability indeed. He turns pass- 
port inside out, he stamps it powei*- 
fully, he gives me another vicious look 
and returns passport. Am free; have 


passed test. Am fit to enter France. 
For all he knows may have foot-and- 
mouth disease, but still . . . 

Plunging into free fight at Douane 
happen to glance at precious document 
has secured me entrance to this par- 
ticular country. Observe with interest 
that it is wife’s passport, A. P. H. 


“West of England Bandsmen’s Festival 
AT Bugle.” 

Bmlway Comjiany^s Advt, 
One of Cornwall’s more windswept re- 
sorts, we imagine. 

“To-morrow: Odette Tchernine on Faiths 
We Do Not Talk About .” — Daily Daj^er. 

The next best thing seems to be to 
1 write in the newspapers about them. 




SULLlVAN^S OAK. 

[Outside tile Madras Government Offices on 
Stonehouse Hill at Ootacainund there stands 
an oak which was planted there by Sullivan, 
the first British resident on the Nilgiri Hills, 
in 1823.] 

SxJLiiivAN planted the oak-tree 
A hundred years ago 
' ^‘Because,” he said, “if oak-trees 
In the English woods will grow, 

On these half-English hill-tops 
The oak should surely do ; 

An English oak for India ! ” 

And a very good notion too. 

Through many a monsoon's fury, 
Through many a March’s drought, 

1 Through blazing tropic summers, 
Sullivan’s oak held out ; 

Mid tropic blights that wither, 

Mid tropic pests that kill, 

Broke to the tropic seasons, 

It lived on Stonehouse Hill. 


Sullivan’s sons and -grandsons 
Have passed their ways and gone, 
Sullivan’s Ooty ’s vanished, 

But Sullivan’s oak stays on ; 

But ifc can^t stay on. for ever, 

Eor it ’s old apd bent and brown, 
And one day there must blow^ a 
• blast ' 

Will bring the old oak down. 

ili ;;c t'fi 

The Sahibs came to India 
Ere Sullivan was born, 

And, like his English oak-tree. 
Transplanted and forlorn. 

They settled there and flourished 
And made their gallant bid 
Eor the Sahibs’ rule in India — 

And a good thing that they did. 

Through evil years and angry. 
Through stricken years and bare, 
Through dearth and disappointment 
Their courage kept them there ; 


They met mistrust with patience 
And hate with hardihood. 

Till slowly but in splendour 
The Sahibs’ rule made good. 

sli i'fi sis Sli 

Sullivan’s oak is passing 
And Sullivan’s day is past, 

And now, some say, the Sahibs 
Must pack and leave at last ; 

But Stonehouse wmuld be empty 
With Sullivan’s oak laid low. 
And Hind would be an eerie place 
Did all the Sahibs go ! H. B. 


“ The Prime Minister who recently flew from 
Lossiemouth to London will again use aero- 
plane on Saturday. . . . He will fly from London 
to Catterick, Yorkshire, and motor to Durban 
from the aeroplane. He will return in the 
evening by the same route .” — Lagos Pajper. 

This sounds like a first step in the 
“ Come to Downing Street and See the 
the World ” movement. 
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“Daddy, old thing, you’ll have to dine at your club to-night. I’m 

HAVING A FEW FRIENDS TO DINNER.” 

“And what does your mother say?” 

“Oh, I’ve fixed that up. She’s to have something sent up to her 
room.” 


THE STRANGERS IN OUR MIDST. 

There is a subtle change in the 
atmosphere of ouir club. I remarked it 
as soon as I entered the doors on my 
return from an all too brief holiday. 

At first I was merely aware that 
some sort of change had come to pass 
during my absence without being able 
to define it. I was vaguely puzzled and 
disturbed. Outwardly, everything was 
the same as usual. The hall-porter 
glowered at me over his glasses just as 
he has done for the last ten yeSBrs. 
The dressing-room steward greeted me 
with his customary “Well, Sir, back 
again ; and how is Winchester? ” (As 
a matter of fact I had spent my holiday 
in Wales. I have only once been to 
Winchester and that was some years 
ago, but I happened to mention the 
fact to the dressing-room steward, and 
he is convinced that I never go any- 
wdiere else.) 

The furniture in the reading-room 
had not been altered ; but it was here 
that I got my first clue. There was 
one fixture that was missing. The 
occupant of the easy-chair in the comer 
furthest removed from all draughts 
should have been, at three o’clock in 
the afternoon, a venerable patriarch 
with eyes closed, mouth open and limbs 
relaxed in careless abandon. To my 
amazement this familiar figure was no- 
where to be seen. His stronghold was 
occupied by a total stranger, who was 
not only not asleep, but was actually 
engrossed in the herculean task of grap- 
pling with a Torquemada cross-word. 

Hot on the scent I went to the 
card-room. As I entered I heard old 
Spencer say in his tired old voice — 

“ Five spades.” 

“ I double five spades,” came the im- 
mediate and decisive response. 

Now, no one who knows old Spencer 
ever doubles him when he makes a high 
declaration. To do so is to court dis- 
aster. He never declares high unless 
he has a cast-iron certainty. 

I looked at the player on old Spen- 
cer’s left. He was a complete stranger. 
So was his partner. I watched old 
Spencer play the hand in five spades 
re-doubled and make the small slam. 
Then I left the room. 

The mystery was solved. We were 
extending the hospitality of our club 
to the members of another club which 
was undergoing its annual repairs. 

They are a very decent lot of fellows, 
these strangers, and we are glad to 
harbour them a while, but we do not 
encourage familiarity. They are pre- 
sentable in appearance and their de- 
meanour is decorous. But to the* dis- 
cerning eye they are easily recognisable 
from our own members. They are not 


quite so distinguished-looking, not quite 
so well-set-up and well-groomed. They 
wear rather a furtive look. Some of 
the older ones might almost be de- 
scribed as old fogeys, and some of 
the younger ones seem comparatively 
stodgy. 

In fact we can recognise them by just 
that inferiority in appearance and com- 
portment — slight but unmistakable — by 
which in a short time, when our club is 
invaded by the painter, the plumber and 
the papei'-hanger, and it will be their 
privilege to return our hospitality, they 
will recognise us. 


A Modern Knight. 

“ The new \isor veil is very attractive.” 

Fashion Note, 

Lady, you neednot this protective guise ; 

*Tis I, a poor defenceless male, 
Against the battery of your bright eyes 
Eequire a visor veil I 


“ The farm is open to the xMihlio every day of 
the week except Monday. On this day the 
animals fast, as it has been proved best for 
their health .” — Article in Church Paper on a 
Lion Farm, 

The health of the public, we notice, is 
not considered. 
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LI r>r»i t:r>Tir>M accurate tinger on his collection as Ecdie! He’s always been fascinated 

THE COLLECTION. he could on Djibouti. Indeed he had no by spiders and loves chasing them. 

“You remember, I suppose,” said idea at all where it was. He’d given Why shouldn’t he collect them?” 
Leonie, “that it ’s Eodie’s birthday on it away when he left his preparatory I was going to protest in no uncertain 
Friday ? ” school. (Far too many uncles give tone against the beating part of this 

Eodie is our son, aged six, and his their collections away when they leave particular hint to collectors — can it be 
birthday falls just two days short of their preparatory schools. Let this be known that our insects are subjected 
Leonie’ s ; and, to show what an un- a lesson to them.) to this scandalous ill-treatment ? — but 

selfish nature Leonie’ s is, she has always “I ’m not sure after all,” said Leonie, was prevented from doing so by an un- 
warned me of Eodie’ s birthday, but taking a book from the table, “ that ceremonious entry on the part of Eodie 
never so much as breathed a reminder something in the Natural History line himself. He came up to me and held 
about her own. But that two days’ wouldn’t be more suitable. I ’m giving out a small packet of cards about the 
interval sticks in the memory, and I am him this volume in the Hedgeside aiid size of visiting-cards, but with a picture 
glad to be able to say I have never yet Sedgeland series for his birthday, and on- one side and some printed matter on 
forgotten it. it ’s got a chapter on ‘ Hints to Col- the other, and uttered the one word 

“ I ’ve been thinking,” she continued, lectors.’” She opened the book at a “Look!” 

“that he ought to start a collection.” page indicated by a marker. “There I examined the cards carefully, handed 
“But, Leonie,” I said, after consider- are all sorts of things you can collect, them back to him and cleared my 
ing this suggestion for some moments, you know. You’d simply never think of throat. 

“ I gave him sixpence myself only the them. ‘ Large Hymenopterons ’ ” “ I am happy to say that I have good 



news to impart to the 

conference,” I said. 
“The solution of the 
problem has been un- 
expectedly provided by 
the Minor Power whom 
it more closely concerns. 
It is cigarette-cards.” 

The Minor Power at 
this point took up a 
precarious sitting posi- 
tion on my knee. 

“Don’t be silly,” said 
Leonie. “He can’t pos- 
sibly collect them. It’s 
a most vulgar pursuit. 
Why, all the boys in 
the street do it.” 

“ That is a sentiment 
I am unable to endorse, ’ ’ 
I replied. “I come 
from a Socialist country 

Burglar (to gagged householder tulio is tryhig io sicear), “An’ don’t talk with a Socialist Gov- 
wrv YEE MOUTH FULL 1 ” cmment and a Socialist 

Chancellor who in the 

“I’d never have thought of them [ unpleasant matter of debt-collecting 


week before last. Surely ; |news to impart to the j 

he is not insolvent 
again? ” 

“ I should hardly 
think so after your re- 
cent munificence,” she 
replied. ‘ ‘ But I was in- 
tending to suggest that 
he should start to col- 
lect something to give 
him an interest and ex- 
ercise his intelligence; 
and this would be a 

good oppor ” 

“ Stamps, ’’interrupted 
a voice behind me. 

- It was Charles, my 
brother. I had not no- 
ticed him. 

“ Great educational 
value,” he said. “Teach 
you a lot of geography. 

At least they did me. Burglar (to gagged householder taho is tryhig to sivear), “An’ don’t talk with a Socialist Gov- 
Take that place Dji- wiv yee mouth full l ” ernment and a Socialist 

bouti, for instance, with Chancellor who in the 

the nice large stamps. Do you suppose [ “I’d never have thought of them [ unpleasant matter of debt-collecting 
I’d ever have heard of Djibouti if I simply,” admitted Charles. has proved his sterling worth. Ay, 

hadn’t collected stamps ? ” “‘Large Hymenopterons, ' such as and — andanyway,”Iconcluded,fear- 

“ Leonie,” I said, “ Eodie must start wasps, sawflies and ants, should be ing to take the conversation out of ' 
collecting stamps at once. It is essential killed with benzine.’ ” their depths, “ what about spiders ? ” 

that he should hear of Djibouti without “ They should indeed,” I said. “ Spider-collecting,” replied the Great 

any further delay.” “ And then it goes on to tell you how Power on my right, choosing her words 

“Where is it ? ” asked Leonie, going to mount and preserve them.” carefully, “may not be all it might be, 

with motherly solicitude into all the “Charles,” I said, “what have you but one thing it is uncommon. Spider- 
details of the case in Eodie’s interests, done with your collection of preserved collectors are probably a most exclusive 
“ Africa,” said Charles in a tone that wasps ? ” set. And, as I said before, it would 

admitted no doubt on the subject — “or Charles was about to say that he’d teach him Natural History. You don’t 
Asia. I forget for the moment which, given it away when he left his pre- suppose cigarette- cards are going to do 

but I know it’s one of the two.” paratory school, but Leonie cut him that, do you?” 

Sparkling visions of Eodie’s future short. I was about to request her not to 

rose to my mind. I saw him within a “That’s just an example,” she said, ask ridiculous questions — I shouldn’t 
year or so from nowin this very room “I don’t think on the whole they’re have used the word “ridiculous,” of 
telling our friends not only that there suitable for Eodie. But there’s a sug- course, nor “grotesque ’’for that matter, 
was a place called Djibouti, but that he gestion down here that caught my as they ’re hardly parliamentary — ^when 
knew beyond all reasonable doubt that attention. ‘ Spiders,’ it says, ‘ may be the Small Power on my knee attracted 

it was in Africa — or Asia. hunted for or taken by beating. A lively my attention by handing back one of 

“ And where ’s your collection, spider may be guided into a collecting- the cards to me and saying for the 
Charles?” asked Leonie. tube,’ There!” — she looked up at us second time during the conversation, 

Unfortunately Charles could not place triumphantly — “the very thing for “Look!” 



Septembeb 4, 1929.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 



THE ROMANCE OF COMMERCE. 

A DIYEE COLLECTING SEPIA. ON A CUTTLE-FISH FARM. 


I did. On one side of it was a 
coloured print of a large and delicately- 
coloured moth. On the other I read 
aloud: ‘Wayer’s Cigarettes. Natural 
History Series, No. 5. The Convolvulus 
Hawk Moth (Sphinx Convolvuli), This 
handsome insect . . .' ” 

I read no further, but with a quiet 
dignity placed the card on the table and 
turned to the Power on my left. 

‘‘ Would you care to offer any further 
argument in favour of stamps,” I said, 
“before cigarette-cards are passed un- 
animously? ” 

“ Still on the same subject ? ” was the 
reply. “No — nothing more. I merely 
repeat what I said at first. If a sound 
knowledge of geography of the sort 
that, no other hob% provides doesn’t 
appeal ” 

“And look at this one,” interrupted 
Eodie, handing me another card. 

I looked at it and sat back amazed. 

“The arguments,” I said to the as- 
sembly in general, “with which the 
Minor Power whom the problem partic- 
ularly touches meets your contentions 
are indeed crushing. Crushing,” I re- 
peated. “There is no other word. ‘Gills’ 
Cigarettes-- Geographical Series, No. 14. 
Mount Vesuvius. This famous vol- 

} }j 

cano 

A bell rang out at this point and the 
Minor Power was led off by his mother 
with commendable promptitude to bed. 

It was later in the evening, when 
Leonie and I were alone, that she came 


and sat on the arm of my chair and told 
me in the sweetest tone that she thought 
I was right, 

“You see, dear,” she said, “for one 
thing it will save a lot of expense. He 
would always have been wanting you to 
buy him stamps ; and spiders, I expect, 
would have required a lot of expensive 
apparatus. Whereas now, if you just 
give him a cheap album for his cards on 
his birthday, which you will remember 
is on Friday, darling, he ’ll be as happy 
as a lark.” 

I pressed her hand. 

“I’m going up to the shops to-mor- 
row,” she continued, “to look at a new 
dress I ’ve heard about, but I expect it ’s 
much too expensive. Would you like 
me to get the album for you ? ” 

Isn’t she wonderful ? No mention of 
her own birthday two days later (which 
I am glad to be able to say I have never 
yet forgotten) but making sure I shan’t 
forget Eodie’s. But I ’ve had a wonder- 
ful idea. I ’m going to buy that dress 
regardless of cost and give it her on her 
birthday. Just as a surprise. 

jjc :1c :!c 

Stop Press News . — ^Eodie has just 
announced his decision to devote his life 
to the collection of shells. C. B. 


Things Which Might Have Been More 
Delicately Expressed. 

“ To many the most profitable pages of the 
‘ hlinutes of Conference ’ will be the obituary 
notices of ministers who have died during the 
year .” — Metlvodist Faper, 


EXPRESS EXPRESSIONISM; 

Or, The Art op Expressing all 
Human Tragedy in Six Lines. 

My aunt is bald and suffers from hay- 
fever ; 

My brother’s lost his second-best re- 
triever ; 

My cousin ’s gone and wed a pavement- 
screever ; 

My works are in the hands of the Ee- 
ceiver ; 

My wdfe has bolted with some gay 
deceiver— 

So I T1 sleep Yvell, after life’s- fitful fever. 


Lady-Killing at London University. 

‘^ . . . he went to London University and 
afterwards took his blaster of Hearts degree at 
King’s College .” — Birmingham Pa^cr. 

Mr. Punch’s Purple Patches. 

“ She had watched the moodiness drain out 
of his face as an tigly tide ebbs away from 
some splendid black jut of rock.” 

DaiUj Paper, 

Glimpses of the Obvious. 

“There was a good congregation, but not so 
large as we expected ... It is quite true 
that some were away, but others were not.” 

Parish Magazine, 

Sky Advertisements. 

Where the “Moth” hums therebuzz I, 

In a fuselage I lie 
Shouting ever “Buy, buy, buy,” 
Blatantly, patently, screaming aloud 
, Out of a microphone hitched to a cloud. 
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AT THE PICTURES, 

Adolphe Menjou. 

If you would visit a talkie that is 
a talkie — that is to say, a film which is 
aided and abetted by dialogue, and a 
play which could not do its work so 
thoroughly without the assistance of 
the camera — you must see Fashions in 
LovBy in which Mr. Adolphe Menjou, 
Miss Fay Compton and Miss Mieiam 
Sbeoae are the stars. The enormous 
popularity of this film is a proof both 
of the hold which the naughty Adolphe 
has on the British public and the 
interest felt in his experiment as a 
speaker. For as he had never spoken 
before 'we were all curiosity as to his 
fate. Would his terrible charm be dimin- 
ished ? we asked each other in whispers 
of dubiety and dread. Would the world’s 



A BUSMAN’S HOLIDAY. 

Musical idol escapes peom adoring ad- 
mirers (and wife) to his mountain cabin. 

DeljjJdne . . . Miss Miriam Seegar. 

Paul de Remy . Mr. Adolphe Menjou. 

favourite Don Juan be more or less se- 
ductive if the weapons of speech were 
added to his facial battery of allurement ? 
Could words increase the fascination of 
those long -plastic Gallic features, at 
once melancholy and mischievous, the 
significant eyebrows, the beckoning, re- 
proaching, mocking, pleading, adoring 
eyes, the mobile moustache over the 
exceedingly beguiling mouth? — Those 
were our problems, wliich the Plaxa has 
now so happily solved. 

Let it be said at once that in a talkie 
Adolphe is even stronger. His voice 
has a sufficient range; he manages it 
with the skill of a very remarkable 
actor and the broken English has an 
extra fascination of its own. kloreover 
the dialogue of this play is peculiarly 
skilful ; but to whom to give credit for 
this concession I cannot say, for the 
programme does not help. 


In the present story Mr. Mbnjoxj is 
a pianist whom every woman idolises 
and who himself is incorrigibly weak. 



Paul (to wifCy at reconciliation). “I am 
SLOWLY FALLING IN LOVE WITH YOU.” 

Marie (Miss Fay Compton), “Well, I*ll 

TAKE YOUR WORD FOR IT AS WE ’RE AT THE 
END OF THE FILM.” 

Well, not perhaps incorrigibly, for in 
Fashions tn Love we are shown the 
lesson that is to correct him. It would 
not surprise me if his talkie fate is 
always to be somebody like this ; cer- 
tainly his English will always be frac- 
tured. But how delightful ! The other 
day he was complaining to interviewers 



A SUPER ALL-TALKIE. 

G. B. S. CHATS ABOUT HIS RIVAL ENTERTAIN- 
MENT AT THE Malvern Festival. 

that Hollywood was lost to him. On 
the contrary, he is a greater powder 
there than ever. In this play his excel- 


lent comedy is most ably supported 
and underlined by Miss Miriam Seegae 
as his American gushing dupe and by 
Miss Eay Compton as his English wile 
who knows that he will always miss 
her domesticity and solicitude and there- 
fore will always return. 

When I said that Fashions in Love 
could not be so good as a play as it is as 
a talkie, I was thinking of various nice 
touches impossible to stage production 
which would be lost, particularly the 
very amusing walk up the hill. The 
quick changes of scene also help. On the 
other hand speech is here immeasurably 
more valuable than captions would be. 
In other words this is a talkie that 
justifies the new medium. 



HOW TO IMAKE LOYE. 

Mr. Lupino Lane takes a lesson in 

THIS ART. 


The Plaza gives a great deal for your 
money. In addition to the gay Adolphe 
we had, last week, Mr. Bernard Shaw 
in another sort of effrontery, commend- 
ing the merits of his plays and the 
Malvern Festival. But he was not quite 
at his best. Then there were the usual 
vivid scenes of activity brought from all 
parts of this busy and exciting globe ; 
there were a dozen girls who waved their 
limbs as one to some very pretty music ; 
and there were two farces, one culmin- 
ating in the obliteration of a gentleman 
beneath a plate of soup, and the other in 
the effaeement of half-a-dozen cooks on 
a man-of-war by bowls of paste : things 
that so seldom happen in real life and 
are so deplorably amusing that they are 
proper to the filnis. 

The second of these farcical films, 
a talkie called Shipmates, answered a 
question that has troubled me from 
time to time during the last year or 
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two, and that is What has become of 
Lupino Lane?” For Litpino Lane, 
with the true irresponsible spirit, had 
an ingratiating way of getting nonsense 
into revue or musical comedy. W ell, he 
has gone over to the enemy, and he is 
an addition to their forces. His voice is 
not quite strong enough, but his droll- 
eries and his acrobatics are of the best. 
How much better, though, was the in- 
cident of the invisible banjo when it 
was done by Geoboe Eobey in flesh and 
blood ! Mr. Eobey, by the way, should 
have a good screen voice. Are we to 
hear it ? E. V. L. 

Le Roi s’amuse. 

“ Lord Lloyd, who until recently was High 
Commissioner for Egypt, was received in audi- 
ence by the King at Buckingham Palace upon 
relinquishing his appointment. 

“ Resuming, he was bowled three times in 
succession by King’s deliveries, the first two 
occasions the howler having been ‘ no balled.’ 
It would be interesting to know if any readers 
j can recall a similar incident . ^Evening Paper, 


“CouNTBY Residence. 

It contains dining room, drawing room, four 
bedrooms, large bathroom. . . . Cellars under- 
ground.” — Advt. in Pi ovincial Paper. 

The only advantage that we can see of 
haviug thorn on the roof is that you can 
then put your drinks down as Overhead 
Expenses. 


THIS CHIN FALLACY. 

No screen hero, it may safely be said, 
is complete without a square jaw and 
a Snowden chin. His eyes may be as 
gimlets or gig-lamps, his nasal curve 
concaveor convex, but unless his chin has 
a jutting he cuts absolutely no ice with 
the flappers in the one-and-threepenny 
seats. Nor does the flapper stand, or 
sit, alone in her worship of the aggres- 
sive chin. Her attitude towards it is 
but a reflection of that of the world at 
large, which gauges virility and force of 
character by the projection of the lower 
jaw. Here, 1 maintain, they err. 

Leaving the cinema-god, let us con- 
sider for a moment the so-called lower 
creation. Look at the lion, king of 
beasts, either in the deserts of Africa or, 
if you are of a nervous temperameut, in 
Trafalgar Square. Does his counten- 
ance suggest instability of character? 
Cbserve the elephant as he munches 
his majestic and persistent way through ■ 
a crate of bananas. Is there any hint 
here of weakness of purpose? Watch 
the whale, if you get the opportunity 
to do so, in his relentless pursuit of the 
elusive herring from shore to shore of 
the North Atlantic. Is the whale a 
wobbler ? Yet none of these has a 
really prominent chin. 


Then there is my old friend Jones. 
Jones has a jaw like the bow of a battle- 
ship. His wife's profile, on the contrary, 
resembles that of a hen. Which of 
these two (if I may put it so) wears 
the trousers? Mrs. Jones every time. 

Now take my own case. I am, like 
yourself, a man of iron will. But I have 
no chin to speak of. Have I found this 
a drawback? Not at all Time and 
again I have outdistanced my business 
competitors purely on the strength (if 
you will permit me the paradox) of my 
little chin, assisted perhaps bymy bright 
and pleasing smile. In effecting a deal, 
with heads of firms particularly, I have 
found it invaluable. “ Well, at any 
rate,^’ they say to themselves, 
can’t go far wrong with a harmless- 
looking fish like this. Give the poor 
devil the order,” And my square-jawed : 
rival, callinghalf-an-hour later, is thrown 
: out into the street. 

There are other advantages too. My 
shaving area is reduced to a minimum, 
and this gives me three minutes extra 
in bed every morning, three minutes in 
which to lie and chuckle behind my 
receding chin at the thought of the 
heavy-jowled men cursing in a million 
bathrooms. 

And in cold weather all I have to do 
is to tuck it cosily inside my collar. 
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AT THE MUSiC-HALL. 

(Coliseum.) 

The weather continues to be the 
enemy of the sorely tried variety enter- 
tainment business, though one could do 



WjLLiA:iis {io Taylob). “Nay, an thou’lt 

MOUTH, I ’LL R\NT AS WELL AS THOU.” 

Habile T. 

worse things for one’s peace of body 
these dog days than to visit the 
Coliseum, with its famous sliding roof 
and its new device of a suspended min- 
iature blimp circling under its own 
power — a jet of some ozonising fluid 
lizzing from its tail. It is 
discouraging to the come- 
dians to make their jokes 
to gaps in the audience, 
and Mr. Harry Claff, 
who had several passable 
jests up his sleeve, suffered 
enough to abandon them 
and fall back upon some 
sentimental ballads {molio 
agitato), clad in the gar- 
ments sacred to choleric 
eighteenth-century fathers 
pursuing their eloping 
daughters to GretnaGreen. 

Williams and Taylor, 
two coon comedians, of 
whom Williams (or Tay- 
lor) is the seeming pos- 
sessor of features, and in 
particular of a mouth, made 
of infinitely extensible rub- 
ber, while his partner has 
an individual line of sar- 
donic banter and a pretty 
trick of lightning step- 
dancing, made a better 
stand against the inciden- 
tal diseoiiragements of the 
occasion. 


Teams of dancing girls — each more 
sprightly, untiring and comely than the 
last — seem a consecrated and distinctly 
happy feature of this house of enter- 
tainment. The Grafton Girls’ technical 
accomplishment is perhaps rather better 
than the dances designed for them,* 
though there could be nothing but 
praise for their first team dance in 
ostrich-feathered headdresses and skirts 
— a very pretty turn indeed. j 

“Those Four Chaps” — Claude Hul- ' 
BERT, Dick Francis, Paul England 
and Eddie Childs— offer us sound en- 
tertainment of a co-optimistic flavour — 
comedy light, broad and grotesque in 
turns, tuneful singing in the casual 
mode now affected by the best young 
people, and easy pattering dance. As 
these young men wear no labels it is 
not possible to specify their individual 
gifts, but the team is worth hearing 
and seeing. 

Miss Olive Gilbert sang at us three 
ancient favourites from Faust, Carmen 
and Samson and Dehlah with dramatic 
fervour and sound variety of method, 
contriving moreover to look most agree- 
able in the process — a difficult feat. 

Frederick Sylvester threw about, 
caught and balanced and apparently 
ill-treated in a most startling manner 
three diminutive (alleged) nephews, and 
the capable Cobam, whose jokes are 
always well invented and who is an 
intelligent actor as well as a skilful 
ventriloquist, put that insubordinate 
private, “Jerry,” through his paces 
with his customary aplomb. 


Mayris Chaney and Edward Fox, 
described as “Delightful Dance Deline- 
ators,” do indeed dance delightfully and 
acrobatically in a “Bridal Waltz, ’ 
are divertingly grotesque in a “Dance 
Comique ” and a little mystifying in a 




A LONG-CHIN CHINAMAN. 

Mr. Colley. “Now, look herb, Chang ” 

Mr. Chang. “ I keep on looking.” 

Edna Miss Helena Pickard. 

Mr. Chang Mr. Franklin Dyall, 

Mr. Colley Mr. Percy Walsh. 




HIS MASTER’S VOICE. 

CoRAM AND Jerry. 

“Bullfight,” in which Edward Eox is 
the matador and Mayris Chaney an un- 
usually graceful and unlikely bull. There 
is invention in these dances which are 
designed by the dancers. A good show. 
Mr. Franklin Dyall takes a holiday 
from serious work in a 
short magazine story done 
into stage terms and de- 
scribed as a tabloid thriller 
— Chin - Chin Chinaman. 
The ending is sufficiently 
unexpected to give the 
trifle just the right shock 
value for the occasion, but 
there is nothing in the 
character or behaviour of 
the Chinese gentleman im- 
personated by Mr. Dyall 
to make any serious de- 
mands upon that gifted 
actor in sinister romance. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw, 
speaking at Malvern, was 
reproduced by the inevit- 
able movietone. He has 
a good and recognisable 
film voice and proves that 
new terrors can be added 
to advertising. We also 
saw on the screen the Papal 
army, some three dozen 
strong, in uniforms dis- 
tinctly reminiscent of Na- 
poleon’s Old Guard at 
Waterloo, deploying in 



Papal territory, and heard the tramp of 
feet and the fierce words of command. 

“ Syd Boy’s Lyricals ” are a versatile 
band of syncopators, comedians, ballad- 
singers, dancers and what not, but per- 
haps their taste in comedy is a little too 
crude and broad in parts, and the highly 
moral musical allocution addressed to 
the “ little painted lady,” with a view to 
her reform, would have been improved 
by a more rigid adherence to accepted 
pronunciation as agreed by the B.B.C. 
and other authorities. T, 

Bad News for the G* P. 

“ Gainsborough, which made such pictures 
as ‘ Woman to Woman,’ ‘ The Rat,’ and ‘ The 
Constant Lymph ’ . . — Liver^i^ool Paper. 

“ Gas Leak Seakch : Test Match Ends 
IN A Deaw.” — Headline in Daily Paper. 

It ought, of course, to have ended in 
rather a jolly bang. 

We hope to hear your particular wishes in 
the next future and assure you a very prompt 
execution.” — Dutch Catalogue. 

Isn’t this rather putting the harp before 
the hearse ? 


PARTRIDGE. 

I LIKE the little partridge 
(Not less, the truth to tell, 
Because he rhymes to cartridge ” 
And does a poet well) , 

And, when the boys in force shoo 
Him up and on to folk. 

He wears a lucky horse-shoe 
And tops a hedge like smoke. 

He ’ll beat, or I ’m the gaby, 

Sir Pheasant and Sir Grouse, 

And oh 1 when he ’s a baby 
He scuttles like a mouse, 

Then, he just crossing over, 

You stop the car and say, 

“ Gome times of corn and clover, 

He ’ll make a Saturday 1 ” 

And doesn’t he look dapper 
When March is burning bright — 
A perfect little scrapper, 

A perfect little kmght ? 

When all the world is living 
To love and fight once more 
I like to see him giving 
The other chap “what for.” 


I love the little partridge 
The best of all the crowd 
(And since he ’s rhymed with “cart- 
ridge ” 

He ’s done his poet proud) ; 

And, when they in due course shoo 
Him up and over me, 

He wears his lucky horse-shoe 
And on like smoke goes he 1 

— P. E. 0, 

Le Mot Juste. 

“ The strike of 700 men at the Nagkn Col- 
liery, Heolycyw, near Brigend, Glamorgan, 
was settled on Monday night. The men’s 
demands have been fueliy met.” — Scots Paper, 

“ Spoet. 

The results of the passing-out examination of 
Naval Cadets from the Royal Naval College, 
Dartmouth, in July are announced.” 

Daily Paper, 

“ What ’s sport to you is death to us,” 

“Ocean Talks toe I.O.M.” ■ 

Heading m Daily Paper, 

It must have been just nervousness 
that made it refuse to perform for King 
Canute. 
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PERRAULT UNDER THE TREES. 

Mr. Punch’s dramatic critics so seldom 
write about pantomimes played by 
children in the open air, in a wood on 
the west coast of Prance, that, being 
myself full of the subject, I thought 1 
might, in a modest supplementary way, 
dash in. I may ? Very well, then. 

To begin at the beginning, I must ex- 
plain that the performance was given in 
aid of the funds of a certain Orphelinat 
managed by the Sceurs de Saint-Yincent 
de Paul, and, having seen so often the 
little inmates of this Home filing down 
to the sands for a mixture of sun-bath 
and sea-bath, or clustered about their 
foster-mothers, I felt it a duty to lay 
out a few francs on a ticket and thus 
compound later for a sin or two. What- 
ever the future consequences may be, 
it was money well invested, for I have 
rarely spent a more amusing after- 
noon, and this in spite of the start being 
so unpromising, for on arriving punctu- 
ally at two I found that that was merely 
the time of the opening of the grounds, 
and an hour-and-a-half were still to go ; 
the heat of the sun was of an intensity; 
the paths were steep and gravelly ; there 
was only one chair to every thousand 
guests and these were already occupied ; 
and the ladies of the neighbourhood who 
had come to help offered their wares with 
a persistence beside which the blandish- 
ments of London’s flag-day Amazons 
fade into dissuasion. But there were 
various forms of gambling to trifle with; 
and the crowd itself was an entertain- 
ment, ranging from the elite to the 
bourgeoisie^ both rather self-conscious ; 
from fishermen in their Sunday best, 
charmed and excited by everything, to 
; boy-scouts personifying Bed Indians. 

But the play ’s the thing ; and at last 
it was time to find my place. The 
theatre, I observed, was an opening 
among the trees, in which rows on 
rows of seats were packed too closely 
on ground that ran, if you please, down- 
bill from that section of the same glade 
which was to serve as a stage. This 
meant that each row of spectators, 
counting from the stage, would have 
a worse view than the one in front of 
it, and, as this is the very antithesis 
of what an audience desires and the 
particular disability which an audience 
most resents, 1 knew, as I took my 
numbered chair in the second row, that 
we were in for some fun. Por the 
Frenchman’s peculiar satisfaction in get- 
tingwhat he has paid for is only equalled 
by the vehemence with which he ex- 
>pmses his feelings if he doesn’t; And 
: "then there was the sun, against whose 
ta<ys a number of ladies had already 
-opened their, parasols and no one who 
has bseUy for ihst^ce, to the Eton and 


Harrow match need be reminded of 
what an interruption to the view a 
parasol can be. A storm then was 
bound to burst. . . . 

Meanwhile agile male orphans were 
climbing into the branches, the voice of 
the producer giving last instructions 
was heard behind the curtain, M. Fkap- 
PAET was fixing his amplificateur, and 
Madame Beeli-Goni, who was to nar- 
rate the story that interpreted the dumb- 
show, was preparing her manuscript. 
Meanwhile also the audience was pour- 
ing in, until all the seats were filled, all 
but four in the front row, close to me, 
which the attendant informed everyone 
who tried to take them — and they were 
desired by all — ^were reserved for the 
priests. The sisters of St.-Vincent de 
Paul, devoted souls,- sat where they 
could; it was only for priests that 
the front row was reserved. 

I am ashamed to have to record that 
the priests, since they did not arrive until 
the first play — La Belle au Bois Dor- 
mant — ^was finished, missed some rather 
important things. They missed, for 
example, the gallant entry on his pony 
of the Prince Gharmant (Mile. Yvelinb 
Decazbs) with a yellow hunting-horn 
and the shiniest black top-boots. They 
missed the brass bedstead on which the 
diminutive Princess (Mile. Monique 
Walton) was sleeping when the Prince 
awoke her (but this didn’t matter so 
much, as they were to see it in the 
next play, when Little Bed Biding- 
Hood’s wolf occupied it) ; they missed 
le 2 ^^tit Henei Maintenant as an in- 
credibly venerable and rickety peasant ; 
and they missed the stately dance with 
which the scene ended. On the other 
hand they were 'fortunate in missing 
also the little acrimonies that I had 
foreseen, which for a minute or so, before 
everyone became good-tempered, had 
to have their swing. But, the parasols 
having capitulated, and every one, . ex- 
cept those in the last row of aU, having 
consented to sit down, there was nothing 
but harmony and enjoyment. 

Le Chape7vn Boiuje, which followed 
The Sleeping Beauty,pxoV\diedi a surprise 
in Mile. Milie Onang-, the actress who 
took the leading part, for she turned out 
to be of the East, whether of Chinese, 
Japanese or Siamese extraction I cannot 
say, but the tiniest little creature, with 
slow shy movements and the prettiest 
little red bonnet. We were surprised 
again by the wolf (who beneath its 
disguise was Mile. Annb-Maeie Vig- 
nial), for it resembled nothing lupine 
ever yet seen, but appeared to be a 
blend of a mouse, a lizard and an avia- 
tor. The huntsman who put an end to 
it — Mile. Monique Oaudeon — immedi- 
ately after this triumph brought down 
the house by a Eussian dance. When 


I say brought down the house” it is I 
a mere figure of speech, for the little ^ 
orphans in the branches never budged, 
while the rest of us were too tightly 
compressed, many with passengers on 
the knee, to make any movement at all. 

Lastly, the best story in the world, 
Gendrillon, in which the Eussian dancer 
reappeared as the Fairy Godmother, 
and Ginderella was played by another 
shy slow-moving infant, but this time 
an Occidental blonde— Mile. Guilaine 
Odiiset — in sabots; and the Prince — 
a somewhat reluctant or, at any rate 
far from ardent, lover — by Mile. Ieene 
Sewaed. 

If the conditions of the representa- 
tion ruled out magic, we were almost 
as pleased when the little pony and 
cart, festooned with red flowers, 
gracieusement p7'6Us par Mada7ne la 
Duchesse Deoazjss,’’ made their appear- 
ance as if they really had been material- 
ised from invisible mice and an in- 
visible pumpkin, and every heart beat 
faster when Ginderella, so minute and 
still so impassive in spite of her lovely 
new frock and her sparkling head-dress 
and her glittering slippers, mounted 
beside the equally apathetic princeling, 
and was led off ; every heart, that is, 
but the two protagonists’. 

I think I liked Gend7nllon best of the 
three plays. It was such a relief to see 
two Ugly Sisters who were ugly only 
in dress and who made no jokes about 
closing-time and Hyde Park ; while an- 
other note of novelty occurred when 
the tiny Ginderella, having proffered 
her foot for the lost slipper to be tried 
on it, quietly but firmly pulled the other 
from her pocket and thus settled the 
matter for ever. I cannot remember 
having seen this done on the stage 
proper ; it was a very nice touch under 
the Gallic trees. E. V. L. 


A MATHEMATICAL PARADOX. 

Dear Thomas, I knew how your frolic 
would end ; 

Its course I could clearly lay down 
\Yhen first you informed me that you 
and a friend 

Were minded to brighten the town. 

’Tis clear that this morning you ’re not 
feeling great ; 

In fact, there are obvious signs 
That even although you went over the 
eight, 

You’re not feeling up to the nines. 


“ \Vg know all tke characters— the schoolboy 
Company-commander who has done so well in 
his high-spirited way for two years, but now be 
tries to beep his nerves steady by too much 
whisky, the product of a country vicarage.” 

Methodist Fa;per. 

We await with interest the reply of 
The Ghujxh Times, 



September 4 , 1929 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








Wr rr ' 



I -zrmH- 


THE CORALS. 

When Esther dropped her corals be- 
side the Cornish sea 
She didn’t chance to miss them till 
after picnic tea, 

Until the waves came prancing, 
Curvetting and dancing, 

And turned the place to blue and green 
Where she had been and they had been . 

^^^len Esther lost her corals (now here 
I only guess) 

A little mermaid stole them to match 
her own undress ; 

Yes, ha%dng easy morals, 

She took the rosy corals 

And gaily clasped them to bedeck 

Her silver shining naughty neck. 

While Esther sought her corals the 
mermaid peeped ashore ; 

She looked at her, she liked her, and 
then she liked her more ; 

Her conscience, ever fickle, 

Began to prick and tickle, 

Though as she said, “It ’s hardly fair ; 

I ’ve simply nothing else to wear.” 

While Esther sought her corals, with 
pretty cry and hue, 

The mermaid caught a charger, all 
green and slee% blue, 

A horse of Amphitrite, 

So mettlesome, so flighty, 

And hung his neck with coral beads i 
And drove him from the water-meads. 

So Esther found her corals, her string 
of gleaming rose, ! 

A sea-horse brought them shorewards 
and tossed them" at her toes ; 

I saw him, wild and shying, 

I heard her joyful crying. 

And that at least is really true — 

As certain as the sea is blue. 


m 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

Orb is apt to be sceptical of a moral improvement effected 
by fantastic means, and the Gilbertian milieu in which such 
metamorphoses occur is difficult to establish. All the more 
credit then to Mr. AiiFEED Noves, who has almost (but not 
quite) succeeded in producing something excellent as well as | 
new in a rare and exacting vein. Out of Vice Versa by A \ 
Midsummer Night's Dream, The Beiurn of the Scare-Crow 
(Cassell) strikes me less as a winner than as a promising 
sire of winners. It lacks the divine coherence of perfect 
fantasy. But each of its moods is in itself enjoyable; and 
if I prefer Mr. Noyes’s broadest and most delicate effects to 
his intermediate range I am only, after all, voicing a per- 
sonal sympathy. There is scope for every shade of outlook 
in the legend of the Bev. Basil Strode, who bad every stitch 
of his clothes purloined while sun-bathing in a ruined 
cottage and did not find them — or his normal attitude to 
life — again for days. His attitude indeed he never recovered 
completely, and, as this was rather a carping, selfish, com- 
placent attitude, it was just as well. His clothes — but I 
will not anticipate Mr. Noyes. The cottage, you see, was 
an inland cottage, but sufficiently near the sea to give the 
Bev, Basil a chance of reaching the coast and claiming the 
traditional immunity of the sea- (but not the sun-) bather 
from prudish criticism. His parish was full of critics. We 
encounter several, with the journalistic obstetricians who 
ir^sisted so handsomely at the birth of their libellous con- 
'^jectures. We encounter also the young lady whom the 
Bev,, Basil was least anxious to encounter during his 
quandary and we share her subsequent delight in his 
godly and thorough reformation. 


Though Dr. F. V. Engelenburg, in his biographical study, 
General Louis Bolha (Habrap), by doing a good deal less 
than justice to the British Army’s part in the Boer War, 
would seem to show that the work of the great conciliator 
of whom he wiites is even yet nob complete, his story of 
that amazing career will be read with lively appreciation, 
apart from one or two earlier chapters and from the irritating 
and unnecessary paragraph- headings scattered at random 
throughout its pages, by all who must needs share his almost 
unlimited admiration. When he tells how, out of a consider- 
able flock of sheep on a French farm, bis General picked out 
two which were thereupon stated to be present by accident 
and not intended for sale, securing them finally only at an 
increased price, one wonders whether in very truth it was 
the hero or the Frenchman who was the slim guerilla chief ; 
but with this possible exception the* writer conveys an im- 
pression of instinctive reliability in judgment associated with 
unflinching consistency in a pre-determined course that is 
almost without parallel in our generation. The uniting of 
South Africa in one nation is Botha’s visible achievement ; 
his support of the Empire in time of stress and in the face 
of obstinate opposition from an irreconcilable minority con- 
stitutes his irresistible claim oh our gratitude ; but one must 
read the account of his all-night wrestling with his old 
comrade-in-arms, General De la Eey, in the cause of faith 
and honour to realise how great too in things not material 
was this man, whose whole outlook seemed to be sheer sub- 
limated commonsense. The crisis that came to him with 
the Treaty of Vereeniging, cutting his life clean in two 
halves, made him a figure that dramatists and historians 
will love, portraying him, if there is any justice in history, 
as a supreme example among men who, their word once 
passed, would not turn back. 
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When Genius blows the embers 
And lights a spark or two, 

A book like Evelyn Pember’s 
Coiicou occurs ; Coucou 
Is Constable’s (non-portly) 
Production ; ’tis what fell 
In Spring, in France, in (shortly) 

A Provencal hotel. 

Coucou ’s a pretty shadow — 

Scarce heroine, say I, 

A maid first glad, then sad (oh ! 

She shoots herself— but tohy ^) ; 
She ’s just an April aura 
About a tale of cheer 
Which mostly tells of Lazira, 

A very perfect dear. 

Our plot is Laura's w^ooing 
By Edivard Houseman, who 
Is never long a-doing — 

In adding “won ” to “woo,” 
Assisted by some minors, 
Gem-poiished folk, gem-lit. 

All set within the fine ores 
Of workmanship and wit. 

And now (let fall the curtain !) 

Of epilogue one word ; 

A new touch but a certain 
Has with Coucou occurred ; 

And here ’s a book worth knowing, 
So know it, all of you ; 

And, Zummer gone (or going), 

I zing, “ Coucou, Coucou ! ” 


I hardly like to suggest that a new 
writer is making the worst of two 
worlds, but a novelist employing the 
morbid rhythm of Scandinavian drama 
and abandoning it at intervals for 
bright little passages of psycho-ana- 
lytical diagnosis certainly strikes me as 
looking for trouble. Personally I could 
have put up with the Ibsen motif and 
(as far as it w ent) manner of A Charmed 
Circle (Cape) if Miss Helen Ferguson ' ^ 
had not insist ed on breaking her own spell. 

It clearly needs an heroic suspension of Assistant {tenujor 
disbelief to envisage the family of a mod- Madam. Shall I 
ern professional man tied to a particular 
house and sucked back by a tentaculaire destiny whenever 
they tried to escape. But Miss Ferguson successfully 
establishes her extremely tiresome Beanes in their decrepit 
ex-vicarage, and suggests, if she does not prove, that 
something more malign than bad temper, selfishness and 
inadaptability to the workaday demands of the world was 
at the back of their detention. Dearie i^ere, who plays a 
sort of Wild Buck o’dle in a back study, is obscurely credited 
with his fanaily’s frustrations. You gather that he does not 
like them to go away, but is quite sure that they will always 
come back if they do. And so it turns out. Bonald tries 
the stage and Beryl a hat-shop in Town ; Olive engineers a 
local love-affair. But all three fail to persevere in their 
channels of emancipation and a sombre “curtain” rustles 
down on their reunion. Cancel their creator’s allusions to 
extroverts and inhibitions and there is an eerie originality 
about her book’s aloofness from normal and fashionably 
abnormal life. I feel she has found neither herself nor her 
milieu, though the pains she has taken here persuade me 
she may yet make good use of both. 
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ranly lent fiom quite another department), *‘JuST sixteen pounds, 

WRAP IT UP for you OR SHALL I SEND IT ? ” 

Mr. Booth Tarkington has the crowning merit of being 
easy to read. In The World Boas Move (Heinemann) he 
leaves romance for the moment and looks back over the last 
thirty years or so, taking note of the changes through which 
his native land has passed. He begins with a picture of a 
thin young man who has come East to seek his fortune, 
crossing the Hudson on the Cortlandt Street Ferry from the 
great terminal station of the Pennsylvania Eailroad in 
Jersey City. In the young man’s trunk “were the manu- 
scripts of two plays, of an unfinished novel and of a now- 
forgotten number of short stories.” And before him lay the 
castellated sky-line of New York — the New York of the end 
of last century. But we 'are not given much of Mr, Tark- 
ington’s early literary struggles ; he is more concerned in 
this volume with the manifold changes that have taken place 
in the social outlook (especially in the Midland provincial 
town from which he came), in the clothes, the vehicles, the ’ 
dancing and the girls — more particularly the girls. And to 
illustrate these changes he embarks now and again upon a 
! story that is a sort of parable, as for example that of the 
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simple-minded Mr, Blake, whose sister incautiously took him 
to the Folies Bergere in Paris, with the result that he had 
to be locked up for a matter of sixteen years, suifering from 
the obsession that he was naked. Cured at last, he suffered 
an immediate relapse on being taken home on a night when 
his niece was giving an informal dance. And then there is 
Judge Olds, that sturdy representative of the pre- War parent, 
who holds forth about the iniquities of his daughter, Juhe, 
and has to be soothed with tact and common-sense. The 
world moves, it would seem, much the same in the United 
States as in our own benighted land. A thoroughly enter- 
taining autobiographical sketch. 

The publishers of The Bark Mile (Hbinemann) insist 
that, though it completes Miss D. K. Broster’s trilogy of 
Jacobite novels, one does not need to have read the two 
earlier books in order to enjoy it. As a confirmed admirer of 
Miss Broster’s touch in fashioning history into fiction 1 
have not missed one word of either, and am not for that 
reason in a very good position to decide as to the justice 
of their claim ; but I am inclined to think that they are too 
optimistic. Dr. Archie 
Cameron, the descrip- 
tion of whose execution 
in The Gleam in the 
North is one of the most 
noble and moving pas- 
sages in contemporary 
fiction, is a living per- 
sonality to me only be- 
cause of the account of 
him given there. Had 
I never read that book, 
his kinsman Ardroy's 
grief, as Miss Brostee 
depicts it in her latest 
novel, would have 
seemed almost inexplic- 
able. Lady Ardroy too, 
had I not met her al- 
ready in The Flight of 
the Heron, must have 
seemed a very pale, 
if gracious, shadow. 

The latest volume tells 
of the identity, remorse and expiation of that informer 
who sent Dr. Cameron to bis death, and of the love of young 
Ian Stewart for a fair Campbell, There are exciting moments, 
stirring adventures and love- scenes v/hose charm will not 
easily be forgotten ; but in spite of that the story of The 
Dark Mile as a whole is somewhat slight. To me and 
many others the pleasmre of meeting again characters whom 
we have liked so much will make this book very welcome ; 
in fact, if Miss Beoster cares to continue the history of 
Ardroy and his friends indefinitely, I shall go with her gladly 
every word of the way. But I shall continue to advise 
readers who are first making their acquaintance to begin 
with The Flight of the Heron and not The Dark Mile, 


*'Meei Mr. Bundy"' says the dust-cover of Mr. Clarence 
Buddington Kblland’s latest (Hodber and Stoughton), 
and having met him I can heartily commend others to his 
better acquaintance. Mr. Kelland is one of the Saturday 
Evening Post's hand-picked story-tellers, which means that 
bis characters are lifelike enough for you to want to meet 
them again and their doings sufficiently improbable to make 
thetn . exciting. To meet the Btmdys — the jolly sort of 
American family we should like all American families to be 
'IS to discover that its members mostly act as a committee 


of the whole family, a trait that Miss Candice tries to dodge 
but, after some speedy adventures in wicked Gotham, is more 
than a little glad to get back to. The villains of the piece and 
the needful lover are all supplied by the rival Blade family, 
whose downfall, due to a lack of family cohesion, is almost 
too complete. But the Bundy s are regular ^Uolks ” and Mr. 
Kelland can trot them out again whenever he has a mind. 


In these days of general education eccentricities of spell- 
ing, like country dialects and the Cockney accent, are tend- 
ing to become extinct ; and that is probably the reason why 
that rather elementary kind of humour which depends for 
its efiects principally upon such manifestations of illiteracy 
is likewise all but obsolete. Mr. Hamish Maclaren’s 
Private Opinions of a British Bluejacket (Peter Davies) — 
I imagine that the author’s title of editor is, so to speak, purely 
a courtesy one — displays the faults and virtues of the type 
very fairly^. It is by no means without its amusing moments, 
though the reader who is particular about such matters 
should be w^’amed that the fun is often distinctly “ broad ” ; 
and, while as a representation either of the mentality or 

the educational stan- 
dards of the lower deck 
it is merely grotesque, 
the author handles his 
special brand of crude 
comedy with a good 
deal of skill. 


Devil's Paradise 
(Murray) has con- 
vinced me that to in- 
heiib a property with 
a curse attached to it is 
a very troublesome ex- 
perience. Elisabeth 
Winton inherited Win- 
ton Court, curse and 
all, while she was still 
a child, and had it not 
been for a scientist, a 
lady with a gift for clair- 
voyance, and a young 
man of sound common- 
sense and determination 
the burden of it would have been intolerable. This trio, 
however, with assistance from a terrific flood, succeeded 
in removing the curse. Miss i^MY McLaren with her 
habitual ease contrives to make an attractive story out of 
the events that led to Elisabeth's happiness, and incidentally 
that of the common-sensible young man. 

Mrs. Sarah Gertrude Millin, in The Fiddler (Con- 
stable), takes a woman honestly but placidly happy in her 
married life and allows her to fall overwhelmingly in love 
with the leader of the band in the hotel at Louren§o Marques, 
where she and her husband were staying. The husband, 
who was interested and rather immersed in the origin of 
native customs and beliefs, certainly gave her rope enough 
with which to find destruction, and this may provoke in 
you a certain sympathy for her obsession ; but in any case 
you must admit that the story, which is told with praise- 
worthy restraint, carries a lesson with it. Mrs. Millin is 
an artist, and whether her aim is to point a moral or to 
adorn a tale her work invariably deserves attention. 

“This announcement was made to-day by Lord Headley, the Huslin 
peer, in an interview.” — Evening Taper. 

That ’s better than being a bombazine baronet. 



Sarcastic Second {to piijilist who has been floored several times without 
getting in a single blow). “You’re on ’is track, matey— them’s ’is 

FOOTPRINTS ALL RIGHT.” 
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PHARIVARIA Wasps, by the way, have built a nest A musical composition descriptive of 

^ ^ in a trombone at St. x\lbans. And yet a day in the life of an American motor- 

Attention is drawn to the attractions there are people \yho say that wasps car has been performed in London, 
of the Spanish seaside. There is of have no consideration for human beings. L' ApreS‘ Midi cV mi Ford ? 
course a special fascination in building 

sand-castles in Spain. A consignment of sixty tons of silver With reference to the forthcoming 

^ ^ was recently shipped from London to production of a play about Charles 

Ex-King x\manullah is settling at Eussia. It is rumoured that the latest Peace, it is recalled that he played the 
Naples, but there is no confirmation of Soviet scheme to cheer up the public is violin. We have always understood 
the rumour that he contemplates in- to line the clouds. that there was something against him. 

vesting his savings in the ice-cream '''F’ 

industry. ... It is stated that it is not necessary On reading of a keen rider to hounds 

actually to have attained the hundredth who keeps herself fit during the summer 
In recognition of the President of year to become a member of the newly- by playing lawn-tennis we are reminded 
the Trades Union Congress for his ad- formed Centenarians Club. But do that, among fox-hunting lawn-tennis 
vocacy of an Imperial policy, there is they really want any noisy young nona- players, failure to get a horse over a 


some talk of naming a peak in the genarians about the place ? 

Canadian Eockies ‘‘Ben Tillett.” 

Some octogenarian tvi^ins declare that 
The fact that Mr. L. S. Amery was they have shared everything all their 

nearly blown away ^ 

when descending the \j If i,j; 

mountain named after , ' 

him is regarded in Gov- 

ernment circles as ■ j 

further proof that he v/, 'V, V' 

lacks the specific grav- /.'-..‘vi'Ut- . v •. 'WjF ^ V \] 

ity of Lord Passfield. .A/ZZ?';."; 




fence at the second attempt counts a,s 
a “ double-fault.” 

Sausage-makers complain that they 

cannot get skins be- 

|! 1 ; I cause they are snapped 

up by tennis -racquet 
j j jL. manufacturers. It is 

* i hoped that this does 

^ot mean that in the 
future sausages are to 
be sold in the nude. 


We have been un- 
able to obtain confirma- 
tion of the rumour that, 
to commemorate the 
talk between Lord 
Passfield and Mr. 
Bruce, which opened 
the new telephone ser- 
vice to Sydney, it is 
proposed to spell the 
name of the Australian 
city with an “ i.” 

Liberals stoutly re- 
fute the suggestion that 
Mr. Lloyd George’s 
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“H’lo, Brown, back from your holidays? You don’t look very 

SUNBURNT Z’ 

“No. You SEE, WE TOOK A FURNISHED HOUSE. NO MAID WAS LEFT 
AND I ONLY HAD EVERY OTHER SUNDAY OUT.” 


Zbccording to Profes- 
sor Blackwell, the 
early Egyptians pub- 
lished a small news- 
paper made of stone. 
We wonder if Lord 
Eothbrmere will insist 
on its net sales being 
published. 

A Sports writer says 
it -was much too hot for 
football last Saturday, 
This accounts for the 
rumour that several 
referees begged the 


reported purchase of a French cap with lives. We believe they even split their spectators to duck them, 
a large peak to shade the eyes is an in- infinitives. 

dication that he is feeling the effects of - A new type of parachute is described 

the long strain of watching the rising sun. It is predicted that developments of as a framework of steel covered with a 

'i«.,z:‘ the science of meteorology will make it hard flexible skin. A returned holiday- 

A correspondent of a morning paper possible to give accurate forecasts of maker says this reminds him of the 
declares that one might just as well live the agricultural prospects for several roast chicken provided by his seaside 
in the suburbs of London as in Eastern years ahead. Farmers will appreciate landlady. 

I Equatorial Africa. Another view is that the boon of being enabled to do their 
one might just as well live in Equatorial grumbling in advance. T’wo recent London weddings ar^ 

Africa as in the suburbs of London. mentioned as having taken place simul- 

=1' .z-*' The racing motorist whose steering taneously within a stone’s throw of one 

Preparations are being hurried for- gear was damaged when he killed a cat another. They were out of confetti- 
ward by the Maoris of New Zealand at a hundred-and-twenty miles an hour range. 
to welcome the British Eugby team is considered to have demonstrated one ^ * 

next year. We understand that New of the weaknesses of the high-velocity Belief was felt that the school 
Zealand Erothblowers will sing, “ The car as a lethal weapon. strikes at East Ham and elsewhere 

Maori are To<^ether.” "S;:" occurred at a time when it was impos- 

° The West London Coroner thinks sible for Eton and Harrow to come 

The scarcity of wasps, to which atten- that pedestrians injured in street acci- out in sympathy, 
tion is drawn, is attributed in some dents should be fined. We agree that "z.* 

quarters to the apathy of successive the only way to reduce the number of It is pointed out by a contemporary 
Governments with regard to measures accidents is to make the cost of being that Mexico had automatic telephones 
for their protection. run over prohibitive, years ago. That explains everything. 
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TERRA INFIRMA. 

William Bird, of course, is the test 
pilot. He is responsible for almost every- 
thing that flies, except birds. Some 
people say he could make a char-a-banc 
fly. They are not far wrong. 

Listen. William gave the E.A.B. the 
Thetford Thunderer, which dropped ten 
five-hundred-pound bombs and one ham- 
sandwich on the Air Ministry during the 
last manoeuvres. He gave the Canadian 
Forestry Corps the Biggleswade Bug- 
Duster, which sprayed and annihilated 
thirty-eight-million - and - seven Saska- 
toon Sandfieas with gas in 16*5 minutes. 

And he invented the Side-Eollick-and- 
a-half through blowing his nose in a 
Norwich Gnat without first stopping 
the engine. 

Without William there could have 
been none of these things. Small wonder 
then that anyone inventing a machine 
and getting the Air Ministry to say they 
won’t order any of it should send for 
William. 

Yv^illiam’s job is to show the Air 
Ministry what a fine thing they are 
missing. He does so without fail, re- 
ceiving a large fee and a small bonus 
for his pains. 

It was because of this hard-earned 
pelf that William was able to pay a five- 
guinea fine at Bow Street last week for 
events arising out of the performance of 
his celebrated vocal imitation of a Spit- 
head Seababy coming out of a vertical 
dive. 

The episode does not concern this 
story, but it deserves to be placed before 
the public, some of whom were not 
present. 

William bad become thirty that day 
for the first time in his life ; and at 
11.15 p.M. the. same night he fell omder 
tfie impression that his voice had broken, 
which would prevent his vocal perform- ' 
ance of the Seababy act for all time. 

As Tubby Entwhistle told him — 
Tubby is the only man who. has ever 
flown a- seaplane underneath a battle- 
ship — if ;his (William’s) voice had never 
broken the Seababy act would never 
have been possible at any time. 

The event happened in Piccadilly 
Circus. There were twenty omnibuses 
about at the time of the Seababy per- 
formance, and only one failed to imagine 
that his camshaft had come adrift and 
was operating inside the radiator. The 
minority bus was convinced that his fly- 
wheel had picked up a pneumatic road- 
drill at the peak of its activity, and 
accordingly fainted. 

For a test,pvilot, William is a largish 
man, being a shade over fourteen stone 
and two yards. But he finds this a 
great professionaladvantage. It inspires 
confidence among inventors. 


Yes, people talk about the anguish 
suffered by a play-author on his first 
night. It is nothing compared with the 
anguish suffered by an aeroplane-author 
during f^^premiere at Sopleigh-on- Solent, 
where William plies his trade. 

Blipper, the man who put the Wat- 
ford Weazel together, which ran for 
four years and is still touring in Irak, 
spends his time during test-flights 
gloved in boxing-mitts trying to pick 
three-leaved clover. Meriavi, the Serb, 
the man who invented an airship that 
could fly without a stowaway on board, 
passes the time weeping ; and Dirk K. 
Pepple, the Yank, who thought out the 
first aeroplane to fly backwards and 
tried to sell the patent to Germany in 
the last war, gets hiccups. 

But they all trust their babes to 
William. Hexevs them up to topnotch 
performance. He finds out what must 
be done, what must be undone. He 
takes no notes. He carries all the data 
in his head. His memory, like his 
opinion, is infallible. 

And no doubt he would have gone 
on from triumph to triumph had he 
not, on the fateful day when he was 
down to baptise the Dalston Dolphin i 
flying-boat and the Letch worth Lemur, 
met Lydia Propley, the intrepid bird- 
woman. 

People have often said to William 
that he would one day meet a woman 
and she would put him off his profes- 
sional stroke. That ’s the funny thing 
about flying. Love makes you careful. 

William pooh-poohed the idea. All 
men, he said, were born bachelors. 
(He has a profound suspicion of any- 
thing which interferes with Nature’s 
handiwork). 

He met Lydia face to face for the 
fir^t-time as he-w^s mounting the Dol- 
phiu. He saw her- vivid bird-like ' face 
(of course it had no feathers on it), her 
shining nose and her clear-cut azure 
eyes. He turned red at it ; and then 
white. Later he took-off. 

But no sooner had he left the water 
than it was obvious he was not himself. 
He flew shakily and the boat wobbled 
like a jelly. His turns were horrible 
and his stunting ghastly. 

At the end of a half-hour he landed 
beautifully right in the centre of Sop- 
leigh aerodrome. It took him three 
minutes to realise why the dinghy did 
not row out to take him off. He then 
discovered that he was surrounded 
entirely by grass instead of sea. 

Few people who saw William get out 
of that flying-boat will forget the look 
in his eyes. They were wide-open and 
like stars, 

^*Bah! It’s nothing but a pasb,” 
William muttered between clenched 
teeth. ‘‘Warm up the Lemur, lads ! ” 


William was never an easy man to 
convince about anything. The Lemur 
was warmed up. It was a perfectly 
obvious land-machine. He took it over, 
let out the engine and sailed away into 
the blue. 

Ten minutes later he made a perfect 
landing in it on the sea. 

Of course any man flying land and sea 
machines is apt to get their respective 
parking-places a little mixed sometimes. 
But to get the landing elements wrong 
twice running ! 

William quite rightly told himself 
there was but one reason for his two 
lapses. He was really and truly in love. 
Nothing else could have rattled him 
and put him off his professional stroke. 

He therefore decided to marry Lydia 
and stop the rot. 

At the time of writing Lydia won’t 
allow him even to ride a push-bike, 
although he has one with four-wheel 
brakes. And as for William, he cries 
like a stricken child if he sees Lydia 
mount a chair to bang curtains or let 
a mouse go past. 

Still, there is another week of the 
honeymoon to go yet, 

PRECIOUS STEINS. 

What with Geetrude, Ep and Ein, 
When I hear the name of Stein 
I go creepy down the spine. 

Ein has caught the ether bending, 
Gert has sentences unending, 

Ep is really most art-i'ending. 

Ein''’s made straight lines parabolic, 
Eppie’s “Night ” is alcoholic, 

Gertie’s grammar has the colic. 

Ein and Space are down to tin-tacks, 
Ep hews boulders with a flint-axe, 
Gert has no respect for, syntax. 

What .with Gertrude, Ein and Ep, 
Life' and Art are out of step. 

Are' we then down-hearted ? Yep I 

Making Both Ends Meet. 

“A Very Good Opening for Boot Bepairer, in 1 
Huntingdonshire. One with some knowledge ’ 
of hairdressing preferred.” 

Advt. in Weekly Faper. 

“Wanted, very good country homes, within 
easy journey London, for several nice male ' 
kittens. References required.” ' 

Advt. in Women's Paper. 
These young bachelors are never really 
happy away from the Metropolis, 

It is often pointed out that one of the 
greatest of the Victorian poets used to 
wander along the seashore muttering, | 
“Break, Break, Break,” but it must ■ 
also be remembered that many of our 
Georgian poets wander along the Em- 
bankment muttering “Broke, Broke, 
Broke.” 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 

The American Sailor-hat— the latest seaside epidemic. 



PLEASANT SUNDAY MORNINGS. 

IV. — With Viscount This and 
Lady That. 

An Ubiquitist. 

You are a very ubiquitous person,” 
said the Prince of Wales to me yester- 
day. We were sitting in Harry’s Bar, 
under the blue skies of Le Touquet. 
“Toots” Lorimer was at the next 
table and Lady Space was not far 
away, chatting with her two beautiful 
daughters. 

Butt and Ben. 

And here I am at Stornoway, where 
all the talk is of butts and beaters. 
Lord Benjamin Trickle has shot several 
birds. He is course the second son 
of Earl Carraway, of pig-iron fame. 
Lady Pamela, the only daughter, is left- 
handed. She is not here. 


Heart-Collectob. 

This morning on the terrace at Shep- 
heard’s I encountered an old friend. 
“Andy” Molyneux is the best poker- 
player in Cairo. We had coffee for 
two and strawberry ices for one. I 
have never liked ices. Andy collects 
stamps — and hearts. 

Golf Eemaekable. 

Talking of stamps, I was at Biarritz 
this afternoon. “Twiggy” Foote is 
telling a good story of a moonlight 
golf -match playe^with polo-sticks and 
stale rolls. Harry’s Bar is still the 
termimcs ad quern of the persons that 
matter. The new Cocktail Harry is 
made of cloves. 

The Long and the Short of it. 

Now let us talk about hair. 

Lovely Lady Lettuce, whose picture 
you see here, is growing her hair again. 


I said’ I preferred it short. She pro- 
mised, with a twinkle, to ask my opinion 
“ next time.” Her mother etches de- 
liciously. 

The Latest. 

I do not think that many smart 
women will return to the long locks of 
yesterday. Some will and some not. 
It is a question of taste. As a man, I 
like to see the shape of the head. 
Myrtle Lady Mulberry is weaiing her 
hair in a conical lump on the top of 
her head. It is attractive. 

Precious. 

Mention of hair makes me think of 
Pansy Truffle, who is on Lord Bolo’s 
yacht at Cannes. We were neighbours 
at dinner yesterday and she told me 
her ebony tresses were insured for five 
thousand pounds. They are worth it. 
After a rubber or two we bathed. 
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No More Sunburn. 

Here on the Cote d'Or sunburn is 
going out of fashion. Natural colour 
will soon be the rage everywhere. Lady 
Festoon, whom I met at Monaco, is 
quite white. She told me she never 
leaves her hotel till sunset. Another 
woman whose cream colour is much 
admired is the Honourable Fairy Fol- 
jeon. When bathing she wears long 
black gloves and a costume covering 
the shoulders. Her father is the ad- 
miral. 

Who is the Best-looking Lord? 

Here is a picture of “Pop” Bootle, 
reputed to be the handsomest peer. As 
to that I cannot say, but he' is a good 
bicyclist. At sunny La Baule he is 
taking all the prizes. His sister, you 
will remember, married Captain Briar- 
foot last June. Lady Marion Grebe is 
heie, also “Kit ” Merridew. Both are 
fond of golf. 

A Good One. 

Harry’s Bar is generally crowded. I 
heard a good story there to-day from 
Major “ Moke ” Tipton, who has laugh- 
ing eyes. His uncle the General 
dreamed that the Oxfordshire Handicap 
was won by a very tall bishop. He 
therefore backed High Priest, w^hich of 
course was successful at forty to one. 

“Conspicuous by his 

I did not go to the Schneider Cup, for 
I was in Paris. It was hot. “ Mariani ” 
still makes the best Sole k la Cherubim. 
At the famous restaurant I met the 
American Ambassador. He was eating 
chopped lettuce. He is a wit. Any 
connection ? Later I saw many Ameri- 
cans at Harry’s Bar. But the Ambas- 
sador was not there. 

When ten is too much, 

What is the correct pour -heir e to 
give to a croupier? Many regular 
lutterers give ten per cent of their 
winnings. But is this de riguenr? I 
asked the question last night when I 
saw popular “ Chick ” Granville break 
the bank at Dieppe. He is a teetotaler. 

Mrs. “Chick.” 

“ Lucky at cards — ^unlucky at love,” 
you say. Well, here is a picture of 
“ Chick’s ” charming wife, Lord Sealy- 
ham’s fourth daughter. Something 
wrong with the proverb, surely ? She 
is artistic. Lady Granville teased me 
about my liking for Goya. “ Gliacxm d 
son Qoiitya,'' I replied. 

k Birthday. 

I have a lot more to tell you, but no 
more space, so I will give you two 
more pictures — Lady Helena Tumble, 
because she is beautiful, and Mrs. 


Charles Smith, because it is her birth- 
day, I will not say which. She is at 
Brighton. So am I. A. P. H. 


Commercial Caodour. 

“The Hotel is being thoroughly renovated, 
and nothing left undone to mar the comfort of 
a home.” — Advt. of Queensland Hoteh 


We understand that the Order of the 
Golden Fleece is about to be revived. 
It will be conferred on successful stall- 
holders at charity bazaars. 


“Clan MacQuarrie, proposed reunion. Scot- | 
tish Branch, Septs. — Maquarie, MaeWharrie, 1 
Wharry, Wharrie, MacQuaire, MacQuire, Mac- 
Guire, "Mac Whirr, MacCorrie, &o.— Plea.se write 
Box .” — Agony Cohimn of Daily Payer. 

Mr. Punch ventures to hope that its 
unity will be marred by no MacQuarrels. 

“ The May Queen was exquisitely gowned in 
I white crepe black satin in mid-Yictoriaii design, 
with bodice effect waist, shirred panels in the 
skirt, accentuated with modest whoops.” 

Canadian Payer. 

Some of these Colonial fashions are 
really a scream. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE PLAGE HOTEL. 

A Cantankerous Dialogue. 

They, Are you going to sun-bathe ? 

J. No. I am going to play golf. 

They (with a silly inflection). Golf ! 

I. I may be going to play on the 
worst golf-course in France, but at any 
rate I am going to do a man’s job. I 
am going to bathe in my own — I am 
going to bathe as nature intended a 
hard-working man to bathe. After that 
I shall bathe in the sea. Wet water is 
the stuff to bathe in, not roasted air. 

They, It is very pleasant indeed to 
bathe in the sun. 

I, It is a sign of decadence. Con- 
jointly with a growing love of negro 
melodies and negroid drinks it is now 
the ambition of the white man to be- 
come brown, or at any 
rate brindled. Instead 
of thanking Heaven for 
the beauty of her skin 
the white woman longs 
to be a mulatto and 
looks it, especially on 
the face, arms and legs, 
and half-way down her 
chine. Seme of them, no 
doubt, do more. Some 
of them lie about the 
beach in a condition 
which, if they happened 
to be oil - paintings, 
would cause them to be 
removed by the police. 

The man who guards 
the bathers ought to 
look after them and 
blow his horn when they 
go too far. There is no 
point in it all. Thew^hite 
races were intended to 
be white. If they want 
to be brown they ought 
to go and live where the brown men 
live. It would be just as sensible for the 
Portuguese to go and spend their holidays 
lying on the top of the Alps in order to 
bleach themselves and then go home 
and boast about it. What is the sun 
anyway ? Just a lot of hot heat which 
has an injurious effect on the unpro- 
tected skin. Besides, I am going to 
play golf. 

They. Who with? 

I, I shall find, if possible, an elderly 
Frenchman wearing a beret, white plus- 
fours and black-and-white shoes. I 
think he shall have a beard. He shall 
be excessively stout ; I see him as a 
chef or a celebrated pastry-cook from 
Boulogne. His beard shall rest diagon- 
ally uponhis waistcoat. Peering through 
this -he shall address the ball on a very 
high tee and strike it smartly off the tee 
oniio the ground. foi !” he will 

say. linmy turn shall make an air-shot. 


Parbleu ! ” I shall cry. En route for 
the first bunker we shall employ the 
utmost courtesy to each other. Later 
we shall slice into the road. After that 
we shall wander in the pine- woods to- 
gether, while the caddies, the young 
lady caddies, go a-huntingfor our balls. 
If the heat becomes unbearable we shall 
rest under the grateful shade. Not a 
word of Mr. Snowden or Eeparations. 
And when the long half-round is over 
we shall sip a cassis together at the 
degustation of golf. After that I shall 
bathe in the wet sea. 

They. It is two kilometres to the 
golf-links and the hotel bus has gone. 

I, I shall go by the tram. There is 
no pleasanter journey imaginable. It is 
forbidden to speak to the tram-driver, 
but it is permitted to speak to the con- 


ductor, who is the tram-driver’s wife. 
One interferes with the gates, chains and 
machinery of the tram on one’s own 
responsibility ; but I shall not interfere. 
The journey is slow but safe. There is 
no medallion invoking the aid of St. 
Christopher on the tram as there is on 
the dashboai'd of the hotel bus. But I 
shall arrive. Having arrived I shall 
purchase from Hadame, the caddie- 
mistress, for seven francs, one of the 
golf-balls which I lost yesterday. Then 
I shall sit on the little seat and await 
my opponent : M. Bbiand or another, 
as the case may be. I always feel that 
anybody may turn up at this golf-links 
of ours, from M. Dubonnet to the Aga 
Khan — people who are tired pei'haps 
of the low handicaps and the greens 
soignds of Le Touquet, its casino, its 
jewelled tortoises and its ropes of black 
pearls. There is a refreshing simplicity 
about our golf-links. Whole families 


tee up together on it. Mixed fivesome's 
are the rule. They play by it, dig on it, 
mother and child 

They. Then it is hardly different from 
the beach. You had much better come 
and sun-bathe on the sands. All the 
doctors recommend sun-bathing. 

Myself {in despair). The doctors ! 

They. All the best people, all the 
most loeautiful people are bathing in 
the sun. 

I. Yes. I wonder they do not have a 
concourse of sun-bathing, the prettiest 
piebald in every class to win. They 
seem to have a concourse of everything 
else. They have had a concourse of 
tennis and a concourse of fireworks, and 
a concourse sportive of infants, and a 
concourse hippie of enfant s, and a con- 
course of heads at the fancy-dress ball. 

The other day, while 
you were sun- bathing, 
there was a concourse 
of golf. I entered for 
the short-driving com- 
petition and won by a 
yard. 

They (interested). 
How did you manage to 
do that ? 

J. I hit a pine-tree 
and rebounded a little 
way behind the tee. 
Several of the French 
competitors claimed a 
foul because of the vio- 
lence of my coup, but I 
stood my guns like 
Mr. Snov^en and won 
through, I shall sug- 
gest to-morrow to the 
mayor or the gendarme, 
or whoever arranges 
these things, that there 
shall be a grand con- 
course of sun -bathing 
— a concourse international of tan. 
Beauty of tint will count for one 
thing and ensemble for another, and 
the prizes will be cocktail-shakers or 
medicine-balls. The fact is, the whole 
of this bakery business is absurd. When 
I see you all stretched out like a lot of 
human haddocks on the beach I amuse 
myself ofit. ^MonJDie^i Isaytomyself. 
There is a smell of burning human flesh 
all over the plage. And to what end? 
Only that when you get into your morn- 
ing bath you see what a fool you look. 
Only that when you get into a slightly 
lower evening-frock you have a neat 
white border all round the edge. As 
for a man, he goes home and covers up 
his semi-mahogany carcase until sum- 
mer comes round again. What will be 
the advantage to Mr, Smith during the 
fogs of November of having been for a 
few brief moments a quasi-octoroon? 
How will Mr. Wilkins’ treacle* coloured 


lift 



Mr. Smith {his coicrage departed). “Well, as a matter of fact I only 

CAME ALONG TO KNOW IF YOU’D MIND DRILLING A HOLE IN A LUCKY 
SIXPENCE.” 
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Wife [showing hxishand pa^er-:pattern of froch), “Look, dear, this is the very 

LATEST THING FROM PARIS."' 

Husband. “Heavens! my dear, you cjx't 'wear that.” 


torso avail him against the influenza of 
the spring? Anyhow, it all comes off. 
Believe me, a pure white soul within a 
pure white body is the ideal condition 
for the Nordic breed. The whole notion 
of sun-bathing came in, as I said before, 
with the manners and morals of Hono- 
lulu or somewhere like that. That is 
why I am going to play golf. 

They, Helas I you cannot. The tram 
has just gone. 

I, Mille tonnerres I Then I suppose 
I shall have to go and sun-bathe on 
the beach. Evoe. 


THE WASP. 

Of those uncertain creatures 
Who take a simple joy 
In swelling up one’s features 
On purpose to annoy, 

Things void of natural sweetness, 
Aggressive and inhosp. 

(Pardon the incompleteness), 

You are the first, O wasp. 

There is no place we visit 
In England’s pleasant land 
(It isn’t your place, is it ?) 

But you must take a hand ; 

You set the nerves a-jangle, 

You turn the tan to chalk. 

Of anglers when they angle, 

Of walkers when they walk. 

In no uncertain manner 
You bid the bather flee ; 

You foil the caravanner 
Who merely wants his tea ; 

You raid the earnest hopper, 

You break upon our sports, 

And are, I ’m told, improper 
To river girls in shorts. 

We slap at you and swat you ; 

We fell you as we may 
(The rapture when we ’ve got you 
Is more than words can say) ; 

One may see great deeds daily 
When men unused to strife 
Brave you, albeit palely, 

Eor screaming child or wife. 

And we have learnt to fashion 
A lure that cannot fail, 

Born of a lasting passion 
That you confess for ale ; 

An artful jar that cozens 
You in and, when you ’re tight, 
Prowns you in drink by dozens, 

A most immoral sight. 

But when the day is sinking 
And you retire to rest 
That, to my private thinking, 

Is where man comes out fost ; 
Armed with his apparatus 
He tracks you to the comb 
Whence you come forth to bait us ; 
Then, when the last wasp ’s home, 

Bring forth, O man, your funnel ; 
With oil and poison come; 


Take heed lest haply one ’ll 
Pass down a warning hum ; 
Insert with care the former; 

Pour down the latter thick ; 
That should have made things 
warmer ; 

That will have done the trick. 

Thus with discreet defiance 
'We tackle you, and yet, 

Eor all the arts of science, 

You don’t seem much upset ; 


Alert and undiminished 
You still appear to prosj). ; 

I leave the word unfinished 
To rhyme with you, O wasj). 

D um-Dum. 

“Machinery fob Sale. 

For Sale 1 or 2 pairs of Crested African 
Cranes, quite acclimatized and thoroughly 
established now. ^'—Tndian Pqper. 

The crane which is nesting in Fleet 
Street just now is a splendid bird. 




288 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [September 11 , 1929 . 


NET SALES, 

(Bespectfiilhj dedicated to tioo amazing 
Peers.) 

‘‘The profession of journalism/’ said 
Mr. Pickwick with fervour, “demands 
from its votaries at once a sense of 
responsibility to the public, great ability 
and high character.” 

“High character, Mr, Pickwick!” 
exclaimed Mr. Pott; “then you can 
never have met the loathsome reptile 
who under a cloak of Stygian darkness 
hides the net sales of The Eatansivill 
Independent T 

“You amaze me,” said Mr. Pickwick. 

“ I challenge him daily. I assert that 
the net sales of The Gazette are twice 
those of The Independe^it, that putres- 
cent organ which, though on the verge 
of extinction, still lingers to discredit 
the journalism of our native land.” 

“And what did he reply to your 
challenge ? Did he evade it ? ” 

“He wriggled like the viper he is. 
He alleges that because I offer sub- 
scribers free tickets to the Eatanswill 
Pig Show and free refreshment at the 
‘ White Hart ’ I cannot count such sub- 
scribers as regular readers.” 

Mr, Pickwick wrung Mr. Pott’s hand. 
“Your conduct, my good Sir, reminds 
me of that of the Good Samaritan.” 

“ I wish I could read you some of the 
articles in The Gazette in which my 
critic dealt with the subject of ‘Net 
Sales.’ He crammed for it at my desire 
in The Oxford Dictionary T 

“ Indeed,” said Mr. Pickwick ; “ I was 
not aware tjhat that valuable work con- 
tained any information on net sales.” 

“He read for ‘Net,’ Sir, under the 
letter ‘ N,’ and ‘ Sales ’ under the letter 
‘ S,’ and combined his information. But 
what do you think the latest action of 
that reptile Shirk is ? Unable to rival 
The Gazette as a journal he is giving 
free cinema-tickets to all purchasers of 
The Independent every week.” 

“A gross attempt to corrupt the 
British public,” said Mr. Pickwick in- 
dignantly. 

“You are very right, Mr. Pickwick, 
very right. And in addition the itinerant 
vendors of ice-cream who ride round in- 
viting the public to ‘ Stop Me and Try 
One ’ have instructions to give free ice- 
cream to all who demean themselves by 
displaying in their hands a copy of The 
Independents 

“I am appalled ” began Mr, Pick- 

wick, but was interrupted by the arrival 
of Mr. Weller. “You’ve been a very 
long time, Sam, taking that note to Mrs. 
Leo Hunter.” 

“Things is difficult in Eatansvill, 
Sir,” explained Mr, Weller, “owing to 
vat lean only call the push of the gents 
that aifis newspapers. One kind gent 


insisted on ‘ standing Sam ’ at the 
‘ White Hart ’ ; another fills me up vith 
ice-cream. Vot vith free tickets to the 
pictures and the Pig Show all I can say 
IS I never see a liberaller place than 
Eatansvill, not even at Election times.” 

“And which paper, may I ask, did 
you select to supporb, Mr. Weller ? ” 
asked Mr. Pott confidently. 

“Both of ’em,” replied Mr. Weller. 
“The gents was kind enough to say 
that if I put my name down as a sub- 
scriber I needn’t read the papers at all. 
Wery liberal of them, I thought it. 
And I says to them : ‘ Go on vith the 
good vork. Give us free tickets for Vool- 
fridges, pay our first instalment vith 
Mr. Gage, pay our board and lodging 
and beer and baccy, and vot I says is, 
“Long life to the newspapers and the 
kind gents as owns ’em ” 


A RIOT OF COLOUR. 

I W'AS not cut out for a garJener. 
Set me down before a bed of brightly- 
coloured flowers and I will admire, I 
will appraise, I will even raptly contem- 
plate, but I will not trim, I refuse to 
bed out, I decline either to mulch or to 
marl. Mine is the gentle dreamy eye 
of the artist, ready to extract beauty 
from the most unpromising material, 
and not the grim and purposeful eye of 
the gardener, continually on the look- out 
for the aphis, the p>^I/^^oxerct, the nec- 
tarophora, ay, and the phorodon also. 
Who am I that I should squirt dis- 
infectant at poor dumb insects ? (I hope 
the local mosquitoes see this.) Besides, 
though I fire a very pretty water-pistol, 
I am not at all sure of my aim with dis- 
infectant. No, I leave all such technical 
matters to more practical folk ; I was 
not cut out for a gardener. 

Nevertheless I will admit that I was 
undeniably interested when I was told 
some months ago that our garden would 
shortly become “a riot of colour.” I had 
never, so far as I knew, seen a riot of 
colour in my life. I left the sonnet 
upon which I was engaged and hurried 
to the side of my wife, who was plant- 
ing the seeds which were (I think I may 
say) so fraught with impending unrest. 

“Eeally.a riot?” I cried, bending 
down eagerly. “ When ? ” 

“In the summer,” she replied coldly. 
“ Don’t breathe down my neck.” 

“ So soon ? ” I said. “Marvellous ! ” 

But the woman doubted my genuine 
enthusiasm. 

“I don’t believe you’re really inter- 
ested .at all,” she said. “You never 
take any interest in the garden.” 

“You wrong me,” I said, hurt. 

She then made some remark about 
the length -of the grass on the lawn ; 
but of course, as I told her, I was at 


the moment engaged on a sonnet, 
which required all my attention. In 
the summer, perhaps — if the garden 
proved to be all she had led me to 
expect. . , . 

In the summer, in fact, the garden 
proved to be everything she had led me 
to expect. It was indeed a riot of 
colour. People would stop on their 
way past and gaze at it over the fence, 
shading their eyes. “ There,” they 
would say to each other, pointing to 
the tall blue flowers thrusting up be- 
tween the stones of our crazy pavement 
(where nothing had been planted), “now 
that's larkspur.” And on inquiry I 
found that they were right. The flowers 
at the back of the house too were every 
bit as riotous. 

“A veritable riot of colour,” visitors 
would say admiringly to my wife. ‘ ‘ How 
clever you are I ” 

After a few days of this, the incessant 
praise rny wife received began to pall 
on me. Had I done nothing? Yes, I 
had done nothing. But I would do 
something. I went out one sunny 
afternoon and spent the whole time 
gardening. 

‘“Something attempted, something 
done,’ ” I remarked as I went in to tea. 
“ I ’ve just been pex'f arming one or two 
necessary duties in the garden.” 

My wife gave me an incredulous look. 

“You know very well,” she saidaccus- 
ingly, “ you ’ve been sitting all the time 
in a deck-chair, reading.” 

“True,” I replied, “I have. But 
reading what? I repeat, I’ve been 
performing a necessary duty. I ’ve bsea 
sitting in front of that riot of colour 
the whole afternoon reading the Biot 
Act.” 

“Only the Mayor,” said my wife, 
“can read the Biot Act.” 


Little but Good. 

“ The Company’s Hobart branch held a 

jolly small At Home in the Mayor’s reception- 
room of the Town Hall on Saturday eyeniiig.” 

Tasmanian Paxoer. 

Mr. Punch’s Cautionary Tales. 

“The place where whites are slaves is Molo- 
polole, where a generation ago a party of Bores 
with their wives and cattle were attacked by the 
natives. The survivors stayed in a kraal, 
where they were forced to become slaves.” 

African Payer. 

Any suggestions for another party ? 

“ ViCTOEiAN Poetry : John Driiikwhat,” 
Ceylonese Bookseller’’ s List. 

Adapted, we suppose, for American 
holiday-makers. 

“Fair and Pageant. 
Praiseworthy Effort at PerranweU. 

It was opened by Hon. Mrs. , who was 

carried on a golden paladin.” 

West-Country Payer^ 
We hoped he survived the ordeal. 




Gentlemmi (ivho likes to know in what company he is dming^ to liead-ioaiter) , ^Ere, ’oy, YOU I ’Oo *s '00 ’ere, eh ? ” 


THE ROAD TO CHINGLEPUT. 

[Ohingleput is a small town about tliirty-fivo miles south of ^kladras.] 

Down the road to Ohingleput there *s open country good 
and green, 

Fields of paddy flat as paper, little jungly hills between, 

Here and there a smoky village — mud and stucco, tile and 
thatch, 

Here and there a tank, a temple — all a pattern made to 
match. 

Nothing wonderful about it, not exciting ; yet, you know, 

Down the road to Ohingleput ’s a rather jolly place to go. 

Down the road to Ohingleput the singing breeze from off 
the Bay 

Buns to meet you o'er the rice-fields, keen and agile, strong 
and gay 

Peepal, tamarind and banyan shade the roadway's dust and 
glare, 

Oasuarinas make their music, sampak-blossoms scent the 
air. 

Oh, it 's hot no doubt at noonday, hot and sticky, I confess, 

Hot as Hades; but, my masters, there are roads I 've liked 
much less. 

Down the road to Ohingleput the Indian traffic hustles by — 

Thumping Juggernauts of buses, -pony jatkas, swift and sprv^, 

Buffalo and goat and donkey blundering in each other’s way 

Strings of carts with sleepy bullocks manned by drivers 
drowsed as they ; 

x\nd on foot all sorts of people — ^Brahmin, beggar, clietti, 
priest, 

Bound for court, bazaar or market, marriage fun or temple 
feast. 


Down the road to Ohingleput pictures wait at every 
mile, 

Ooloured by the Indian sunshine, done in Oriental style — 

Flower-gardens gold-and-scarlet, wffiite-and-purple temple 
wall, 

Brass and copper, terra-cotta piled about the potter’s 
stall, 

Tinted cloths on slim brown bodies, stone of age-enduring 
grey, 

Light and shadow, shape and colour — pictures, pictures all 
the way, 

Down the road to Ohingleput there are not any smart 
hotels— 

Just the rest-house where a fellow lies and hears the 
bullock-bells, 

Lies and sees the constellations wheeling slowly o’er his 
head, 

Oamped upon the coolest corner with the night breeze 
round his bed, 

With the kit that he could carry, with the grab that he 
could bring, 

With a single lamp to read by — comfortable as a king, . . . 

Nothing wonderful about it, not exciting ; yet — and yet 

I go driving down that roadway every "day that I can 
, get, 

Driving through the crystal morning, through the drowsy 
afternoon, 

Through the fairy hour of sunset, through the magic of the 
moon. 

Just an ordinary District ? Only India ? That may be : 

Down the road to Ohingleput ’s a kind, a happy place 
to me. H. B. 
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PECHE AUX ECREVISSES. 

We knew there were crayfish in St. 
Anonyme, because last time we took the 
local train to Mont St. Michel a sport- 
ing neighbour had allowed his catch to 
walk up and down the opposite seat. 
The crayfish is, it seems, sufficiently 
amphibious to prefer stretching his legs 
in a third-class carriage to lying ^erdu 
in a knapsack ; and to Amabel, Augustus 
and Ann, sitting opposite, the spectacle 
had been full of interest. Eeturning to 
the Oheval Blanc the trio took counsel 
with Madame — always so sympathetic 
with the holiday projects of her jeunes 
gens. Yes, there were plenty of cray- 
fish in the river and the fishing was 
free. But you had to fish with nets of 
regulation mesh, and of course you had 
to bait with a little 
piece of bad meat or 
charcuterie. 

“ Thrilled to the mar- 
row,” as Augustus put 
it, the family set about 
the necessary purchases . 

At this stage of the 
proceedings I was ap- 
proached, my when 
it comes to shopping, 
being to supplement 
the funds and vocabu- 
lary of the shoppers. 

Obviously the first 
things to secure -were 
the nets, a ball of string 
(to tie the bait on) and 
a bag or basket for the 
catch. Ardently com- 
paring our notions of 
the Brench for these 
articles we set off up 
St. Anonyme ’s long 
main street together. 

It was Amabel who discovered the 
right shop : an ironmonger’s with one 
window devoted to a stuffed ferret, six 
fishing-rods and a collection of gigantic 
files. We entered and tried one of our 
co-operative sentences on the ironmon- 
ger. He produced a net with alacrity, 
one of those dai^ngling devices of wire 
and string in which Victorian England 
used to keep a bath-sponge. 

One franc twenty-five each, Madame ; 
fourteen francs the dozen.” 

Flushed with enthusiasm we com- 
manded a dozen, a ball of string and a 
shopping-bag of black American cloth, 
paid our bill and, pursued by the bene- 
dictory ^*'Sieurs, 'Dames'' into which 
modern Normandy has telescoped its 
hails and farewells, left the shop. 

Bait was the next objective. 

“ I suppose we ’ve got to go to one 
of those disgusting butchers’ shops,” 
groaned Amabel. “ I shall wait out- 
side,” 


I don’t mind coming in with you,” 
volunteered Augustus. “ What are you 
going to say for * high ’ ? ” he inquired 
with what I felt to be rather morbid 
interest, 

‘‘ I shall see when I get in the shop,” 
I replied with dignity. 

From the point of view of a crayfisher 
the butcher’s shop was unpromising : a 
group of natty little joints, a draped 
background of anonymous entrails, all 
very fresh and tidy ; behind the drapery 
an immaculate butcher and butcher’s 
wife affecting graceful indifference to 
the approach of customers. We went 
in — three of us — rather sheepishly. 
Amabel remained outside. 

^^Bonjour, Monsieur, Madame," I said 
ingratiatingly — not for me the short 
cuts of native assurance. ^^Have you 



“What made you go to that uead-and-alive place for your 

HOLIDAY ? ” 

“ Well, I only had a week and I wanted it to seem like a month.” 


by any chance a little piece of meat — 
meat not perfectly good — for the peche 
aux ecrevisses ? ” 

It was not as bad as I had expected. 
The couple looked discouraging but not 
enraged. 

“But no, Madande,” said the butcher 
(his tone implied that I had made a fool 
of myself but nothing worse). “ This is 
Tuesday. All meat is good on Tuesday. 
By the end of the week perhaps. . . 

We thanked him and ti*ooped out. 

There was nothing for it but cJiarcut- 
erie. 

Here Augustus proved helpful. He 
had noticed, he said, a perfectly filthy 
little sausage-shop in the hasse-ville — 
the sort of shop you couldn’t help 
noticing a mile away. We proceeded 
hopefully in the direction Augustus in- 
dicated, 

Augustus’s sausage-shop was all he 
had claimed for it and more. Leaving 
our women-folk outside he and I took 
our courage in both hands and entered. 


Unhappily we were not the only 
customers, for two vbluble and discern- 
ing dames were buying small quantities 
of crayfish bait for home consumption. 
No sooner were they happily sped by 
the equally voluble proprietress than I 
got in my request, carefully attuning it 
to a politely simulated diffidence. 

^^Bonjour, Madame — er — have you by 
any chance a little piece of meat — meat 
not perfectly good — for the picJie aux 
icremsses 7 " 

if looks could have frozen I should 
have been in my Norman Medusa’s shop 
to this day. 

“No, Madame. We have nothing of 
the sort here, Madame — but nothing. 
Bonjour, 'Sieur, 'Dame." 

We crawled out. 

It was Ann who ended our troubles 
— Ann often does. 

“ If you ask that nice 
ironmonger who sold 
us the nets I am sure 
he would tell us where 
to get some bait.” 

We asked. 

But of course the 
proper bait for the cray- 
fish is morue, the Friday 
stock-fish you see soak- 
ing outside every gro- 
cer’s on Thursday after- 
noons. It is the quality 
of morue to be strong. 
A small morue at one- 
franc-fifty — that should 
suffice. 

It did. W e perceived 
in a moment that one 
morue at one-franc-fifty 
was worth, from the 
point of view of the 
piche aux ecrevisses, all 
the cliar&iiiene of the basse-ville. More- 
over the grocer perceived it too. He 
had no illusions about morue as a pleas- 
ant article of human consumption — 
quite the contrary. For days of morti- 
fication and the crayfish, vous voyez, 
ca va. 

' Amabel, Augustus and Ann are now 
confirmed crayfishers according to the 
fashion pf crayfishing practised in St. 
Anonyme. Every other day or so they 
buy a franc- and-a- half’s worth of mo?ice 
and proceed with the nets, the string, 
the bait and the black shopping-bag to 
the river. Here they cut the morue into 
twelve pieces with Augustus’s pen-knife, 
let their baited nets down and await 
results. There are plenty of crayfish — 
they have had as many as ten at a time 
in the black shopping-bag — ^but they 
never bring any back to the Cheval 
Blanc. lust as they are thinking of 
packing up and getting back, a gen- 
darme in Naples yellow trousers ap- 
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pears in a brisk and businesslike man- 
ner on the river-bank, having left his 
bicycle in the hedge by the bridge. He 
approaches Amabel, Augustus and Ann, 
talking very fast and (to them) unin- 
telligibly, but they are not in the least 
put out for he is evidently quite amic- 
able. He finally asks them where they 
are staying, how old they are and if 
they are fishing for crayfish. This they 
understand, and Augustus replies as 
accurately as possible for self and sis- 
ters. Then the gendarme pulls a small 
portable foot-rule out of his wallet, 
unfolds it and very seriously measures 
the crayfish one by one. This is so 
thrilling — as most of the catch dislike 
being handled and show it — that the 
heart of the family warms to the gallant 
official. Even when he replaces their 
day’s takings in the stream — as he 
always does — the entente cordiale is by 
no means shattered by this little drama 
of reparations. The gendarme is satis- 
fied, Amabel, Augustus and Ann are 
satisfied, the crayfish are satisfied and 
so is the grocer who supplies the morue. 
Only Madame of the Cheval Blanc is a 
little resigned, and no longer keeps a 
special saucepan of boiling water -in 
readiness for the 'pi,che aux icrevisses. 


HARTY BLAME. 

[Sir Hamilton Harty, the conductor of 
the famous Halle Concerts at Manchester, iu 
his Presidential Address to the Congress of the 
Incorporated Association of Organists at Hull 
on September 2nd, vigorously denounced the 
incompetence, arrogance and disregard for 
beauty, delicacy and reticence which marked 
the critics and composers of the present 
generation.] 

Sir Hamilton Harty, who sits in the 
seat 

Of Eichtbr and Halle (SirCHARLEs), 
Has lately indulged with excusable heat 
In some misoneistical snarls. 

He hails the composer who seriously 
seeks 

A wider horizon to win, 

But severely chastises the charlatan 
freaks 

"Who promote the dominion of din. 

They never have anything fruitful to say 
And, lacking the grace of the Snark, 
They loudly and blatantly bellow away 
Without one coherent remark. 

Still, we must not forget, though 
authority chides 
And the misoneistic complains, 

That genius no more in the taking resides 
But the giving of infinite pains. 


The Importance of Pinxton* 

“Wo -wonder how many visitors to Alton 
Towers, Staffordshire, who go from Pinxton, 
have noticed the coloured windows situated iu 
the tea rooms. If so, how many have seen in- 
scribed at the foot of one of these the words : 
* Chas. !Mnfs, Pinxt., 1822.’ One is of the 
oihnion that this was perhaps a painter of 
credit belonging to i,he village of Pinxton. 

Derbyshire Paper, 

Visitors to Pinxton should look out for 
two historic little places nearby, Dediton 
and Eeciton. 


“The modem twin-screw Steamer is 

open for charter for Day or Evening Grises.” 

Advt. in Glasgow Paper. 

Mr. Punch considers that upper-deck 
indiscretions are certainly better re- 
served for the evening. 


“Bbick akd Til-ed House. ... On 
first floor, four good-sized bedrooms, small 
secluded walled garden with lawn, flower beds, 
fruit and other trees,” 

Advt. in Cambridge Paper, 

A garden is a slugsome thing, God wot. 
So this request we ’ve added to our 
. prayers — 

“ Since we must sleep so near the cab- 
bage-plot 

Grant that no slugs mistake our bed 
for theirs.” 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

The Eailway Porter. 

Once there was a railway porter 
whose name was Jim Munny, and if he 
told passengers what his name was they 
sometimes made jokes about it sound- 
ing like money, if they were fond of 
making jokes like that, and he reckoned 
his name was worth about two shillings 
a week to him in extra tips. 

Well one morning a very grand-look- 
ing lady came to the station with a gi'eat 
deal of luggage and a maid to look after 
it, and it was Jim Munny’s turn to at- 
tend to her, and he said to 
himself well I ought to get a 
good t-ip out of her, she looks 
rich enough, and he made him- 
self very obliging to her. And 
when be took the luggage on a 
truck to be labelled to Scotland 
he saw that the name on the 
labels was Lady Bitterbat, and 
the man who was sticking on 
the labels said to him I suppose 
you know who that is, she is 
the wife of Lord Bitterbat who 
is a director of this railway 
company, I wish I had half of 
his money. 

So Jim Munny -got her a 
carriage all to herself and asked 
her if she would like him to lock 
the door so that nobody else 
could get into it, and she 
thanked him and said she would, 
and then she offered him a tip 
of half-a-crown. 

But Jim Munny said oh no 
lady, I couldn't take anything 
for doing my duty, I get paid 
good wages and I don’t smoke 
or drink so I can live on them 
quite comfortably, and I am 
very grateful to the railway 
company for them. 

Well Lady Bitterbat looked 
surprised at that and then she 
laughed and said well I never 
met a porter who w^ouldn’t take a tip 
before and I should like to know your 
name. 

And he said it is Jim Munny, and 
she laughed again and said oh well if 
you are made of money I suppose you 
don’t want any more of it. And he 
laughed louder than she did and said 
well that 's good that is lady, I must 
tell that to my wife and children when 
I get home, I always tell them any good 
jokes I hear from passengers if they are 
fft for them to hear. 

And she said how many children 
have you got ? and he said five, though 
he really only had three, and she said 
weff then you can take them home the 
half-crown for a present, it will Be six- 
pence for each of them. 


So when the train had gone Jim Munny 
treated the man who stuck on the labels 
to a glass of beer in the Eefreshment 
Eoom, and he had one himself and bought 
an extra packet of cigarettes, and two 
days afterwards he was sent for to see 
Lord Bitterbat in the office of the rail- 
way company. 

And Lord Bitterbat said I have been 
making inquiries about you and I hear 
you are a very honest man, so I shall 
make you a ticket collector and you will 
get more wages and have better clothes 
to wear. 

So Jim Munny became a ticket collec- 



“One morning a very grand-looking lady came to 
THE station,” 


tor and he got to know a lot of gentle- 
men who came to London every day to 
attend to their business and went home 
again every evening, and he always 
touched his hat to them and called them 
sir even if they weren’t much better 
than he was and went third class, and 
if the train was full and they went 
first class with a third class ticket he 
didn’t say anything about it, but any- 
body he didn’t know who went first 
class with a third class ticket he was 
down on and collected quite a lot of 
money for the railway company. And 
at Christmas time all the gentlemen he 
had been polite to collected some money 
to give him for a Christmas box, and he 
said he didn’t think there was any harm 
in taking it but he would rather they 


wrote to Lord Bitterbat about it first. 
So they did that, and Lord Bitterbat 
was quite agreeable and he sent for Jim 
Munny and said he was pleased with 
the way he had gone on and he would 
make him a station master. 

So Jim Munny became a station 
master and he had some gold braid on 
his coat and quite a nice house over the 
booking office though it was rather 
noisy and smoky from the engines, and 
when he had been there a year he found 
out that Lord Bitterbat had been a 
director of the railway company for 
twenty-five years, so he wrote to all 
the other station masters and 
said he thought it would be a 
good thing if they clubbed to- 
gether and bought him a nice 
present. So they did that, be- 
cause none of them wanted to 
be left out of it, and they bought 
a barometer for Lord Bitterbat 
to hang up in his hall, and 
they had an address with all 
their names illuminated and 
had it framed so that he could 
hang it up beside the baro- | 
meter. And they said that as 
Jim Munny had thought of 
it first it was only fair that he 
should present the barometer to 
Lord Bitterbat and make a 
speech. 

Well Jim Munny didn’t mind 
doing that and he made quite 
a good speech and said that 
all the station masters were 
proud of Lord Bitterbat and 
what they thought of every 
morning when they got up was 
how to behave so that he would 
' be proud of them. And Lord 
Bitterbat made a good speech 
too, and he said that he had 
always wanted a barometer 
but had never thought of hav- 
ing such a good one, and he 
should think of the station 
masters every time he tapped 
it. And he thanked them from the 
bottom of his heart and especially his 
friend Jim Munny for all the kind 
things he had said about him, and he 
said he should spend the rest of his 
life in trying to show that he was 
worthy of them. 

Well soon after that the station 
masters thought they ought to have 
higher wages, but Lord Bitterbat said 
that he was thinking of giving them 
lower wages, so they sent Jini Munny 
to talk to him about it as he had made 
such a good speech about the baro- 
meter, And Lord Bitterbat said to 
him w^ell Jim Munny it is no use your 
wasting my time over this because I 
am not going to pay higher wages, but 
I will tell you what you can do. You 
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can come to the General Meeting of 
the railway company next week and 
when I say in my speech that I am 
going to reduce the wages so as to 
please the shareholders you can get up 
and make a speech yourself, and if you 
make a good one the shareholders will 
say it is only fair to keep the wages of 
the station masters at their present 
figure, and I shan’t really mind doing 
that so we shall all be satisfied. Only 
you mustn’t tell anybody about it, 
because if you do I shan’t help you to 
get on any more. 

Well Jim Munny went to the meeting 
and the shareholders were all very 
pleased with his speech in which he 
made several jokes he had been collect- 
ing, and Lord Bitterbat got up and said 
he would give way about the station 
masters, and he thought it would be a 
good thing if they made Jim Munny a 
director of the railway company so that 
he could represent the station masters 
and the porters and signalmen and all 
those people on the Board, because 
they didn’t want to quarrel or have 
strikes if they could help it and it would 
make it fair all round. 

So they did that, and everybody was 
pleased with Jim Munny, and they had a 
dinner party to celebrate his being made 
a director of the railway company. And 
Jim Munny made such a good speech 
at it that afterwards he was often in- 
vited to go to dinners and make speeches, 
and everybody said how wonderful it 
was that somebody who had begun as 
a railway porter should be so clever, 
and anyone would think he had been at 
Oxford or Cambridge except for his 
grammar. 

And Jim Munny’ s sons did go to 
Oxford, because he was quite rich enough 
to afford that now, and his daughter 
married a Count and went to live in 
Italy. But Jim Munny never pre- 
tended that he hadn’t been a railway 
porter, and when he and his wife went 
out in their motor-car he used to hand 
her her bag or her umbrella and say will 
you have this in the carriage with you 
lady ? — A. M. 

“For a similar offence, William M. , 

the driver of a ’bus between London and New- 
castle, was fined £7 10s. He was stated to 
have travelled at an average speed of 376 miles 
an hour.” — North-country Paper. 

Now what about the Schneider Trophy ? 

Cynicism in the Studio. 

As a Belgian who is assistant to 
the French camera-man said to the 
American who is assistant to the German 
director, If only our Austrian leading 
lady can react to the passion of the 
Italian male star, this Eussian story 
ought to make another good English 
film.” ! 











“ Can you hear what I say ? ” 

“ Then how did you know I was saying it ? ” 

“I DIDN’T, I THOUGHT YOU WERE SAYING SOMETHING QUITE DIPEERENT.” 


Environment. 

The lad who hails from Shropshire, 
He generally ‘‘swings ’’ ; 

The man who lives in Sussex 
Is full of ale and sings. 

It makes a lot of difference 
The place of your abode ; 

I ’m glad we live a normal life 
Along the Clapham Eoad. 

“ The wife of Signor Mussolini this morning 
gave birth to a baby girl, who has received the 
name of Anna !Maria. Both Signor Mussolini 
and the child are doing well.” 

Midland Paper. 

The Signora will be relieved to hear this. 


“ ‘ Eowdy ’ Aberdonians.” 

Headline in Scots Paper. 
Probably a free fight. * 

“ Sport Items. 

Heavy Catch of Trout. 

Women’s Sculling Title.” 

Headlines in Daily Paper. 
They ’re much easier to cook than crabs 
anyway. 

Britannia, since you were not vague 
About the statutes of the Hague, 
Why let impressionists get at you 
In dealing with your own Haig 
statue ? G. B. 
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FLANDERS REVISITED. 

The way goes not to' Men in 
Where all those harvests shine, 
This is a foreign landscape 
And not the Salient line. 

The neat and new-born houses 
Have told an idle tale, 

Saying that here was Ypres 
And there was Passchendaele. 

I have not found the hill-crest, 

I have not seen the plain 
That once was ploughed in darkness 
And sowed for different grain ; 

But the wire about the pastures 
Looks back beyond this ease, 

The old wire of the battles 
That mocks the stripling trees.' 

And the names on the great archway 
Are still the names of men 
Who farmed the barren acres 
And tied the fences then. 

And sunk in this rich corn-land 
And deeply screened from view 
Is the country of the pilgrims 
That long ago we knew. Evoe. 

Wales by Electric Harpoon.” 

Seadlhie in South African Pax>er. 

It, doesn't really matter how it 's done. 


A PLEA FOR THE ARRAS. 

Accustomed as we are to deprecate 
the ideas of our Elizabethan ancestors 
in matters of sanitation, floor- coverings 
and other household appointments, we 
must admit that they held a great 
advantage over us in this matter of the 
arras, without which, as far as we can 
judge from the writings of the time, no 
home was complete. The Hamlets, we 
know, had one at their place at Elsi- 
nore. Mistress Ford had one capable 
of concealing the bulk of Sir John. 
There was one in the laundering depart- 
ment of the Tower of London — 

“ Heat me these irons hot, and look thou stand 

^yith.in the arras . . . . ” 

Whether the arras was found on 
when the house was bought — 

Pleas. Planbag, Bes. 50 bed. 19 rec. Butt. 

Arr. allrms. Tlt-yd. Moat. Dr-Brdg. Prtoull. 

D-Keep, & all mod. coiiv. 

or whether it was delivered afterwards 
in plain wains, we do not know. It was, 
however, distinctly useful in many 
ways, though not without certain dis- 
advantages, as Polonius found to his 
cost. 

The advantages of the revival of the 
arras habit nowadays would be incal- 
culable. Our own mod. res. offers us 


the privacy of the 'proverbial goldfish 
when anybody is arriving at the front- 
do6r. It is impossible to escape from 
the front-room without being observed. 
Now, if only we had an arras, I could 
whip me behind it in a second when- 
ever the garden-gate clicked, and, by 
installing a convenient peep-hole, I 
could see whether the visitor was a man 
selling brushes, the rate-collector, Mrs. 
Haigh-Baker or someone comparatively 
human. 

Here I am interrupted by our Cap. 
Gen. Ex. 20-25. Husb. kept, who comes 
to lay the table. That means that I 
shall have to find resting-places round 
the room for all these tomes — the dic- 
tionary in which 1 vainly sought the 
plural of “ Arras,” a plural which I 
have neatly avoided so far ; the Shake- 
speare in which I ascertained that it 
was Mistress Ford who possessed an 
arras and not Mistress Page, and all 
this clobber of paper and clips. 

If we only had a nice handy arras, 
or even several — I mean more than one 
arras, the whole lot could go behind it 
until after lunch. 


Leaning to Conquer. 

• “ Girl (age 14) seek situation ; keen and will- 
ing to lean.” — Advt. in South-Country Pajper. 





BEING A PLAN IN THE OLD MANNEE OE THE LAKE ISLAND IN CANADA WHICH 
ME. WINSTON OHUEGHILL IS SAID TO COVET. 













THE ROMANCE OF COMMERCE. 

Obtaining- the precioxts tail-feathee of the pink-chested mud-warbler, which was a popular decoration 

FOR LADIES’ HATS IN EARLY-YICTORIAN TIMES. 


hy dangers in all directions : rocks are mation with which it surrounds each 
THE LOG OF THE LIZARD.” numerous, and some lie far frorn the harbour, port and inlet, bearings of 
II. — Ushant. land: fogs and thick weather are not churches, colour of farm-houses and 

Thursday. — Passed Ushant and an- imcommon : the tidal streams are population of towns, brought up sud- 

chored at Brest. strong and their influence undeter- denly by quiet passages of sheer horror, 

mined. No dependence can he placed as : — 

Ushant ! on seeing the lights, although they are Small vessels cannot live in these 

What Englishman not heard of vo'y poicerful, nor upon hearing the waters, 

Ushant, fabled spot, lying west of fog-signals in thick weather, and %ohen It icould be imprudent to spend a 

western extremity of' France ? Who such prevails the island should he night here, 

has not sung sailor’s farewell to ladies give7i a luide berth'' In 1904i, a gale blowing from the 

of Spain, of which somewhat irrelevant Here is heartening message for south-west, the steamer ‘ Icarus ' toas 

refrain is that from Ushant to Scilly is pleasure-vessel desiring only to creep driven on to Hell Rocks and foundered 

thirty- (or is it forty-) five leagues? along coast into sun! Observe how u'ith all hands. 

In all British sea-stories good ship quietly, in style of Psalms of David, The coast is foul and fronted by 

so-and-so “makes” Ushant or sights agony ’is piled upon agony. Human dangers. 

Ushant or gives Ushant wide berth, calculations, we are told at once, Toipedo practice is fregiiently 
Have never self been quite sure what powerless against perils of this island cart'ied out in the hay, preferably on 
Ushant was, whether island, promontory, ^tidal streams, five, six and seven knots Mondays, 

light-ship, fashionable watering-place in power and uncertain in direction — should he taken dupng the 

or what. But have always regarded it rocks and reefs—fogs and thick weather exercises of French submarines snb- 

as practically a British possession, (and when there is no natural fog, book merged, when a red-and-yellow flag 

Shocked therefore to find French tells us, fog is often caused by burning 
insist perversely on calling this part of of sea- weed on islands and shore) ; as Have bathed often in Gornish coves, 
their territory island of Ouessant. for your powerful lights and fog-signals where, just as buttoning bathing- 
For it is an island. And for small ves- — pish ! ” says Channel Pilot. suit, looked up and saw in cliff neat 

sel to travel from St. Malo to Brest and But then Channel Pilot can never tablet commemorating drownmg of two 
southern part of Brittany necessary to be described as reckless optimist. Has bathers in same spot about year ago. 
pass between Ouessant and mainland, a wholesome respect for ocean. If this Navigation on coast of Brittany with 
And hear what frightful book, book written few thousand years earlier Chamiel Pilot full of such moments. 

nel Pilot, has to say about that : — - navigation of ocean would never have Paragraphs headed “ Dangers ” always 

“Mariners approaching Ushant been attempted. Drake himself would far more lengthy and far more lumin- 
should be on their guard against the scarcely have put to sea if had read ous than paragraph headed “Direc- 
danger of being set eastward of their* Channel Pilot. Wading through pages tions,” What a coast! Sea littered 
reckoning. That island is suironnded^ oi miscellaneous and misleading infer- with rocks, buoys and lighthouses. On 




land' lighthouses more numerous than 
are lamp-posts — and out, to sea more 
lighthouses than ships— some tall as 
factory-chimneys, some square and 
elegant as mosques, some lonely and 
severe, some sociable, with gardens and 
cottages attached. No wonder no un- 
employed in France ; all kept busy in 
liglithouses of Brittany. 

Tuesday at sunset, crept into small 
but charming river of Morlaix. .Seen 
from sea, mouth of this river almost con- 
tinuous barrage of small islands and 
rocks, while water under surface (to 
judge^ from Channel Pilot) consists en- 
tirely of rocks, reefs, wrecks, and shoals. 
Impossible to enter place without as- 
sistance of three or four lighthouses, 
two towers, church steeple, chapel 
(with spire), white gable of farm-house, 
red ball-buoy, beacon or two and in- 
■ niimerabio black posts. Book gives 
one or two attractive little sketches of 
coast, and those gave some pleasure to 
Owner, (who had paid fo.r book), but not 
to Captain, for appeared to bear no 
rosomblance whatever to anything 
he could see. But got general impres- 
Lsiqp. when three lighthouses in line, 


farm-house bears 287°, church steeple 
shows red light, it is high-water at 
Dover, and bell-buoy plays Sailor, 
Beware 1 ’* then one is in Grand Chenal 
and safe for a rowing-boat to proceed 
stern-first, though anything larger will ! 
have only itself to blame. At about 
this point, while threading way between 
reefs and wrecks, looked impertinently 
over Owner’s shoulder and read aloud 
following : — 

“ On the highest rock of Plateau des 
JDuons is a white totver, thirty-two 
■ feet high, having a small room in 
tuhich shiptorecked people might find 
shelter.^' 

At this comforting intelligence Cap- 
tain, mild old man, normally quite 
undisturbed by dangers of sea, lost 
control at last, picked up Channel Pilot 
and with nautical aside flung it angrily 
into Channel. It was picked up by 
fishing-boat and politely restored to 
us later at anchorage, costing Owner 
forty-five francs, since compelled to buy 
several fishes of extraordinary nature 
(decided normally used by Breton peas- 
ants as manure or burglar- alarm). 


Lizard steamed into wide and charm- 
ing haven of Morlaix at last, proud of 
herself but smelling slightly paraffin. 
Cast anchor in pink water and watched 
picture -postcard -sun go down; river 
changed from pink satin into purple 
velvet, lighthouses lit lamps, fishing- 
boats with blue sails and green sails 
glided silently to bed, fierce rocks turned 
into cardboard toys swam upwards in 
mileage and were lost at last in starry 
sky. Then great Coliseum moon came 
up. Too much. No sound from shore, 
no lights in fishermen’s cottages or in 
chateau on hill. (Believe people of 
Brittany retire at sun-down and read 
in bed by lighthouse lights.) Had world I 
to ourselves ; no idea what up to at 
Hague nor who was murdering whom 
in old country. In haunt of sheltered 
peace, Cwner thought might lie day or 
two and forget cares of world. But had 
forgotten Ushant — and Channel Pilot. 

Before dinner hid blasted book under 
cushion. But during dinner, somehow 
got out again, and spent peaceful even- 
ing discussing perils of Ushant pas- 
sage. Owner’s Wife had heard few 
scraps and wanted to know worst. Chose 
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what looked like mild passage and read 
out : — 

Nearly allilie sioacehetioeen Ushant 
and the French coast is studded zvith 
islets, rocks and shoals. . . . Thei'e 
are three deep channels betioeen the 
islets and rocks. . . , The first only 
may in case of necessity be taken by a 
stranger. The others are very difficult 
and sunken rocks lie nearly in their 
fairways. ...” 

That settled it. IT shant now became, 
as it were, bad tooth, and Owner’s Wife 
determined to have it out at once and 
get it over while weather fine. .Gone 
Peace and Quiet— early to bed — anchor 
weighed before breakfast. Gosh 1 
Alas! this not adventure story. All 
day rolled horribly along long road to 
Ushant murmuring to ourselves, That 
island is surrounded -by dangers in all 
directions, etc.fi talking of little but 
Ushant and bracing ourselves for ship- 
wreck and swim. At tea-time perceived 
about eight miles away to starboard 
long low island. At same time ship 
ceased to roll, island protecting us from 
Atlantic swell. Steamed peacefully past 
this island in sun for two hours or more, 
first and only peaceful period of day. 
While passing this island- saw fewer 
rocks to square mile than had seen 
for days. Name of this island was 
Ushant. - . . 

Last night, at restaurant in town of 
Brest, interested to read following ad - 1 
vertisement : — 

“TOUEISTES 

Ne QUIITEZ pas PlNISTilEE SANS VISITEE 

OUESSANT 

La Perle des Iles! 

Les Bochees ! 

Les Vagues! 

Les Phases! 

UNIQUES AU MONDE.” 

After all trouble had taken to avoid 
said TQchers, vagues and phares this 
seemed almost anti-climax. Still, nasty 
knock for Channel Pilot 1 A. P. H. 


HOMTIAN ODE UPON THE POLICE FORCE 
AS A PROFESSION FOR UNIVERSITY 
WOMEN. 

{With apologies to Andbew Mabvell.) 

[It has been suggested that, in vie^y of the 
present conditions of nnemplojunent, women 
graduates should consider entering the Police 
Eorce.] 

The forward maid that would appear 
Must dry the disappointed tear 
And let her thoughts take wing 
From sloth dispiriting. 

’Tis time to leave her books in dust 
And in the Force to place her trust, 
Nor WBste her weary braih 
On applications vain. 


The Force has. need, of her to-day ; 

It offers honest work and pay — 

Three quid a week, i.e.. 

To novices like me. 

We needs must look our last upon 
The gown superfluous and don 
To the admiring view 
The awe-inspiring blue. 

Hence, vain deluding female frills ! 
And, at the same time, draper’s bills ; 
With heart-felt joy I see 
The uniform is free. 

At first, methinks, life may seem odd — 
B.g., the vulgar sense of quod ” 
Would strangely suit the lips 
Of recent Classic Trips. 

And yet the novice, hardships passed, 
Sergeant full-blown, may hear at last 
How good she is, how just 
And fife for highest trust. . 


She may — imagination roams — 

A welcome find in wealthy homes, 
And Lady Vere de Vere, 

Or x\lf Buggs, profiteer, 

Hearing the sounds of jocund glee, 
May, horrified, not this time see 
Behind the kitchen-door 
(As always heretofore) 

Cook entertaining P.C. Green, 

But James the butler, smug of mien, 
Pressing the best Ohablis 
On Miss Brown, B.Sc. 


Statements which will be Hotly Dexued. 

“ * Brothers ’ wiU be produced at the Adelphi 
Theatre next Tuesday. It is a drama, by iMr, 
Herbert Ashton, jun., of the New York under- 
world .” — Daily Paper. 


“Pluniber, good all-round, with mate; soci- 
ety man .” — Provincml Paper. 

He should make a good tap -crasher. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

^‘Beoadwat” (Regal). 

In the old days, when films were 
films and when, whatever their pro- 
ducers’ estimate of their merits, they 
may be said, in comparison with the 
new stridencies of self-appreciation, 
almost to have crept into the world, I 
always avoided those that reproduced 
stage successes, because I felt that the 
whole system was wrong. Plays written 
to be acted, with dramatic dialogue, 
lost almost all but the bare bones of the 
plot if they were translated into photo- 
graphy. The result was that in course 
of time, should I find myself present at 
one of these insipid reproductions, I 
treated it as it deserved. Perhaps the 
deepest slumber of my life, I remember, 
was at the screen version of Lord and 
Lady Algy. 

If the statement that, to get the best 



Nick Verdis {Mr, Paul PoncAsi), “What 
THE UEVIL’S THE MATTER WITH YOU?'’ 

Steve Crandall {Mr. Bobebt Ellis). “Aden- 
oids— we’ve ALL GOT *EM IN THIS JOINT.” 

out of all the marvellous resources of the 
cinema, it was necessary to invent for it, 
was true of the silent films, it is, I be- 
lieve, no less true of the films that are 
fitted with mechanism for the transmis- 
sion of speech. They too should leave 
the stage proper alone, or at any rate 
only borrow here and there rather than 
attempt to convey en bloc. Both should, 
in short, do their own work from the 
word *‘Go.” 

That this is sound doctrine I am the 
more convinced after seeing Broadway 
at the Regal. As a variety entertain- 
ment this screen adaptation may be 
beguiling, although I found it diffi- 
cult to hear and often very confus- 
ing to the eye ; but it would be in- 
finitely more so if the necessity for fol- 
lowing a fixed plot were not there. 
Erpadway itself, the admirable Lmeiicm 
; bootlegging play that excited us so at 
the Adelphi three or four years ago, 


carried its mixture of tense drama and 
cabaret nonsense with a perfect bal- 
ance ; while the audience never tired 
of the half-a-dozen moments when, 



Calaret Ptoprietor. “MURDERS are bad 
FOR BUSINESS.” 

Steve. “The cinemas don’t think so.” 


at the sound of the bell, the dancing- 
girls and their leader, Personality 
Lane, were instantaneously transformed 
from emotional and often quarrelsome 
human beings into night-club automata. 
With the memory of these moments 
in Broadway’the-jgiisijj vividly in mind, 
I went to Broadway with 
great expectations. But they were un- 
fulfilled. Will you believe it, this par- 
ticular feature of the play was never 



Surfeited Pan, to Boy Lam (Mr. Glenn 
Tbyon), about to enter cabaret for Ms sixth 
turn. “What, again?” 

Artiste. “Yes, and again — and again 1 
They ’ve spent all their money on this 

SET AND YOU ’VE GOT TO HAVE IT.” 

once employed ? There were, of course, 
transitions from real life to routine, but 
they were made without suddenness 
and therefore had no comic effect. 


This is a minor point, although illus- 
trative. The worst fault of Broadway- 
the- talkie is that it makes the cabaret 
the important thing, allowing it always 
to interfere with the bootleggers’ feud 
and the detectives’ mission;- whereas 
in Broadioay-th.Q--^\^V the dramatic 
element very properly comes first. In 
the talkie the most exciting episodes 
are broken in two in order that we may 
see photographs of the dancing-floor 
of the Paradise, with ^^Personality,'' 
who has now become an intolerable 
bore, singing his second-rate songs and 
dancing his second-rate dances to the 
bitter end. By the time we get back to 
the murder of “ Scar " Edioards and the 
possibility of the escape of Steve Cran- 
dall the gunman from Da7i McCoi 7i the 



Pearl {Miss Evelyn Bbent), on the way io 
murder a gentleman. “If anyone sees me 
I don’t know where I CAN HIDE THE RE- 
VOLVER IN THIS RIG.” 

bull we are so tired that we don’t care 
who was killed or who will be arrested. 

The management are enormously 
proud of the camera invented by the 
young Hungarian doctor, Paul Fejos, 
which, perched high on a derrick, took 
the night-club floor scenes ; but the fact 
that they are taken from a height throws 
them out of perspective, and they there- 
fore no longer counterfeit life. Similar 
scenes in Mr. Bennett’s film Piccadilly 
suffered, I remember, from no such dis- 
advantage. The close-ups are better, 
and the voices that carry seem to be 
well synchronized, but one can never 
forget that the producer has been try- 
ing to do two things at once — making 
a drama and making a song-and-dance 
show — and has met with the fate re- 
served for such experimentalists. He 
has also shown no skill in elimination. 
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Caddie [to Ms inefficient emploi/er) . “D* Y£ KNOW THERE’S times when I plays indief’eent meself?” 


The drunhen amours of JPorJcy and Lil, 
whatever propriety they may have had 
on the stage, are a silly excrescence on 
the film. 

The acting is good. Mr. Thomas E, 
Jackson, as a detective, is as terrifying 
in his persistence as the stoat that 
singles out a rabbit and never leaves 
the line. He is also unfailingly audible. 
Mr. Eobeet Ellis plays Steve Crandall 
to the life, and I can believe that the 
New York high spots are peopled by 
girls exactly like Billie Moore (Miss 
Meena Kennedy). Miss Evelyn 
Beent’s Bearl is a little less typical, 
but she makes the part almost con- 
vincing. The principal rdle, I suppose, 
is that of ‘^Personahty" Lane, which 
is handled manfully by Mr. Glenn 
Tryon, but fails to be as sympathetic 
as was intended. E. V. L. 


“To Goeresponlents. 

H. E. (no address).'— Though you gave no 
name or address, we forwarded your enq[uiry re 
nettle tea to the writer of the note in our issue 
of July ^0, but have received a notification 
from his exeoritors’ solicitors to say that he is 
now deceased .” — Gardening Papei\ 

That information ought to suf&ce. 


PETERSHAM. 

O praise the Lord for Petersham ! 

It ’s ten miles from the Strand 
And tenpence from Trafalgar Square, 
By bus, you understand. 

It ’s just a hop, skip and a jump 
From Richmond’s towny hill. 
Which men have made a tea-shop 
dump, 

And stays a village still. 

It twists; it turns, it dips, it dives 
To dodge the vulgar stare, 

Yet tolerates the “ Sixty-fives ” 
Which bring the people there. 

The pennies in my purse are few, 

I ’ve never kept a car, 

But when the soul grows tired of 
Kew — 

Well, Petersham’s not far. 

Ifc keeps a ghost or two for us 
Behind the mellowed walls 
(0 praise the Lord for Petersham !) 

Of stately Georgian halls. 

When Leatherhead ’s beyond control 
And Dorking out of hand, 

It still would dare possess its soul 
Scarce ten miles from the Strand. 


Spotlights on Prohibition. 

“ Customs agents state that the tightness of 
theiu patrol along the Detroit Eiver has made 
liq[uor smuggling by aeroplane profitable.” 

Laily Paper. 

Sors Horatiana 

(For Dramatic Critics). 

Neo tamen ignorat quid distent aera 
hi,pinis : He knows the difference 

between Coynes and Lupinos.” 


Another Headache for the Historian. 

“ How much survives to-day of the England 
of 1750 ? Yet the air is recovering for us the 
outline of the Biitain which Rome laid out 
fifteen years before the industrial revolution,” 
Sunday Paper. 

Many experts, however, believe that 
Eome was herself laid out at a much 
earlier date. 


“Nice Bomb Outrage.” 

Headline m Jersey Paper. 
We ’ll soon be hearing of a jolly train 
disaster. 

“ The sub-committee recommended that . . . 
the two assistant nurses Avere to rotate,” 

North-country Paper. 

This puts them of course in the top 
category of their profession. 
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- — -r-uc PI AY production, was not quite clear — day. And as for heredity, seeing that 

A I mb HLAY. by confusing the jury (moved towards Robert and Eddie presumably have 

‘^Beotheks” (Adelphi). an adverse verdict by direct testimony the same, it wouldn't seem to be very 

The versatile Mr. EnaAPi. Wallace, of an eye-witness) by pointing out how relevant to the discussion, 
now turned theatrical entrepreneur and easy it is in the dark to mistake your xx 

having evidently had no time between man ; how like the prisoner is, for in- 
the signing of his lease for his theatre stance, to himself who addresses them. 
and the opening of it to throw off one Theprisonerwas, of course, his own twin 

brother, and we begin 
to guess that Eobert 
had the^^est of 

OILY ^OE AND TM COCAINE: A LITTLE emotions of the 

MORE OIL WANTED ON THE PALM. R 

Oily Joe Mr. Ben WELDEN. tively diving into his f 

Bobett Natighfon .... AlR. Hartley Power. overcoat-pocket for a -noTTnTi? ttww 

dose of “snow ; and THE DOUBLE LIFE. 

of his diverting masterpieces of criminal when his crass parents and friends insist Bixit Me. Hartley Power as Eddie 
adventnre, has sponsored and produced on carrying him off to Oily Joe's speak- Coseedly. Enter Me. Hartley Power 
a drama by Herbert Ashton, Jim., in easy ,wheretheaequittedjEJ^ifieplays the Bobbrt Navobton. 

the same genre as his own, hut much piano for his living and where, no doubt. We are now prepared to find Eddie 
more ingenuous and less plausibly con- he will be found receiving the congrat- of the water-front a paragon of all the 
structed. _ Perhaps indeed a sense of ulations of his employer and friends, virtues and Oily Joe’s speak-easy the 
scholarship finally determined his choice the agitated Bohert has to warn Joe by least reputable of down-town haunts of 
of Brothers for this particular theatre, telephone that he is by no means to vice. And we are not disappointed. 

This naive essay in bio-sociology is show any signs of recognition. Ugly customers and pretty ladies, cor- 

chiefly remarkable for the chance it Clearly favourable envircnment— if rupt policemen, dope- and drink-traf- 
gives to Mr. Hartley Power in the you accept indulgent parents. Harvard, fickers, blackmailers, rush in and rush 
duplication of the parts of the twin- Fifth Avenue and the Law as a working out, or more usually are flung out with 
brotheis, Bobert and Eddie — Bobert, definition of it — isn’t going to win the immense violence by Joe, on whom the 

sobriquet “OfZy” has evidently 


OILY JOE AND THE COCAINE: A LITTLE 
MORE OIL WANTED ON THE PALM. 

Oily Joe Mr. Ben Welden. 

Rohett Nmtghfoii .... Mr. Hartley Power. 


THE DOUBLE LIFE. 

Exit Mr. Hartley Power as Eddie 


We are now prepared to find Eddie 
of the water-front a paragon of all the 
virtues and Oily Joe*s speak-easy the 


j adopted in infancy by the wealthy 
j Judge Naiighton; Eddie by a 
poor Irish sailor in a modest 
riverside dwelling. 

The Prologue' (temp, : Boer 
War and appearance of first 
motor-car in Broadway) intro- 
duces us to three dull medical 
men, of whom two are, in the 
intervals of their moves at chess, 
perpetually wrangling about the 
relative influence of the factors 
of heredity and environment in 
the formation of human char- 
acter. The third proposes to 
make a practical test of their 
theories on twin brothers, left 
for disposal at his hospital, his 
two friends laying bets on their 
respective fancies. 

Thirtyyearsorsopass. Bohert 
Natcghton, the brilliant young 
advocate, has just saved his first 
from the electric-chair, 
apparently — though this, owing 
todefect of elocution, which was, 
I am, afraid, rather a feature of 



The only father he had ever known — and he 
can't have known filAT VERY WTELL. 

Er, Leslie Stevens (disguised) . . Mr. Cecil Hxjjurheeys. 
Eddie Connelly Mr. Hartley Power. 


been conferred in gentle irony. 
Eddie alone has virtue and char- 
acter and a charming disposi- 
tion. No, not alone. There was, 
of course, Eddie's friend, the 
poor blind man, Feeler” who 
had “educated ” him and was, as 
we guessed from his dark spec- 
tacles, other than be seemed. 

And as for poor Bobert, he 
goes from bad to worse. Pour 
several packets of dope does he 
inhale in about as many minutes, 
ending up a lively sceneby shoot- 
ing J oe with more accuracy than 
seemed likely from his deplor- 
able condition. 

Clearly he is in no condition 
to be taken home by his friends 
to break the hearts of his adoring 
foster-parents and/anc<^^. What 
easier than to push him into a 
dope-addicts’ home and take the 
virtuous Eddie to Fifth Avenue 
to impersonate him ; where, as 
is obvious, Eddie will fall in 
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love with Bohert's Bojna, have noble 
scruples about the treachery involved, 
and live happily ever after. 

Our excitement at the end of the 
scenes of violence of the Second Act 
and our admiration at the speed with 
which Mr. Hartley Power flung him- 
self into and out of his clothes in order 
that Bobert might not run into Eddie 
— they did all but actually talk to 
each other— positively knew no bounds. 
Which all seems rather odd. 

Mr. Power’s performance is indeed 
an admirable one; but it takes more 
than a clever performance of nne 
well -enough -invented part to 
make a tolerable play, unless 
you can bring to the theatre 
a beautiful and child-like faith. 

T. 

WICKETS AMD SIXES. 

^‘Farewell to the Season, 

’tis over,” as Praed said about 
something of far less importance 
than cricket ; or at any rate, if 
it is not absolutely over, the 
Season is sufflciently near its 
end for the Championship to 
have been decided and the county 
of the Gunns to have won it : 
with no little assistance from 
George of that illustrious lino, 
for all his fifty years. It is a 
cheering thought that the pres- 
ence of Notts at the Oval, 
against the Best of England, on 
Saturday of this week, will give 
the connoisseurs of the game 
still one more chance to see this 
great and subtle artist at work. 

But when I close my eyes and 
think of the outstanding figures 
of the cricket-field in this glori- 
ous' summer of 1929 it is not 
George Gunn that I see first; 
it is not the masterly Hobbs ; 
nor Hammond, the resourceful ; 
nor Dhuleep, Flower of the 
East; nor Freeman, that wily 
mite; nor Woolley, the Tower 
of Strength. It is something 
more gothic than these ; not classic, but 
of an intense humanity, a strange blend 
of determination and insouciance’, the 
concentrated spirit of destructive energy 
with the ball, and with the bat the 
very symbol of jovial adventurousness. 
In short, I think of Tate. 

Closing my eyes I see, in all his 
familiar idiosyncrasies, that laughing 
genial giant, and not least I see him, 
after discharging his thunderbolt, throw- 
ing up his hands in protestation to the 
unjust heavens when the ball that 
was to be unplayable (as all of his are) 
missed the stump by a hair’s-breadth ; 
or pausing between the overs on his 
way to his place to exchange a few 


words with a neighbour. For no one | 
makes the cricket-field such a home 
from home as this Sussex Colossus, 
with whom even the gloomiest umpires 
must be prepared to be back-chat come- 
dians. To Tate the game is no pen- 
ance, no dreary ritual. It is fun. I see 
him too at the wicket with one arm on 
his hip, like a prodigious mannequin, 
and the other dangling a bat which by 
his relative bulk has been diminished to 
a toy. And of course I see him too as 
England’s first line of attack as a bow- 
ler and the crowd’s darling as one 



“To Tate the gaivie is fun.” 

whose mind is set on sixes. “ Wickets 
and sixes”: that is Tate’s cricketing 
creed. ^ 

This year, for the eighth in succes- 
sion, he has taken his hundred wickets 
and made his thousand runs. Some-j 
one once said that he bowls as if he 
would not only hit the stumps but bore 
through bat and pads and the human 
frame en route. Similarly one may say 
that when he bats his intention is 
always to clear not only the ropes but 
the confines of the ground itself. His 
only limit is the sky. Although he has 
but two strokes — the mighty swipe and 
the pat for a short one — he has made 
a thousand out of them this year, and 


in the process has caused how many 
a heart to glow. 

Tate, I learn from Wisden, was thirty - 
five in April last. Compared with 
George Gunn he is an infant. Long 
may he flourish ! E. V. L. 


THE UHENGUMBERED FEE SIMPLE. 

VI._WlNE. 

We call it the garden, but actually it 
is the finest field crop of dandelions in 
all Harstead. The fame of it, I ’m sure, 
is getting about. Charabancs full of 
trippers from South-coast towns 
stop outside to admire ; indeed 
I ’m not certain they don’t come 
over for the express purpose. 
And every other day old women 
look over the hedge and ask if 
they can come and pick our 
dandelions to make dandelion 
wine, because they can’t get 
such beauties anywhere else. 

Informative books of a statist- 
ical nature will tell you that the 
greatest wine-making district in 
the worl d is the M^doc. They are 
VTong. It is, I should say, this 
part of Sussex. ForintheM6doc 
I take it the peasants more or 
less confine themselves to the 
grape as a ground-work for the 
Heart- Gladdener; here in Har- 
stead and round about nothing 
comes amiss. 

In addition to the dandelion, 
and of course the other usual 
bases of home-made wine, such 
as sloe, elderberry, primrose and 
cow^slip, Harstead local talent 
also employs parsnip, elder- 
flow^er, turnip, rhubarb, potato, 
nettle, strawberry, field-mallow, 
marsh- mallow and groundsel. 
Special friends are often treated 
to wurzel wine and radish claret. 
Yewberry-brew is reserved for 
special enemies. 

W'^hole families, elders and 
children, will go out on Sundays 
gathering wild-flowers, Aveeds 
and things, not to decorate the parlour 
but to help fill the out-house cellar. 
You are continually being approached to 
know if you want “they few fir-cones ” 
on your garden path, as apparently they 
will come in nicely for fir-cone burgundy. 
Only the other day the postman, when 
delivering letters, suggested to me as a 
business proposition that for every gal- 
lon of sloes I picked for him he would 
give me half-a-gallon of wine, and even 
pointed out a place on the edge of the 
Downs where good sloes could be found. 
The true subtlety of his proposition was 
only apparent later when I realised that 
those sloe-bushes were just inside a big 
private property whose owner was very 
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fond of them. I suppose a man in a 
postman's position has to be careful. 

The method of making the various 
wines is, as far as I have been able to 
discover, very simple. I mean, there 
is no “fining” or “racking” or silly 
fancy work of that sort. Nor is the 
method anything like that laid down in 
cookery-books, where the recipe for old- 
fashioned blackberry wine (as innocently 
drunk by teetotal maiden ladies) begins 
“ Take a pound of blackberries, a pound 
of sugar and a quart of old brandy, . . .” 

No, the dandelions or the radishes or 
whatever the groundwork may be, are 
put into the copper on Tuesday morning 
and boiled up with sugar and yeast and 
what-not for three days, and the result 
is poured into bottles on Friday. It has 
to be Tuesday to Friday by the way ; 
the copper is needed on Monday to wash 
the family clothes and on Saturday to 
wash the family. 

The brew is then bottled off and set 
aside to “ wark.” The bottles are not 
corked, however, for a week, otherwise 
you are likely to have a series of terrific 
explosions in about three days' time. 

The longer you keep home-made wine 
the stronger it gets, till I suppose it eats 
through the bottle and is considered to 
have “ gone off.” But at any time ten 
days or so after corking you can begin 
to drink it— though if you take my advice 
you won’t; for it is not wine as we 
know it. The inherent qualities de- 
manded by the local villager are quite 
different from those that connoisseurs 
such as you and I expect to find. Bouquet 
means nothing to Harstead; seve even 
less. 

Moreover, the qualities demanded 
vary with the wine. What they require 
of sloe wine, for instance, is that it shall 
be “a gud colour.” One man complained 
bitterly to me that he couldn’t “get 
next his last year's sloe wine nohow; 
that tasted something turr’ble and quite 
tamed him up.” He was very puzzled 
about it, poor fellow, for it couldn’t be 
that the stuff had gone bad because 
“ that wine wor still a beautiful colour.” 

Potato wine, on the other hand, has 
to be “ fierce,” the fiercer the better. In 
fact, if you can start up an I. 0. engine 
on it, it is pretty good.^ The test- of 
good dandelion wine is that it shall be 
“ s’arching ” — a quality you will hardly 
find Professor Saintsbury insisting on 
in his “ Cellar Book.” 

I have forgotten the inherent quality of 
radish claret and marigold champagne ; 
but I am credibly informed by an old 
inhabitant that his famed groundsel 
liqueur was once confused by a gentle- 
man from Lunnon with a bottle of 
Ohattroose ; and moreover, when he 
did manage to distinguish them, it was 
to the advantage of the former. 


Dogwood gin is good for warts, but 
I forgot to ask whether by internal or 
external application. This year, I am 
told, is a vintage year for horse-chestnut 
hock. 

There is only one thing in Harstead 
that the villagers have not used for 
making wine. They shake their heads 
dubiously when it is suggested and 
say with conservative muttering that 
they've never heard tell of the like 
being done hereabouts. I refer to the 
vine just by Mrs. Godfrey’s front porch, 
which in reasonably hot summers bears 
excellent grapes. A. A. 


THE TURNSPIT. 

A Dog Story. 

The turnspit dog be won no wage 
That well a wage did earn ; 

They put him in the red-hot cage 
The roasting-jack to turn ; 

His coat was singed and sandy 
And he never got a pat ; 

And his name was Sugar Candy, 

But he didn’t look like that. 

Oh, Mr. Cutt, the master- cook, 

He didn’t care a pin, 

He hung the joint upon the book' 
And cuffed poor Candy in ; 

And Candy, lone and little, 

Thought, “ Alack, alack, alack, 
That all to roast a victual 
I 've to turn this cruel jack ! ” 

Now Cutt his service high did 
hold 

With the Baron Crustygruff, 

Who loved the obsolete and old 
And loathed new-fangled stuff, 
And wouldn't hear that Science 
Had invented with a wit 
A mechanical appliance 
For the turning of a spit. 

The Baron’s big baronial hall 
Was in the land of Hearts, 

Whose little Queen loved most of all 
The culinary arts ; 

When, in tones all honey comby, 

“ Mam's pleasure ? ” hosts would 
pray, 

“ I 'd love it if you *d show me 
^The kitc%en, Sir,” she 'd sa3^ 

One summer day, oh, sure enough. 
The Queen, who took the air, 
Drove past the gates of Crustygruff 
All in her coach- and-pair ; 

“ John,” spoke her pretty Majesty, 

“ Tell Baynes to please pull up ; 

I 'm not a queen that cadges tea, 

But koto I want a cup ! ” 

Old Crusty was a Boyalist ; 

On one stiff knee he fell; 

Five little fingers next he kissed 
Then rang the drawing-room bell ; 


And soon, to put things shortly, 

Is the golden pot sipped dry, 

And to a question courtly 
He has got the famed reply. 

“Your kitchen seems extremely nice,” 
Her Majesty says she, 

“But who, O Sugar I is, 0 Spice ! 

This little misery ? ” 

And Candy, all to hear her — 

Oh, so kind she seemed, so pained — 
Came humbly creeping nearer 
While the master-cook explained. 

The Queen of Hearts grew almost 
tall; 

“How very wrong,” she said; 
“I'll give you a mechanical 
Device to do instead ; 

You 'll find it far more handy, 

Oh, it 's perfect to a cog. 

But you must give me Candy 
For my darling little dog.” 

Old Crusty bows while Mr. Cutt 
Approves the Queen’s desires ; 
Now Candy sits on sofas (but 
He hates them close to fires) ; 

And his coat is sleek and nappy 
That was once all burnt with coal, 
And there 's not a dog so happy 
In all Hearts’ happy whole. 

Fetch Caldecott’s fair picture-book ; 

Now turn to Queen of Hearts', 
Whom have we here where heralds 
look 

For him who stole the Tarts ? 

A little dog and dandy, 

All felicity and fat. 

And I ’m sure it ’s Sugar Candy 
Because he looks like that. 

============= P.B.C. 

The Decline in Behaviour. 

“ Mr. Hubert Middleton,.organist and choir- 
master of Ely Cathedral, giving his last lecture 
at the Oxford summer course in music teach- 
ing, asked the class to sing some old madrigals 
and to conduct themselves .” — Daily Pajper. 


“ Sandy Bread and Confectionery 
Competitions.” 

Bakers' Pamper, 

Our baker has only to enter. 

“Mr. MacDonald on Navy Cuts.” 

Daily Pajper. 

Let Mr. Baldwin put those in his pipe 
and smoke them. 


“Oval Centuries.” 

Headline in Daily Paper. 

Not to be confused with straight eights 
or round dozens. 


“ All routes to Gosport and its eight parks are 
plainly signposted by fingers extending for 
nearly 100 miles in all directions.” 

Sunday Paper. 

In the face of this unprecedented com- 
petition several prominent octopi are 
said to be retiring from business. 





Mr. H. a. GWYNNE 

(Editor of " The Morning Post 


Still for his Post he wields the fi^htin^ pen 
Which told for REUTER many a battle’s tale ; 
Fighting ’s his hobby : he has fought with men, 
Elephants and The Daily Mail. 


MR. PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES.— cm. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch * b Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

You need not be in loYe with medical research, as such, 
to enjoy the eleven studies of English-speaking medical 
men which go to make up The Harley Street Calendar 
(Constable). Most professional giants are men first and 
professional men afterwards; it is the second-raters who 
merge their humanity in their vocation. And all Dr. H. H. 
B ASHFORD* s doctors and surgeons — who range from Gilbert 
THE Englishman, of Chaucerian fame, to Sir William 
O sLER — are “characters” in the nicest provincial sense 
and studied as such. So little has professional pride influ- 
enced their presentment that Hans Sloane, a half-god 
among the gods, is the most brilliant portrait ; and the 
adventures of that “personable young Ulsterman,” family 
physician to a Jamaican Governor, whose collections formed 
the nucleus of the British Museum, are handled with delight- 
ful levity. Throughout the whole book its author is whim- 
sically conscious of his craft’s limitations. He notes how 
genuine discoveries come — and go. Vitamins are recognised, 
though unnamed, by the thirteenth-century Gilbert. ^ The 
seventeenth-century Sydenham’s treatment for fever is too 
rational to last. Dr. Bashford’s research is never restricted 
to medical grooves. Linacre is shown quarrelling with 
CoLET over a Latin grammar ; Harvey reading a book at 
i the Battle of Edgehill until compelled by a cannon-ball to 
move; Jenner leading the “ cottagish ” life he loved among 
the Severn meadows. Thus rightly related to common 
mdf’tal circumstances, great professional exploits take on 
both validity and lustre. Simpson’s sponsorship of chloro- 
form recalls the Edinburgh that went without ansesthetics 
— and JpHN Brown’s Ailie ; the “ grave aquiline beauty ” 


of Lister’s Quaker forebears somehow prepares us for the 
antiseptic decencies he introduced. In a book whose large 
outlook and delicate style are a continual joy the high- 
est results of a noble art are attributed to “a spirit over- 
flowing its achievements.” 

Oh, the books I ’ve read on big game 1 But here is one 
different from the rest, for I ’ve met Mr. Cherry Kearton 
(on that subject) for i3he first time. In the Land of the 
Lion (Arrowsmith) is a book about photographic shikar 
— an art which I unblushingly christen “shikdmera.” Mr. 
Kearton, as his title implies, takes us to Central Africa, 
and there, from lion to locust, he pictures and describes the 
habits of wild creatures both “when they are unsuspicious 
of man and when they suspect danger.” The principal 
“janwars” have chapters to themselves, and since, a^s a 
bloodthirsty child, I first thrilled to The Gorilla Hunters 
or The Maneaters of Tsavo (two widely different works) no 
beast-book has enthralled me quite as this one has. I will 
read the chapter-headings again to see which I like best. 
But no, I love them all ; those on crocodiles and snakes are 
naturally the most shuddersome (I feel that Mr. Kearton 
almost dislikes crocodiles), and those through which the 
apes and monkeys swing and gambol have a cousinly sym- 
pathy, The photographs — ^the book is full of them — are 
achievements indeed. Those of lionesses and lions (look 
at the lion playing with his little son!) seem the most 
wonderful to me, and the getting of these glimpses of home- 
life and of many others must have been (though the author 
does not say so) a lot more dangerous and exciting than the 
acquisition by gunpowder of a whole hall of trophies. I 
commend Mr. Kearton’s introduction to anyone who would 
know why African game is disappearing, and I hope, with 
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him, that Tve may realise before too late 
that wild life is not ours to take wan- 
tonly. In the Land of the Lion should 
surely bring that day a httle nearer. 

It ’s time, some think, that thriller 
fiction, 

Now at its flood, received a check ; 
That someone, such is the conviction, 
Deserves to get it in the neck. 

For those who hold this view a brighter 
Dawn is at hand : John Hawk- has 
done 

The Murder of a Mystery Writer 
And published it through Skeffing- 
TON. 

Bub all the same their hopes, I fancy, 
May lead the grousers to despair, 
For, with his intricate romance, he 
Leaves things no better than they 
were; 

He slays a scribbler very neatly, 

Who, .anyhow, does not exist. 

And mystifies us so completely 
That he must join the active list. 
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YOUTH AT THE WHEEL ON 

That G-ooi>-TO-BE-ALr\’E 


PERFECT DAY, 


naturall^ approach the novels of Mir ^ 

With the pregnant dot-and-dash of a 

Morse code, gives me a headache; but X 

against their matter as such, their frW^ y' / 

slightly hectic’ preoccupation with ‘ y ' ^ 

middle-class ethical problems, I have '''/ 

no vestige of prej udice. The tf7icertain Ji ^ -V y y' r' / = / 9-,^^ 

Trwnpet (Hodder and Stoughton) 

will, I think, neither exceed nor betray ^ 

expectation. Its style is, if anything, 

chastened, but its strongest develop- ^ PERFECT DAY. 

meats show a tendency to deter to its x ww i r. 

weakest. I did not succeed in find- That good-to-be-alhe peeling. 

ing out which, if any, of its cast em- ^ ■ "' ■ ' ■ " V". . , . ' "V" I" - = 

bodied the wavering appeal of the title. Perhaps this accomplished facility in making rude remarks, an unhappy 
referred to the Established Church in general ? But there knack of quarrelling with his officers and an irrita^ng way 
is no doubt that its hero is the Bev. David Quest, an of changing or appearing to change his mind. His early 
enthusiastic Anglo-Catholic with a charming wife and romance was broken at the command of his parents, who 
children. Much good limelight is wasted on his incredible never treated him otherwise than as a rather head-strong 
parishioner- in-chief, Pe?wa 7 i and on PeZma??- Hm- schoolboy, his health all his life was wretched and ms 

tage's still more incredible bride, but has undoubtedly features notoriously w^ere not what a conventional novelist 
the star part. Lured to a wretched country living by the expects in a hero. With such a list of disqualifications it 
unfulfilled promises of a supporter, his gallant efforts to is perhaps rather remarkable that the popular verdict has 
hold an untenable position should enlist — apart from their placed Wolfe among the great soldiers of history, the 
doctrinal vagaries — all the sympathy his creator could more so as bis reputation is founded almost entirely on a 
desire. I cannot say as much for the eccentricities of his single sharp action in which the luck was on his side , but 
old Superior, “gaunt, glorious, genial” Father Absolute, despite the failure in love, the vacillations, the unkind 
whose campaign for the reconciliation of bright young things sayings about Scotsmen, despite even the scarlet hair and 
to their elders neither captivated my fancy nor convinced retreating chin, the author is here happily able to approve 
my understanding. But the even robuster exploits of the on the whole the judgment of Wolfes contemporaries, 
Flogg-Wallopers, a notorious hunting family of Quest's and thrilled though they were by the ronaantic circumstances of 
Heiitage's county, are a distinctly amusing side-show. the Quebec fighting and of the death of the leader. T le 
^ ^ fact is that Wolfe is the genuine copy-book example of 

Professor W.T. Waugh's biographical study, 7amc5Fb?/c professional success founded on professional enthusiasm. 
(Carrier), shows the General as a tall gawky man with an He -was amazingly promoted and final ly selected by the 





308 ~ iuNCTiToR THE L ONDON CHARIVARI. [Seftembeb ii, 1929. 

discernme Pitt for the command that gave him his chance, is an attractive little person, and the most original thing in 
simply because iu an age of slackness there was something the book is her attitude to her fickle husband when he 
great in him that refused to follow the prevailing mode but comes back from philandering and roaming and finds their 
drove him to work at his soldiering as at the one thing that baby son, born in his absence, nearly a year old ; “ What 
mattered. His reputation endures because it has been fated made me sorry was that you should miss so much lun. 
thatnosmallelement of Empire-building should spring from Jerry, the husband, who is a famous author and a rather 
i his nrofessicnal ener«^y. neurotic person, tries the reader’s patience a little, but 

' ^ ® * apart from that it is a taking story and, if not very much 

like life as most of us live it, made plausible by its local 


Among the less pleasing by-products of eighteenth- 

^ j j. r 


century ^society — that queer mixture of artificiality and colour. The sunshine and J ane s clothes her blue-jacket s 
coarseness of elegance and brutality — was a peculiarly blouses and her pleated white skirts — made a great impres- 

unblushing and hardened I 1 sionon my mind; but what 

stamp of adventurer of I ] - Hiked best were the inenus 

which Gat’s immortal Jifac- A of strange and exciting 

heath may be taken as the / I 

i completeliteraryarchetype. Ir,; ; has so generously given us. 

Of this sort of impudent |j'i j ,, ttt xn 

scamp in real life. Captain llij 

DddleyBe.vdsteeet, whose i j r= — - ' - /W — i-'l ‘ 1 in Soper s Bow (Cassell), 

Life and UncomvionAdven- 1 , 1 1' t - tells the story of ^ uphill 

hires (John H-uiilton) is i . /« U fight. Christopher Hazzard, 

now reprinted, with an in- Vq JL you wiU discover from a 

troduction by Mr. E. H. U . caption, “came from the 

W. Meyerstein, from the ^U! \j[ JRSKKHHJ common people, and he was 

original edition published - i ll lame, and he was poor, and 

in 1755, seems to have been }||l he was persecuted.” In fact 

a singularly unedifying i' the odds were so heavily 

specimen. Born in Ireland, ' i ^ j\ against him that those of 

where his father appears to 1 Pry'-" |jjS^g==r us, who do not know our 

have been a person of some j pJ' . jT “"m • might suspect 

substance, he began to live 1 1 i 'll that he was going to become 

by his wits at an early age, ''■•iii' a losing Haaaard. But after 

and his exploits, chiefly of i '! ( . li years of struggle, in which 

an amorous, not to say li- ?. ly.A lilii 1 ' JaesaH 'l he was ragged by his fellow'- 

centious, nature, are re- (| ffl students, despised and re- 
counted with a shameless MV VM JP'i'l jected by those in control 

zest rather enhanced than ( V ‘ of the hospital, and corn- 

otherwise by reason of the ■•‘n.-i' naoriey how 

discreditable figure which '"‘'I'L ■' ' '•'■'-i ‘ •' andwhenhecould,happi- 

the narrator himself usually Vnenl i'* ''ii t'H* I ness and success came to 

confesses to cutting. In- ■ \ '' Mr. Dbeping’s hold 

deed, of the various rdles in j F,,^| ■ j! ' ' I ij ! I |; I'j'l I . '■ ' apon his public will doubt- 

which he figures in the j' I" j I',,, ' i!" 'i'TnTiT'! |.''i less be strengthened by this 

course of his amazing car- I i'’ ' ■'! i! 'i ''' taleofagallant fight against 

eer, that of informer and I '■ ;'| j- '■■■■ 1 t-I!)'- f) adversity. 

spy during the ’46 Eebellion 1 • •!!!, ! i||i''lj j 'i i'' ti6 

is by no means the most re- | " ; ' ' ; • ' ' I j i ' • : I , The scene of The Peace- 

pellent. In that capacity i ' ,'l ' . . ' ' ■ Fire (Mblbose) is laid in a 

he came into contact with ! r' ' ■ small Somersetshire village 

some of the leading person- \ j ! which prideditself on resist- 

ages on both sides, including '1 |i I i'll I # 1 ', ' i iug the influences of and 

“Butcher” Cumberland ' 'I M remaining aloof from 

and Prince Charles Ed- , * the outside world. Many 

,.. 1 , himself »d he ™s “5,™ ” jms.-""’" hX','"? ‘T? 

also present at the execu- y. M. JIort s stage, but 


.l!r 0 


Village Butcher. “Take this to the ’All; and wotever 
YOU LET THEIR ALSATIAN DO, DON’T LET ’BI EAT THIS.” 


1 liked best were the menus 
of strange and exciting 
meals which Mrs. Norris 
has so generously given us. 

Mr. Warwick Deeping, 
in Bojper's Boto (Cassell), 
tells the story of an uphill 
fight. Christopher Hazzard, 
you will discover from a 
caption, ‘^came from the 
common people, and he was 
lame, and he was poor, and 
he was persecuted.” In fact 
the odds were so heavily 
against him that those of 
us. who do not know our 
Mr. Deeping might suspect 
that he was going to become 
a losin g Hazzard. B ut after 
years of struggle, in which 
he was ragged by his fellow- 
students, despised and re- 
jected by those in control 
of the hospital, and com- 
pelled to earn money how 
and when he could, happi- 
ness and success came to 
him. Mr. Deeping’s hold 
upon his public will doubt- 
less be strengthened by this 
tale of a gallant fight against 
adversity. 

The scene of The Peace- 
Fire (Melrose) is laid in a 
small Somersetshire village 
which prided itself on resist- 
ing the influences of and 
on remaining aloof from 
the outside world. Many 
Menwoldians piss across 
G. M. Hort’s stage, but 


tions of Lords Kilmarnock and Balmerino, of which he each one of them possesses individuality and is won- 
gives a vivid account. Among Captain Dudley Brad- derfully alive. Among those difficult to forget will be 
street's few commendable qualities was undeniably that Eunice Lovert, who after her marriage to Igdaliah Garb 
of possessing a lively and fluent pen, and the result is a discovered how cruel a self-righteous man can be, and her 
convincing picture of a certain sordid!}?' picturesque aspect father, Boger Lovert, who was the victim of a feverish desire 
I of the strange times in which he lived, to discover prehistoric relics on the hills. But here is a 

I whole gallery of peasant-portraits drawn by an artist 

A novel about a widower who marries his child’s governess thoroughly in sympathy with village life, 
might be expected to have a Victorian flavour, but Mrs. ^ 

TC'G'bt.mmn Norris is so resourceful a writer that, setting “My fatter was the viUage blaoksimth, but his forge was o^tamly 
k 1 Cl, tt /Tivr - § uot Under a * spreading chestnut tree, and there are several other 

new ^ story, htorm House (Murray), in Oaiiiornia, and. points about Tennyson’s classic poem that equally fail to apply.” 

Just a dash of divorce into it, she has kept it per- Provincial Pamper. 

' fecfcly modern. Jane, the governess heroine, though Mrs. Lord Longfellow must have overlooked them when writing 
Norris rehearses her strong points rather tiresomely often, this sequel to his Morte d' Arthur. 
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OHAPIVAR'A diction is that many poetic hearts ^vili rejoicings among the youth of the 

OnAKiVAKjA, prefer to dance with cheaper varieties. Connty Palatine. 

Forces engaged, in recent army man- *.,/•' ‘ 'i' " 

oeuvres represented, the warring states Eeports from Chelsea indicate that An Ealing man killed an adder in his 
of Kent and Thanet, and regret was the prolonged drought has not seriously garden with a hoe. Most gardeners on 

expressed that Lord Bothebmere did affected the water-colour-painting in- seeing an adder would find that a deck- 

not take the field in person. dustry. chair would be the nearest weapon with 


seeing an adder would find that a deck- 
chair would be the nearest weapon with 
which to despatch the reptile. 


Miss Helen Wills has named Miss In announcing the harvest thanks- 
Sarah Palebey, the sixteen -year-old giving service a Somerset rector declared Play writing, according to a dramatist, 
Massachusetts lawn-tennis player, as that he had a rooted objection to turn- is not a gift, but a test of character, a 
her successor, but there is a strong ing a church into a temporary green- question of being able to “stick it.’' It 

feeling that the right to the title of grocery shop by means of cabbages, has this in common with playgoing. 

Champion should continue to be decided marrows and potatoes. Booted oh jec- 

by competition. tions of course are not classified as A statue recently stolen in London 

* greengrocery. has been returned to the owner. It is 

Attention is drawn to the dwindling thought that it got on the thief’s nerves, 

numbers of Corsican bandits, and ibis Decayingvegetationin the mains was 

remarked that not the slightest effort found to be the cause of the fishy, briny A naturalist expresses her conviction 
is being made to pre- "^that field-mice have 

serve them from total ^ short memories. We 


A statue recently stolen in London 
has been returned to the owner. It is 
thought that it got on the thief’s nerves. 


serve them from total 
extinction. 


With reference to the 
National Government’s 
order forbidding the im- 
portation of greyhounds 
into China, regret is 
expressed that the re- 
patriation of Pekes, as 
a retaliative measure, 
is considered impractic- 
able. , 1 - 

The surgeon of an 
Atlantic liner discredits 
the theory that cham- 
pagne is a cure for 
sea-sickness. Still, re- 
sourceful travellers 
should have no difid- 
culty in finding other 
uses for champagne. 




A naturalist expresses her conviction 
that field-mice have 
short memories. We 
can only suggest that 
they should tie knots in 
ST . — ' their tails. 












A new's item states 
that nobody has died 
in Acton for seven days. 
The Acton doctors were 
presumably all engaged 
in ’Ealing. 

After the marriage of 
a popular actress she 
was mobbed by a crowd 
of enthusiastic ad- 
mirers. In our opinion 
the latter were un- 
reasonable in their de- 
mands that she should 
autograph pieces of con- 
fetti. 


Bats - nian . “And what’s moee, Jack ’Obbs once patted mb on the 

DuringThe great “Oh. did he? Well, if he saw you play cricket sow, 

drive of Welsh moun- he’d clump you over the eae.” beret, and a certain 

tain sheep, over a bun- type of modern Scots- 

dred thousand passed through the dip- taste of Southend’s drinking water the man is becoming known as a beret-laird, 
ping tanks, and the spectators are said other day. A distinctly briny flavour ^ 

to have included many sufferers from has sometimes been detected in the local An income-tax office in Warwickshm 
sleenlessness. ... sea- water. - had to be closed whilst a wasps’-nesi 


Scotswomen are ob- 
served to be adopting 
the beret, and a certain 
type of modern Scots - 


,s sometimes been detected in the local An income-tax office in Warwickshire 

a,- water. - had to be closed whilst a wasps’-nest 

‘ -I' ' was removed from under the floor. And 

It is suggested that coroners’ re- yet people go about swatting them ! 


“Did Queen Elizabeth wear night- It is suggested that coroners re- yet people go about pvattmg them 1 
dresses ? ” is a question discussed in a marks should in futuie be subjected to 

contemporary. In our opinion signifi- some sort of censorship on the ground A card-player complains that vsre 
cance attaches to the lack of authenti- that they tend to inflame the feelings get too many of oiu bridge ideas from 
cated Tudor pyjamas. of pedestrians and motorists against America. He doesn’t believe in hands 

each other. across the sea. j;, 

It is claimed that the injection of a ^ . . . r -n -i n -l ' -x t x 

mixture of scopolamine and morphine, K writer asks what is the origin of “Food, writes an autnorit} on diet- 
which renders a person unable to avoid the vibrato in singing. One theory is etics, “is required for several purposes.” 
speaking the truth, has been success- that it was first used by a nervous vocal- Authorities on dietetics require it for 
fully used in America for the detection ist who had heard that certain sections the purpose of newspaper articles. 

I of crime. Our suggestion is that its real of the audience were armed with ripe ^ '"j;."' 

efficacy should be tested by a series of tomatoes. ^ railway company advertises an ex- 

experiments on anglers. - . , , cm-sion which gives a view of a beanti- 

The recent fire which entirely des- ful gorge. Bat the average railway 
Twenty guineas a bulb is the price troyed a large slipper factory in Lanca- menu cannot he said to make very in- 
of a new kind of daffodil, but our pre- shire has, we uuderstahd, caused great spiring reading. 


VOL. CLXSVII. 



310 PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI [Septe^ibeb 18, 1929. 


TROUBLE AT THE ZOO. 

The authorities of the Zoo have long 
suspected the existence of a secret 
democratic organisation among the in- 
mates of the Gardens, but the extent 
of the movement was not realised until 
last Sunday night, when, at a late hour, 
the Ginger Cat brought a document to 
the Superintendent’s house. According 
to the cat, whose vigilance, we under- 
stand, has been suitably rewarded, his 
attention was arrested at about 11.30 p.m. 
by the passage of a mysterious white 
object across the water of the Eegent’s 
Canal. Taking cover behind a corner 
cf the aviary he was astonished to 
observe a rat emerge from the canal 
with an envelope between his teeth. To 
intercept the missive was the work of 
a moment ; the carrier, unfortunately, 
made good his escape. The document 
is clearly a report of a recent and repre- 
sentativemeeting of animals, but affords 
no clue to the time or place of the 
gathering. Its contents are reproduced 
below. The matter has been placed in 
the hands of Scotland Yard. 

EEPOUT OP PROCEEDINGS. 

The following two resolutions were 
passed without discussion : — 

(1) That since many of the human 
exhibits which parade themselves 
daily for the amusement of honour- 
able members bear a remote but 
curiously disgusting resemblance to 
the Higher Simians, the question of 
withdrawing such exhibits from pub- 
lic view be referred to a Gardens 
Sub-Committee. 

(2) That notices be posted enjoin- 
ing on all animals the use of kindness 
and common- sense in their treatment 
of the human exbibits, especially as 
regards food. Meal-worms and ants’- 
eggs, for example, were rarely ac- 
cepted with pleasure, and the larger 
carnivora should not offer beef to a 
Hindu. That a cuspidor be placed 
conspicuously by the Llama’s enclos- 
ure in order that certain exhibits from 
overseas may feel more at home in 
their new smToundings and accli- 
matise the sooner. 

The She-Wolf then moved that the 
stories of Little Bed Eiding Hood(Part I.) 
and the Lamb at the Brook, which, in 
deference to the feelings of the Barbary 
Sheep, had been struck out from the 
programme of the Children’s Hour, be 
restored to the repertoire. Her own 
darlings would listen to nothing else 
and had slept badly ever since the 
alteration had come into force. Eaising 
her voice, the speaker declared it a 
having shame that the rising genera- 
tion should be debarred from quenching 
their thirst at these wells of English 


undefiled. Two idiotic rhyming legends, 
one of a little nincompoop called Bo- 
Peep, the other of a discoloured and 
patently untruthful Merino, had been 
substituted for them, at which her gorge 
rose. That the full-blooded Muse of a 
virile imperial race should descend to 
such anaemic vapourings was surely a 
grave symptom of the times. For her 
own part, raw gristly chops 

At this point a young female Ooypu 
was carried out in a faint. 

The motion was lost on the Garden 
Broadcaster (Crested Screamer) ex- 
plaining that it was impossible to please 
everybody ; that vegetarians were also 
animals ; finally, that the matter was 
virtually res judicata, a proposal of the 
Tiger to include in the programme the 
tragic narrative of a young lady whom 
he had once taken for a ride and never 
quite forgotten having been vetoed by 
a majority vote some months previously. 

The Fire-bellied Toad, supported by 
several members whose names, at their 
particular desire, were suppressed, then 
moved an important resolution for the 
reform of ofi'ensive nomenclature. 

Labouring under uncontrollable emo- 
tion, the speaker insisted that the pre- 
cise colour of his underneath was ot no 
possible concern to anyone but himself. 
It was common knowledge that different 
portions of different people were differ- 
ently pigmentated. He might instance 
the Leopard, whose distinctive marks, 
he believed, suggested to mothers and 
preparatory- school headmasters an an- 
nular disorder of the scalp, occurring 
not infrequently in the best-regulated 
human litters. But even post-War 
vulgarity had stopped short at any overt 
recognition of this distressing coinci- 
dence. Why ? Because only the small 
and defenceless were singled out for 
insult. He appealed to the larger pachy- 
derms of neutral and uniform tint to 
use their weight and stamp this relic of 
a coarser age out of existence. 

The Bird of Paradise and the Emperor 
Penguin were opposed to any change. 

The Eagle Owl Tvas understood to say 
he did not care two hoots one way or 
the other. 

In the course of the debate, the Bkink 
(Eeptile House) intervened with a pas- 
sionate protest against the similarity of 
his own name to that of an inmate of 
another enclosure, against whose per- 
sonal character he had not a word to 
say ; but honourable meihbers would 
realise the agony of his wife when, only 
the day before, two uninstructed small 
boys had applied their noses to her win- 
dow-sash, inhaled several long breaths 
and passed on with disappointment 
written large on their faces. 

Here, to the obvious embarrassment 
of the speaker, the Skunk rose from a 


seat at the back of the hall and in tones 
of icy courtesy requested him to repeat 
his speech from the beginning, as he 
(the Skunk) doubted whether he had 
heard him correctly. 

The effect of this remark on the meet- 
ing was instantaneous and conclusive. 
On the unanimous excuse of pressing 
business at home honourable members 
stampeded for the nearest door or -win- 
dow, the Agile Gibbon in a single bound 
escaping by the ventilator. A hurried 
remark let fall by the Secretary Bird as 
he left the room was interpreted as 
implying that the debate would not be 
resumed until the prospects of a better 
atmosphere were brighter. 


RUSSIAN ALARM-CLOCKS. 

[The Soviet Precision Machinery Trust has 
bought the entire plant of two American fac- 
tories for watches and alarm-clocks with the 
view of reconstructing them in Moscow for 
mass-production on American lines.] 

Theee are some who denounce and 
defame you, 

O Eussia (the Hoty no more), 

And some who admire and acclaim you, 
And others who vote you a bore : 
Some view with dismay your insistence 
On spreading the Communist yoke ; 
To some, from a suitable distance, 

You ’re merely an organised joke. 

With registers, schedules and dockets 
The Bolshies have ridden you hard, 
There ’s little in anyone’s pockets 
Except his identity- card; 

The Soviet rigidly notches 

The movements of woman and man, 
And, though it has taken their watches. 
Dragoons them according to plan. 

The Ogpu has listed the rabbits 
On similar lines to the men, 

And teaches methodical habits 
To every oviparous hen ; 

For telling the time with precision 
You ’ve only to harness the cocks — 
What then is this lavish provision 
For mass-manufacture of clocks ? 

What use will they he to a nation 
Where lateness has ceased to be 
known, 

Perfected in synchronisation 
And systematised to the bone ? 

Or shall y^^ou just make and impound 
them 

Till innocent Europe disarms, 

Then send them abroad, when you ’ve 
wound them, 

For filling the world with alarms ? 


English as She is Taught. 

“ System of Cohrect English. 

Will tell you how to pronounce : Puccini, 
Wagner, Haydn, Galli-Curoi, Jascha Heifetz, 
Ysayc, Dvorak, Gounod, Humperdinck, Pad- 
erewski.” — Advt. m American Paper, 
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GRASPING THE NOTION. 

After the Schneider Trophy contest 
I arranged with the B.B. 0. to broadcast 
a little lecture during the Children’s 
Hour about modern speed. Owing to 
an unexpected hitch the arrangements 
broke down, and I am obliged to pub- 
lish my little lecture here. 

sis sis :;s s;s 

What does it feel like, children, to 
travel through the atmosphere at three- 
hundred-and-thirty miles an hour ? Or 
at three - hundred - and^- sixty ? Or at 
three - hundred - and - eighty - five ? Do 
any of my little listeners fully under- 
stand what it means to go leaping all 
over the place at a velocity like that ? 
I doubt it. 

A few instances will, I hope, make 
the matter more clear. 

Imagine, for a moment, a centipede, 
every one of whose hundred feet pro- 
portionately increased its rate of pro- 
gress along the ground. Think of a 
horse with four - thousand - eight - hun- 
dred legs. Or of another horse with 
five-thousand -iioodizindred legs. Make 
yourself familiar with the idea of a 
motor-bus which can accomplish the 
distance between Marble Arch and Bond 
Street in less time than it takes yoib to 
pmr fare. These examples give a 
fai;nt ^iion of the rapidity of modern 
^plkne flight. 


Again, there is the slug in your gar- 
den. It moves across the dahlia- bed 
at the rate of a yard an hour. Multiply 
this by seventeen-hundred-and-sixty. 
Multiply that again by three hundred 
or more. You are then in a position to 
comprehend in some measure the way 
in which the Schneider Trophy was won. 

The fastest animal on land is Farqu- 
harson’s zebra. But if it ran as fast as 
the machines used in the Schneider 
race its stripes would all become hope- 
lessly blurred, and 7iohody u'oiold hioto 
it was Fai'quharson' s zehra^ or even a 
zebra at all. It would be taken for a mule. 

The quickest of aU the fishes in the 
sea is Eobinson’s mackerel. If Eobin- 
son’s mackerel entered for the Schneider 
Trophy and the race were held under 
water, the water ivould boil. 

The swiftest bird of the air is the 
American Brandy bustard. If it flev? at 
three hundred miles an hour this poor 
bird would be turned inside out. 

Moving at this velocity it is im- 
possible for the aviator to look over 
the side of the boat or to observe the 
scenery, or to write up his diary, or 
even to study a map of the course. The 
noise of the engine is like the thudding 
of a thousand Gargantuan hammers — 
your nurse will tell you who Gargantua 
was — and the heat is so intense that the 
bread of a flyiDg- officer’s sandwich is 
often turned into toast. 


Of what is he thinking then, the 
flying-officer, as he skims with such un- 
wonted alacrity above the waves ? Of 
the history of flight ? Of the early 
legend of Icarus ? Of the experiments 
of Leonardo da Vinci ? Of the long 
and earnest efforts of Wilbcr Wrioht 
and his brother ? Most probably. It 
is not so long ago that the ambition of 
the flying-man was merely to equal the 
speed of the motor-car, which in its 
turn was struggling to rival the speed 
of a railway express. Still earlier, per- 
haps, men were beating mules in order 
to make them go as fast as horses. The 
Cingalese still travel in ox- wagons. Our 
great-great-grandfathers went about in 
sedan-chairs. Traffic in Eegent Street 
goes at about one mile an hour. The 
lamas of Tibet seldom travel at all. 

Meamohile, on the Solent, man has 
multiplied the speed of the swiftest race- 
horse by nine. 

Does the aviator think of these things ? 

I It is possible, as I said before, but it is 
: not easy to find out. 

‘‘How do you feel when you lap at 
three-hundred-and-thirty-two miles an 
hour? ” I asked someone whom I took 
to be Flying- Officer Atcherley after 
the race. 

“ Like a rather leisurely bullet,” he 
replied. 

“What is the w^ater like when you 
land on it ? ” I said to one of the Italians. 
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“Wet” {'^Umida"), he answered 
quietly. 

“ And what is your impression of the 
new Eoyce engine wdiich England flew 
in the race ‘? ” 

^‘Epitrsivuiova / ” (“It does move ! ”) 
he said, 

I turned to Flying-Oflicer Waghoun. 
(I think it was he.) 

“Can you describe for me succinctly,” 
I asked him, “ your sensations as you 
beat the speed record of the world ?” 

He hesitated for a moment before 
replying. 

“The race began at 2.30 on a Satur- 
day afternoon,” he said. I flew so fast 
that at many moments it still seemed 
like Friday night'' 

I can readily believe him. 

Even the impressions of a mere spec- 
tator were bewildering in the extreme. 
When in the midst of multiplying the 
speed of a very swift racehorse by nine 
and bringing it out, many of us, with 
different answers, we would suddenly 
have our voices drowmed by the roar 
of the engines and be totally unable 
to talk again till they went by. In 
many cases so terrific was the velocity 
of the approaching plane that it actually 
•passed us several seconds ahead of its 
noise. At other times it was impossible 
to strike a match in order to light a 
cigarette without its being blown out 
by the draught. 

Often a woman spectator w’ould com- 
mence a scream as one of the bird- 
monsters passed above her head and 
be still uttering the same scream as it 
lapped again. 

A poor little cormorant sucked into 
the wake of Flight-Commander D’Arcy 
Greig’s machine was unable to escape 
and forced to complete the whole course 
with him. Naturally it was very tired 
at the end. 

Even those who only listened to the 
broadcast of the race in West-End clubs 
w^ere so much affected by the noise of 
the giant engines as they swept past 
the microxDhone that they instinctively 
ducked, and in some cases nervous old 
gentlemen insisted on wearing their 
hats. W’asn’t that funny ? 

Now let us think of geography. What 
does this w^onderful race mean to us in 
terms of geography ? It means that if 
a rich man left his hat by mistake in 
Newcastle and hired a seaplane to Lon- 
don, he could go back and fetch his hat 
on the same moiming and still be in 
time for lunch. It means that an Eng- 
lish Foreign Secretary could go and 
arrange a Disarmament Conference in 
Geneva and be home in Downing Street 
again before the terms were repudiated. 
It means that a man could fly round the 
world in three or four days, if he could 
suck up oil and petrol as he went along. 


It means that he could fly through the 
earth, if there was a hole in it and it 
wasn’t so hot, hetiveen breaJcfast-iinie 
and tea, which would be very useful if 
we wanted to look at the Australian 
Test Matches or anything like that. 

Has the limit of speed been reached, 
children? Or will a time come when 
people flying at three-hundred -and-sixty 
miles an hour will seem to be just 
dawdling ? I think it will. I think we 
may safely say that in a few years’ time 
seaplanes will fly so quickly round a 
circular course that they will catch up 
their own noise and pass it again; so 
quickly that we shall not be able to see 
them at all except when they start and 
stop, I see no reason w’hy in twenty 
years these great machines should not 
register eight’ hundred or even nine 
hundred miles an hour, unless a bit of 
hair gets into the speedometer. 

How very lazily the birds will seem 


to fly then! And how very slow the 
fastest tortoise will appear 1 ! 

Gocd-night, dears. Evoe, 


‘•Frank Woolley, who was SI on Saturday, 
carried his score to 111 against the South 
Africans at Folkestone. . . — Evening Payer, 

Many a younger man would have 
dropped it sooner. 

Harold Nicolson ih the ‘Orlando* oi 
Miss Rebecca West’s remarkable book of that 
name .” — WeeMg Paper. 

But if she sees this, Mrs. Virginia 
Woolf will probably become an Orlanda 
Furiosa. 

; • ‘ A City CTCiitlenian , travelling to Town daily, 

is desirous of acquiring a modernized House 
. . . nicely matured grounds, with tennis 
court, of not loss than Five Acres.” 

Advt, in Daily Paper. 

Mr. Punch feels certain that he could 
judge the base-line better on a court like 
that. 
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A tArnnn Ar>/-wii-r -ri 1 1- i. Mill a And how, let me think, Tuns the old nature of a “ Ivttel deme,” or for that 

A WORD ABOUT THE UVULA, ballad:— matter “ye spynne,” this description 

This morning-so strange are the Urula, ^hereareyounow? oj 

■workings oi the human minn — my The bee’s on the wing and the bird ’son the 1705 states that “the uvula is moved 

thoughts have turned to the uvula. bongh, ^ by three pairs of muscles”; and a 

All of us, I think, must at one time I wait by the fountain, but absent art thou— modern book (1902) that “the uvula is 

or another, when seeking a lost toother O'mia. connected with each tonsil by the fur- 

a wandering fish-bone, have speculated Enough. rowed band, to be seen when the uvula 

on the meaning and purpose of that Laier , — Uvula darling, I have deter- is pulled gently aside.” 

[ tender little appendage at the back of mined not to take you for granted. I (I have just tried this, but saw abso- 
j the mouth which hangs like an animated icill discover your place and purpose in lutely nothing and was very nearly sick.) 


stalactite from the cavernous arch of the scheme of things. Then there is an eighteenth-century 

the throat. I remember in my school- But here in the country, “ away from quotation which suggests that horses 
da^^s many a bed-time discussion, the my works of reference,” as they say in have uvulae. An improbable tale ; for 
subject of which was : “ What is the letters to The Times, it is very difficult, if a horse, wdiy not an elephant ? And 
uvula for? ” The decades have slipped I have inquired of every adult I have an elephant's uvula is obviously incon- 
by, but I have no more idea now than met since the question began to worry ceivable. 

I had then what the uvula is for; and me. Not one of them knows what And that is all. Not a word, you 
last night I realised with a sense of Uvula is for. observe, about what the uvula does, 


guilt that of late years 
I have ceased to care. 

All this time the little 
fellow has been wag- 
gling away at the back 
there and I have never 
given him a thought. 

It is the way of man- 
kind. How many of us 
in our maturity give a ^ 

thought to our nan- 
nies? We take too . ’ 
much for granted. And 
though a healthy man 
may be excused if he 
takes for granted the 
unseen organs of his ^7^,/ 
digestive system, it does 
seem ungrateful to go 'S 

through life indifferent 
to the services of a 
member so evident as 
the uvula. 

I always thought (in 
the days when I thought S'on o/ the L 

about this affair) that ^ bon’t want 
there was something « 

pathetic about the 1 

' uvula. It seems so eagei', so anxious 






). Not one of them knows what And that is all. Not a word, you 
rula is for. observe, about what the uvula does, 

what it is /or. This is 

highly suspicious. For 

^ ' ■■■'[' when I look up pan- 

C^^^as, for example, I 
I find a full description ' 

1 functions and 

1 procedure of the pan- 

I ' I ‘ creas. Oh for a doctor 

r ^ lonely 

pital" nurse gathering 
I fJlili wild thyme and bog-rose 

t ''7^' Melchett Bottom. I 

f ' went to her and said to 

simply, looking into 
honest blue eyes: 

r.u*^' 1‘Tell me, Nurse, what 

derll^’''T9Tiwed 

frankly. “ I have some- 

^ {returning to school after the holidays), “Now, remember, times thought it might 

ONE MESSINO ABOUT IN HERE WHILE I ’M AWAY. I WANT mocinf fn Wn fV.a 

XAOTLY AS ir IS UNTIL I CET BACK FOR THE CHRISTMAS P meanD tO Keep IHS 

tonsils apart. 

Insensate girl! Is the 

My neighbour, Alexander Wetspring, I uvula a mere buffer then between the 


wmwiM 






£i>.A.rrv 

'^OK.tZ.O^— 


Son of the Heus? [returning to school after the holidays) . “ Now, remember, 
I DON’T 'want anyone MESSINO ABOUT IN HERE WHILE I ’M AWAY. I WANT 
THE ROOM LEFT EXACTLY AS IT IS UNTIL I OET BACK FOR THE CHRISTMAS 
HOLS.” 


to please, SO, somehow, /riisi?r4^ecZ ; it is has a copy of that mighty work, the clashing tonsils? As well tell me that 
like the busy tail of a little dog asking Oxford Dictionary, and we have looked the purpose of my nose is to keep the 
to be taken for a walk, and no one will Uvula up, eyes apart. Fool ! We kissed and I 

take it. It is so Inman, There — I The Oxford Dictionary is very little went out of her life, 
open my mouth and give it a friendly help. “ Anat. The conical fleshy pro- Later. — The little grape is making 

glance, and at once it is all agog. I longation hanging from tJuoniddle of the me mad. I am gnawed by a growing 
wonder, when I shut the mouth, does pendent margin of the soft palate in man fear. There is no doctor for miles and 


it go on wagging away in the dark? 
This perhaps I shall never know. . . . 


It is all coming back to me. I knew speak of my uvula. 

TT r\ ’i. _ rrn n . -r 


and some other primates.'' none can tell me. Hush I I believe the 

That, in my opinion, is no way to 'iivula is no darned use. It is a mistake, 


an excrescence, an unfinished study. It 


a girl called Uvula once. Or was it a The word, as I suspected, is an affec- is like the legs in a modern painting, it 
dream? Little Uvula of the Golden tionatediminutive(Lat.“uvA,”agrape), is like an unfinished road in a garden 
Locks. She was betrothed to Tonsil, and is common to nearly all languages, city. It will never be finished. Either 
the Viking s son, and they sailed away It is used in surgical works of the that or it has some high purpose ■which 
in a great barge down the Alimentary greatest antiquity — Lanfra^ic's Girurg. our paltry science has not yet dis- 

^ OanaL 0 Heavens 1 I rave. ... (c. 1400), “ Sumtyme vuula wexith too covered. 

I Then there was Uvula Bloom,^ the long.” In 1526 Jerome of Brunswick But it will be discovered. My mind 
ba^t-dancer. She had a twin-sister writes, “Tonge, rowfe and vuula, ye is clearer now and I seem to see the 
called Algebra, who married a fellow ■whiche is a lyttel deme hangynge in ye course of events. Ten years — five years 
named Calculus. Ah, those were days, throte lyke the spynne.” — from now (it may be less) there is a 

those were days! Having very lew ideas about the new movement in medical thought. 
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Cooh {listening-in). “’E’S SMD it again!” ® 

Maid, “What?” 

Cook, “That we might be listening.” 

Maid, “Never mind, it didn’t shut ’er up last time.” 


The fashionable Dr. Foster discovers 
that the one sure cure for jaded nerves, 
flatulence, dizziness, obesity and head- 
aches is to have the uvula out. Already 
we know that we are much better 
ojff without most of the organs with 
which Nature has foolishly provided 
us. Our teeth are so many poisonous 
growths; and a man who comes into 
the world with two tonsils nowadays is 
little better off than one who enters the 
sea with a couple of mill- stones round 
his neck. And now the uvula will go, 
“ Out, out, brief uvula ! ” will be the cry 
in Harley Street, and uvulitis the rage 
of Mayfair. My dear,” the girls will 
say, “ I ’ve just been de-uvulated. It ’s 
too refreshing.” “Uvulous” will be 
a popular epithet of reproach to de- 
scribe a stupid or boring person. It 
is not an easy or inexpensive opera- 
tion (not, that is, if Dr. Foster knows 
his business). No, no ; no simple snip- 
ping — the thing has to be eliminated 
by a special electrical process after care- 
ful dieting for seven days — ^just long 
enough to provide a welcome rest during 
the Season. This fashionable phase will 
endure for a few years. And then, as 
usual, the luxury of the rich will become 
the commonplace of the poor and the 
uvula will be recognised as a public 
danger,. It will be anti-social to have a 
uvula. There will be a Society for the 
Elimination of the Uvula, and at last 
the uvula will be snipped off at birth as 
a matter of course. I see it all. What 
is more, I present the notion gratis to 
Dr, Foster, who will,,! hope, remember 
me in his will — and earlier. 

The curlews wheel above the lonely 
shore. “ Uvula ! Uvula ! ” they seem to 
cry. Wild thoughts jostle in my brain. 
The human uvula is the best bait for 
sea-trout. . . . To-day at Swanage a boy 
was born with iioo uvulae. . . . The uvula 
of the whale contains five tons of sperm- 
oil. . . . Uvula Bloom, do you remember 
me ? . . . Help, help ! A. P. H. 


LITTLE STRANGER. 

[On reading a sarcastic allusion in a con- 
temporary to the fact that the captain of an 
American cruiser has discovered that part of 
the bed of the Pacific Ocean is rising rapidly, 
and may eventually emerge as a new island or 
even a small continent.] 

Fair child of an alien ocean, 

Still nebulous portion of earth, 

To whom with maternal devotion 
Dame Nature ere long may give birth, 
To you, undeterred by the scoffer, 

I take off the humblest of hats, 
While I hasten with unction to offer 
My hearty congrats. 

For often our Bolshies have spoken 
Of a spot without blemish or stain, 


Where the power of the few will be 
broken 

And the many in triumph will reign— 
Sweet dreams of a better Atlantis 
Than Plato or Verulam knew, 

To be run by more practical “ Antis ” : 
Well, what about you? 

If you’re willing you’re welcome to 
cull ’em 

Whenever at anchor you ride, 

From our Communist caves of Adullam, 
From the banks of the Thames or the 
Clyde. 


Please show us your worth and your 
mettle 

(Provided, their cause to advance, 
Cn your terrain they ’re ready to settle) 
And give ’em a chance. A. K. 


We learn that it is now proposed to 
rename the Solent ‘‘The Schneider 
Zee.” 

"^‘150 Chesterton (G. K.) Heretics, First 
Edition, cr' 8vo, cloth, g.t. (a little dull), 
1905. 10/6.” — Bookseller's Catalogue, 

Hush ! 
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THE GOURMETS. 

The conversation had, as usual, come 
round to food and restaurants ; but new 
plays and new books having had their 
turn, you must not be in too much of 
a hurry to accuse us of sheer blatant 
materialism. The discussion took its 
usual course, beginning with laments 
as to the decline of this and that re- 
nowned restaurant, and passing to the 
rnerits of the smaller recent enterprises 
of ex-head- waiters, whether in Soho or 
the West-End, With familiarity we 
named these proprietors. Antoine here, 
Philippe there, Emilio somewhere else ; 
all these astute, smiling, bowing for- 
eigners who conquer London by w^ay of 
the oesophagus — who, in short, feed the 
brute — our references to them carry- 
ing a suggestion of intimacy nearer and 
dearer than that rendered to our own 
kith and kin. 

Each of course had his speciality, 
his masterpiece. Antoine's hmof d la 
mode was alleged to be mated to an 
even better sauce than you get at that 
place in Paris. Fifteen ingredients, if 
you please, with a very good port — not 
cooking — as one of them. Philippe, it 
seems, gets his hams no one knows 
where — he won’t divulge — ^but they are 
m ar vellous. All in the curing, of course ; 
sugar and saltpetre rubbed in, don’t 
you know, and the special secret w^ood 
to make the right smoke. 

‘‘Now that's what beats me,” said 
Morrison angrily, “why a foreigner 
should be able to get a better ham than 
I can. Heaven knows I Ve tried hard 
enough, and the beggar won’t tell, won’t 
he ? Monstrous ! ” 

Emilio’s particular triumph seems to 
be his w’ay of stuffing veal ; and so we 
went on, naming our table preferences 
and elaborating our delight in them like 
so many Brillat-Savarins. 

Up to this time the General had not 
spoken, but now he broke in, on the 
top of a peculiarly succulent eulogy of 
canard d la presse from our hostess. 

“ Have a httlepity 1 ” hecried. “Here 
you all are, exploiting your favourite 
greedinesses, without giving a thought 
to those whose appetite has gone for 
ever. How you can go on enjoying 
your food like this I can’t understand. ! 
Don’t you ever get tired of eating? 
Don’t you ever regret the money you 
pay out to these artful aliens ? Although 
now I want nothing at all — a piece of 
toast and some fruit — I ’ve tasted the 
choicest dishes of every country in the i 
world, and what has been surprising me 
during all this greedy gourmandising ' 
chatter is the total absence of any refer- 
ent to the best food, the best flavours 
of all: the food we have all liked — at 
any rate the men here — better than 


anything we have ever eaten, and should 
not resent if we found nothing else laid 
out for us on the table. You may crack 
up your bceiif d la mode, your pressed 
duck with orange salad, your bdcasse 
flambee, jovx pm'dreaux mm clionx, your 
coq en pate, your poularde truffee, in 
fact any of your old messes of the 
maison, but I ’ll bet that, if he ’s honest, 
there’s not a man in this room who 
won’t have to admit that none of these 
things has given his palate such pleasure, 
caused it such excitement, as the simple, 
unassuming but enchanting article of 
diet I am going to name.” 

He paused and looked round at us 
one by one. 

“Be honest now,” he said. 

“Of course,” w^e replied. 

“Very well, then: potted meat.” 

A sigh of acquiescence broke from 
the whole company. 

“ Of course,” we said again. “ Why, 
yes — ^potted meat. Nothing like it.” 

We became ruminative. As for my- 
self, with the inward eye I visualised 
again across the years a small cylinder 
of tin covered with a shiny buff paper, 
and on the paper the magic w^ords 
“ Turkey and Tongue.” 

“Then I was right?” the General 
asked. 

“Absolutely,” someone said. “My 
owm choice was Bloater Paste.” 

“But Anchovy lasted longer,” said 
another. “ Being stronger, you spread 
it thinner.” 

“ What about Oliicken and Ham ? ” 
asked the General. 

“And then,” said our hostess, “ there 
was the potted beef made at home, in 
an oval white china pot, with a rich 
yellow paste on the top. We were 
always told not to eat this paste.” 

“ But you did ? ” the General inquired. 

“ Of course,” said our hostess, “ At 
least I did. You seem to think, General, 
that passion for potted meat belongs 
exclusively to your own sex, but, so far 
as 1 am concerned, you ’re wrong. In 
fact I can remember hovr, without being- 
in the least a Suffragette, I always felt 
slighted by the fact that that divine 
stuff in tooth-paste pots was called 
‘ Gentleman’s Belish.’ Why for gentle- 
men only ? It ’s decided me to take the 
hint you dropped and give a surprise 
dinner-party where- there ’s nothing but 
potted things.” 

“Perfectly safe,” said the General. 
“Not a soul would be disappointed.” 

“I’ll do it,” said our hostess; “but 
no one shall know about it beforehand. 
And the pUce de resistance shall be a 
very special mixture -which my cook 
and I ^vill devise for the occasion, and 
which by way of a mild revenge we ’ll 
call ‘ Lady’s !^lish.’ Will you come ? ” 

We accepted nem. con. E. V. L. 


WORDS IN SEASON. 

“ If I may say so,” said Mr. Eamsay 
MacDonald recently, “things are O.K.” 

Why, certainly ; it is probably all to 
the good that he should say so. 

Differences in language are still a 
peril to the world's peace. Because 
words spoken in English do not mean 
what the}’- say when ti'anslated into 
French, for example, situations both 
ridiculous and grotesque arise. There 
are few things about which people are 
more stubborn than about languages. 
The Englishman abroad speaks English 
and insists upon being understood. The 
Scotsman comes toEogland and nothing 
will convince him that in talking Scotch 
be is not talking English. Our Ameri- 
can visitors talk American everywhere 
in this island, although their meaning is 
not always clear even in' Stratford-on- 
Avon. 

Mr. Eamsay MacDonald is assured 
of our support if he is prepared to make 
a bold and statesmanlike effort to over- 
come this obstacle of language in the 
conversations which we hope he may 
soon be having with Mr. Hoover. 

One could hardly do better iu one’s 
attack on the problem of Transatlantic 
terms than to begin with “O.K.,” one 
of the simplest of them all. With prac- 
tice it will trip off Mr. MacDonald’s 
tongue as readily as “ Och, aye,” or any 
other of the utterances to which he is 
accustomed. From “O.K.” he might 
proceed to “ Gee ! ” He may need it in 
Washington. Further progress with his 
studies will lead him to consider the 
timely opportunity he may have for the 
use of “tickled to death,” “I gotta 
hunch,” and “ I ’ll tell the w’-orld.” Tlie 
last is very importaut. A shade more 
difficult, because of their subtler impli- 
cations, are “nix,” “spilling the beans” 
and “getting my goat.” Then there is 
the word “bunk.” 

It will be a pretty compliment if Mr. 
Hoover, for his part, is cultivating ex- 
pressions not strictly American. That 
will be a memorable day when a Presi- 
dent of the United States is heard to 
exclaim, “Hoots, monl” or begs his 
guest, “Dinna fash yoursel” inter- 
posing occasionally, “Mon, I’m tellin’ 

ye*” 

However that may be, if Mr. Eamsay 
MacDonald pursues diligently his in- 
vestigations of the American language, 
the difficulties created in Washington 
by his Scottish accent should not be 
altogether insuperable, and indeed the 
tedious services of an interpreter may 
after all only occasionally be required. 


“Coat or Aums for the Water Board.” 

Headline in Sunday Faj^er, 
W'e suggest a leak erumpent. 
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Wells aee forgotten.” 

' Buddmg Genius, “Eeally, Sir, I ” 

O.-JP. P. “But not, I’m afraid, before.” 


THE LARK. 

0 LARK, I often wonder why 
You differ when you take the sky 
From others whom one might describe 
As bipeds of the feathered tribe. 

Or warblers, or, "in other words, 

Why should I fear to call them birds ? 
You when you start pursue your flight 
As through a chimney, bolt upright, 
And as you make your weary "climb 
You keep on singing all the time. 

They have a taste for starting at 
A moderate angle to the flat, 

Nor do they, while they ’re on the wing, 
Consider it a time to sing. 

It ’s your affair, of course, but I 
Eepeat, I often wonder why. 

The starting aviator slopes 
Up gently, if he knows the ropes ; 

The athlete when he runs a race 
Emits no music from his face ; 

In these respects they favour, not 
You, but the other little lot, 

Which tells us, as a blinding fact, 

That that ’s the proper way to act. 


And yet we have the truth that you 
Can’t get along as others do. 

The poet (bless him) seems to think 
It comes from feeling in the pink ; 

One often hears him sing or say, 

“ How blithe the lark, how very gay ” ; 
Or cry alternatively, “ Hark, 

How gay, how very blithe the lark ” ; 
But, as your flight — one cannot burke 
The fact — is really darned hard work, | 
This, though one wouldn’t call it 
tosh, 

Coming from poets, doesn’t wash. 

It has been urged that when you find 
You ’re in for an infernal grind 
You take to music just to buck 
You up and stir your flagging pluck 
As, when their martial spirit droops, 

A band invigorates our troops. 

Or that you ’re merely giving vent 
To muttering self-encouragement 
I Like “Keep it up— We ’re going strong— 
Go it,” or, “Now we shan’t be long,” 
Much as the weary boatmen cheer 
Their labours in remote Kashmir. 


Then I have heard the cynic scoff 
And say you ’re only showing off : 

Your twittering rise, your upwardchant, 
Is just to do what others can’t, 

Though, if it did them any good, 

For all you know, perhaps they could. 
Our kindlier souls reply to this 
With the more sweet hypothesis 
That on the whole you find it best 
Not to start singing near your nest, 
Which consequently leaves no choice. 
If you ’re inclined to hear your voice 
(Or even to oblige ^'our hen) 

But to get up and, there and then, 

Sing, soaring, till you nearly bust, 

Not as you would, but as you must. 

0 skylark, we shall never tell 
Why you do this, but all is well. 

Your interesting scheme of flight 
Is your affair, so that ’s all right. 

Your song to us upon the ground 
Has a distinctly pleasing sound. 

P um-Dum. 

1 ** Cleopatra was a very famous needle- 
vvoman.” 

i Answer in Genei'al Knowledge Emminaiim, 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[September 18, 1929. 


iiycuniiMDCDcn cec gimdi c house. Secondly, the best time for have a weed ; there is the root, which 

THE UNtNuUMBERbD FEE SIMPLE. weeding is not the spring but from early you can by infinite labour and patience 

VII. — Gardening. January to late December, which allows excavate down to about two feet in 

I BEGAN to tell you last week about (perhaps unwisely) for a short Christmas depth, to the detriment of anything 
our garden, but got swept off, d loropos holiday. Thirdly, the worst of weed- within a yard radius ; and thirdly there 
of our fine crop of dandelions, into a killer — except as a means of getting rid is the remaining portion of root below 
dissertation on dandelion wine and other of one’s superfluous wives — is that most two feet, which you invariably leave in 
local vintages. "Well, we have been so weeds thrive on it or, alternatively, elect the ground and which grows up again 
bothered by home-made wine experts to grow in and around young plants in a week — or, in the case of a dande- 
wanting to come into our messuage to which don’t. This, I think, puts the lion, wdthin four days, 
pick it over for the cellar that we have gardening books where they belong. Of all weeds the dandelion is perhaps 
had to lake up gardening in self-defence. Now weeds are of three kinds — I the king. Notonlydoesitflowerpro- 
We didn’t know anything about gar- quote of course from our impending fusely and violently seed itself over 
dens, but Mr. Lowpark of the village treatise. There is the “ groundsel your property from next-door, but, even 
shop (who has never yet admitted an and charlock” type of weed which when you have excavated ninety-nine 
inability to fall in with any demand) is easy to pull up, but grows to an in- per cent of it, any overlooked fragment 
sold us garden implements, weed-killer, credible height, bursts into brilliant of root big enough to have two ends 
fertilizer, vegetable seeds, vegetable flower and seeds itself over a couple will be sending up new shoots before 
saucepans (for later on), four bundles of acres, all in about a day-and-a-half. you’ve washed your hands. Adam, 
of pea-sticks, and some netting to put Next, there is the “nettle” type, which, after the Fall, was condemned to earn 
over fruit bushes. He also sold us tooth- apart from immediately inducing an his bread by the sweat of his brow, 
paste by way of relaxa- and, if one of the pun- 

tion, and before we Wpy ishments was expulsion 

could draw breath in- * rf ' from the Garden into a 

formedus that “myboy .'f region where dande- 

Joe” was a fine gar- were growing, 1 11 

dener and would be over 

that evening to start / /j ^ The dandelion is 

work. slhllm Pll called u’urri-ivziiri in 

“My boy Joe” came ^ EipMw ^ ^ Austialia.Thisisprob- 

and dug, and within the ^ the other end of 

week all the dandelions the dandelion, 

had gone, leaving just Another point about 

the good rich Sussex weeds that we shall 

soil — and unfortunately ^ ' Wmiflk make in our treatise is 

other . dandelions, pre- ^ ^ average gar- 

stimably young ones, HmjKj ^ invariably treats 

scared at first sight of courage a weed and 

“my boy Joe” and had "iy-' ^ prevent it from growing 

hidden till the trouble ^ I recommend the folio w^- 

waso\ei, 01 e*se simply Onlooker {to Utile Jones, whose car refuses to hudqe), “Try liftin’ ’er ing procedure . 

hadn t heard about our .^r a good sharin’, Boss.” ^ weed in 

decision to have a gar- March or April in weed- 

den. Since by that time cur “gar- inferiority complex in you on account boxes and water daily. When about 
dener ” was rebuilding a collapsed gate- of its sting, is practically impossible to an inch high prick out into rows a foot 
post for us— Mr. Lowpark had assured pull up because its roots run for furlongs apart in specially prepared weed-beds 
me that “ my boy Joe ” was a fine brick- underground. In pursuit of a nettle of good leaf-mould or well-manured 
layer — ^^ve set about weeding the garden root you may quite easily pull up the ground. Later set out in the flower-beds 
ourselves. whole surface of your garden and then and borders and tend carefully. The 

That was a month ago. We still find that the darn thing disappears weeds will at once die, or at worst will 
don’t know anything about gardens, but under the cottage itself, and that the only linger for a month, 
we do now know a lot about weeds. In subsequent architect’s report will state This is from my personal experience 
fact we are contemplating a little treat- that it is unwise to weed further with- of gardening. On the other hand, to 


and, if one of the pun- 
ishments was expulsion 
* rl from the Garden into a 

region where dande- 
./f growing, 1 11 

^ ^ courage" a ^ Weed and 

= 3 ,. prevent it from growing 

^ I recommend the folio w- 

litile Jones, whose car refxises to hudqe), “Try liftin’ ’er irjg procedure . ^ 

ER A GOOD sharin’, Boss.” " bow th© Weed in 

J. March or April in weed- 

inferiority complex in you on account I boxes and water daily. When about 


Onlooker {to Utile Jones, whose car refxises to hudge), “Try liftin’ ’er 
UP AN’ GIVIN’ ’ER A GOOD SHARIN’, BoSS.” 


ise, which should fill an undoubted want, out extensive underpinning. make flowers grow you should hoe them 

For weeds are one of the most important Thirdly, there is the “dandelion” up daily, pull up any that are left, dig 
things about gardens, and yet every type, in which class is included the up the roots and cut into small pieces 
single book on gardening that we have thistle. The two should not be con- and sprinkle the chasm liberally with 
looked at merely dismisses them with fused, and we gardeners have the follow- weed-killer. Your flower-garden will 
a few words such as, “Weeds should ing little way of telling them apart: then be a delight to the eye, 
now be hoed up,” or “Hand- weed be- Grasp a leaf firmly in the right hand Of course it may be that we are pecu- 
tween rows during the spring,” or and attempt to puU. If the leaf comes liar people to whom these things hap- 
“Applyweed-killer to paths and drives,” off it is a dandelion ; if you let go first pen. . . . After all it is surely not 
or some such guff. it is a thistle. bvervbod v who can nlant- ’two rows of 


Your flower-garden will 


tween rows during the spring,” or 
“Apply weed-killer to paths and drives,” 
or some such guff. 

These instructions are ^all absurd. 


Weeds, of this last- 


pen. . . , After all it is surely not 
everybody who can plant- ’two rows of 


think sweet peas complete with pea-sticks in 


Firstly, most weeds can’t be hoed up, worst — ^type are divided, like Gaul, into April and by the end of June have only 
,-toless you propose to combine the hoe- three parts. There is the green part, four sweet-pea plants above the ground, 
;ing with some more useful thing, such which sticks up above the ground and w’hile .every single pea-stick is in full 
as excavating for the foundations of a is useful as indicating the fact that you leaf and flourishing. A. A. I 
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A REVIEW OF THE SEASON. 

So ends the season’s cricket, 

And all of ns confess 
The broader, higher wicket 
Has proved a great success. 

Three tall spades, further heightened 
By two hats (mine and James’), 
Undoubtedly have brightened 
And speeded up our games. 

Pitches have helped the bowlers, 
Especially when too 
Exuberant heavy rollers 

Have pushed them all askew ; 
Thus scores have been but modest, 
Despite the batsmen’s skill, 

And in one match, the oddest. 

Both sides were out for nil. 

Deck-chairs have handicapped us 
And kite-strings been a bore ; 

Deep holes have sometimes trapped us 
And pails have left us sore ; 

Sand is too ^oft and yielding 
To sprint on as one should ; 

But none the less our fielding 
Has been extremely good. 

Spectators have been numerous 
And thorough sportsmen all, 
Eegarding it as humorous 
When smitten by the ball ; 


None has been cross or crusted — 
That girl, to name but one, 

"Whose parasol we busted 
Declared it splendid fun. 

The colts have all shown promise, 
\Vhile Marjorie and Belle, 

Dick, Sandy, Bill and Thomas 
Have played distinctly well : 
Though Sandy’s pride was humbled 
Prodigiously on three 
Occasions when he stumbled 
And flopped into the sea. 

And, putting it no higher, 

W’e veterans can say 
Each uncle *s been a trier 
And each has had his day. 

Eor me the pure elixir 
Of joy no years can dim 
Is the memory of that sixer 
Eor which we had to swim. 


At Last the Perfect Cheese. 

“Gbeatest Soap and Maegarine 
Firms to Unite.” 

Headlines in Provincial Paper, 

There was a young lady of Poperinghe 
Who was maiTied with only a copper 
ring; 

She was speedily scrapped ; 

And what else could have happed ? 
Eor a copper ring isn’t a proper ring. 


Things which Speak for Themselves. 

‘‘Ancestors. — To Americans and others, pair 
marble busts, convertible, sale cheap.” 

Adi't. in Daily Paper. 


“ Woman ’ s C hannel Bid . 

I\riss Ivj’ Hawke’s attempt to swim from 
both sides.” — Daily Paper, 

W"e hope her meeting was a cordial one. 

“Ashdown hit eight hours in making 50 out 
of 96 in 65 minutes.” — Manchester Paper. 

We gave this to our calculating machine 
for its lunch. 


^ “ Speaking on behalf of the Kroonstad Muni- 
cip'ilit}^ the Town Clerk made clear the gra\e 
position of his body.”— African Paper. 

It sounds like an affront to the Corpor- 
ation. 

“Eomney’s ‘ Blue Boy ’ has been purchased 
by an American collector in Long Island for 
£55,000, says Eeuter.”— Paper. 

Perhaps the same collector would like 
to buy Gainsboeough’s Churchill 

“ Sir Oswald Moslej^’s appeal yesterday was 
undoubtedly prompted by Sir Arthur Duckhani 
and Lord St. Davids. Both preside over com- 
mittees which examine schemes submitted by 
local authorities for providing pork during tho 
winter.” — Daily Paper, 

It only remains for Sir Oswald to get 
a little sage. 
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She has been invited — was merely leav- into her chair. I lump from the room 
SYNTH ETIC LOVE. ^ ]3 qq] 5; ^t the other house.. Hastily like a lame cow, and on the way one of 

Eisb in the morning, have a cold envelope her in love.^ She wafts in, my suspenders breaks. Feel all undone, 
bath and determine to love everyone, making gracious greetings, and at once Shake the dust of “The Hollies and 
especially Aunt Emma. Wonder why I I notice that my gloves are dirty, that I “ The Firs ” from off my feet and with 
haven’t done so before. It seems very have been sitting with one foot turned an immense hydraulic effort engineer a 
easy with the towel so nice and dry. over and that I am a gawk. She praises wave of love to them. Shall learn to be 
Not so easy by breakfast-time. Aunt tihe sponge-cakes (other things been worthy of them. Determine that my 
Emma says that she couldn’t sleep ordered and hadn’t come) and wishes children too shall be refined. They shall 
owing to the noise of cai'ousals below- that her cook could make such good make friends with “ The Firs ” children, 
stairs, and “ you-don’t-know-all-that- ones — which is mere tact, for anyone As I pass up my owm drive one oak, 
goes-on-in-the-kitchen-my-dear.” She can see that her servants must be per- one holly, one laburnum — meet my dirty 
tells Bobbie that well-bred children fection, and her cook the missing link son accompanied by someone else’ s still 
don’t turn their spoons upside down in between heaven and earth. Haul up a dirtier son. A disreputable child, wear- 
tbeir mouths, and shudders when Bar- wisp of love and hang on to it. ing his cap outside-in. Clearly unsuited 

bara says “ Gosh ! ” Conversation becomes deep and soul- for the Higher Life to which my child- 

James, my husband, very aloof and ful. Am impatient for it to come to the ren are now dedicated. Encircle the 
taciturn. Says he ’s fed up. Seems to surface so that I may relate my child- stranger with love and tell him to run 
think it is someone else’s fault, but not ren’s latest bo7iS' mots, “The Firs” away home. He runs. ^ 
settled yet whose. Feel sure that if I ciroumventsby illustrating her meaning Elicit from my son, in small pieces, 
w'ere nice, like that girl Ada who wanted with stories of her own children. They that the undesirable dirty child is in his 
to marry him, he would be smiling and are well-bred spiritual children. Mine class at school — a new boy, invited into 

gay at breakfast, like our garden on the horn e- 

the advertisement pic- ft ward way. Taken to 

tures of Father eating tg j |J the hen-run and there, 

Pressed Bran. Experi- , primarily of his 

ence difficulty in loving own free will, disguised 

Ada. ^ I ^ Indian with 

James goes to town. K \ the aid of feathers shed 

The children go to ’ ' fleeing fowls, 

school. Aunt Emma |i, ■ ^ J lliri |l i li ^ pirate, 

packs up and goes I If lljV which necessitated, I 

home. I re-determine lH 1 1 yft m knoyv why, the 

to love everyone, and ^ oJlil iIf /r " turning outside-in of his 

as no one comes in for Min I that the 

lunch I succeed most Wm- I Mii ' f compulsory messing of 

harmoniously. How --r— > ^ his clothes and person 

true it is that absence ^ I / distressed him ; and, 

makes the heart grow 1/ lastly, that his name 

fonder! ~ is “Young Firs.” Suf- 

I go to tea at “The fer blizzards of mixed 

Hollies,” Take deep ^ ^ -r , , emotions, 

hreathc? and to Tramp {given job of rollmg laivn^, Tkouble is I ’M ’eavier than 

uj-coiLuo OIJ-IV-L uu THE BLINKIN’ ROLLER.” T-, 

feel loving as I stand Feel very low. Sure 

in the porch waiting for the door to are vulgar and materialistic — turn their the Editor won’t take this. He would 
open. I want my tea, but do not spoons upside down in their mouths, if it w^ere from Mrs. Firs. But, what- 
want conversation; just tea and a “ The Firs ” tells an anecdote begin- ever happens, I am resolved that he 
plate of cakes all by myself in a dark ning, “When I was in Cornwall,” and I shall have a chunk of love. He is in- 
comer. See that newcomer to “The tell another of “When I was in Paris,” vited to tea on the Italian terrace of 
Firs” going into the house further on. and that reminds “The Firs ” of when my moated castle. 

So glad she isn’t coming here. I hate her. she was touring round the world. 

No, no. I don’t ; I love her— lews her, do SwaUow a lump of hate, pull myself xfae Exchequer Encourages Felony. 






* 


Large Tramp {given job of rolling lazvii^. 
THE BLINKIN’ ROLLER.” 


“ Trouble is I ’m ’eavier than 


No, no, I don’t ; I love her — love her, do Swallow a lump of hate, pull myself 
you hear? I met her at “The Chest- together, and love. At the same time 


“ Subscriptions to the Federation of Master 


nuts and realised that she was The I long vehemently lor a moated castle Forgers are being allowed in computing 

Finished Article, and I, with a wasted in Italy, with an old family butler, a Schedule D liabilities.” 

life behind me, hadn’t even begun. I French chef and a still-room. Would Income-Tax Suppleznent to Accountancy Paper, 

spilt my tea and she was very tactful, then invite “The Hollies” and “The 

She is immaculate. Do not know her Firs ” to tea and put them at their ease *‘Fut all this did not appear to have hap- 
husband, but am sure he smiles at with simple unstudied grace. pened^^I shook hands with a lot of old faces I 

breakfast. Do not know her children “ The Hollies’ ” sponge-cakes are fin- ' Wtreless Paper, 

either, but have been told that they ished. Rise from ^uch looking, I hope, t^ink he means that he rubbed 
also are charming. They would be. tall aud Vere de vereish, but my foot is noses 


♦‘But all this did not appear to have hap- 
pened. I shook hands with a lot of old faces I 
knew well. ...” 

From an Article in Wireless Paper, 


Feel very wistful and wipe away a tear asleep and ruins the effect. 


as the door opens. 

Notice, as my hostess greets me, that _ ^ _ 

j' she hasonly bread and-butter and sponge- Hollies,” rising with alacrity, unanunousl'y rp.-eTected‘ dimlrman ^nd Yice- 

1 for tea. Enough ; but feel certain “ The Firs ” would not have had her Chairman respectively,”— Paper , ' 
that if “ The Firs ” had been invited she departure accepted so willingly. She Presumably pigeon-English will be the 
would have been honoured with more, would have been pushed hospitably back [language used at the Board meetings. 


“H really must go,” I say. 
“Must you really go?” s 


“A pigeon carrying on one leg a metal ring 
with the inscription T.V.M.XJ.F. 29 629, and 
Gallagher and ]\Ir. William Johnston were 
unanimously re-elected Chairman and Vice- 
Chairman respectively,” — Irish Paper, 
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A CAREER FOR ARCHIE. 

Sooner, or later a day comes to every 
parent when he asks himself, “What 
the devil am I to do with Archie ? 
Archie’s own views on the subject of 
his career are a 'trifle nebulous. A con- 
scientious film-fan, he hears Hollywood 
calling ; Hollywood, he feels, would be 
just ail right. On the other hand, a 
close study of the works of Mr. Edgar 
Wallace compels him to admit that 
there is much to be said for the idea ot 
setting up as a private detective in the 
West End of London. Then there is 
the French Foreign Legion — rather a 
sandy life, of course, but lots of adven- 
ture. Or wLat about tea-planting in 
Ceylon ? Very praiseworthy ambitions 
all of them; but when Archie’s father’ 
asks my advice I reply without the 
slightest hesitation, “Put the young 
blighter into a bank.” 

As a career, banking offers advan- 
tages which are often overlooked. In 
the first place, the educational test of a 
candidate for a junior clerkship is Apt 
unnecessarily exacting. Some mathe- 
matical capacity he should certainly 
possess, but, provided his researches in 
arithmetic have extended to the simpler 
operations connected with pounds, shil- 
lings and pence, and his proficiency in 
applied geometry is sufScient to enable 
him to brush his hair back in parallel 
straight lines at right angles to his eye- 
brows, he has little need to fear rejec- 
tion. Of course ability to write a 
legible hand and accuracy in the use 
and spelling of such words as iivst, 
and the like may win him a warmer 
welcome from the manager, but he will 
have ample opportunity to acquire this 
literary polish after joining the staff, 
since it will be long before he is en- 
trusted with any correspondence. 

Again, banking is a highly specialised 
occupation which rapidly unfits a man 
for business of any other kind. This 
exercises a steadying influence on his 
character. Knowing that once in a 
bank he can never get out, but must 
stay in it till he is dead or superannu- 
ated, he accepts the inevitable and 
proceeds to rise year by year on auto- 
matic stepping-stones to higher and 
higher things. 

Perhaps what impresses a visitor to 
a bank more than anything else is the 
atmosphere of quiet seriousness which 
prevails beyond the counter. In other 
business offices the junior members of 
the staff often present a flushed, dis- 
hevelled appearance which suggests 
that they have recently been playing 
soccer with a tennis-ball in a passage 
at the back of the premises. How 
different is it with the bank-clerk! 
Conscious from the very beginning that 







Daughter [enthusiastic sim-hather) , “A letter from Dick. Says he*s fed 

TO THE TEETH WITH THE CONGO AND YEARNS FOR THE SIGHT OF A WHITE GIRL.” 


a slip on his part in the more westward 
of the pounds’ columns may at any 
moment raise a client to unwarranted 
affluence or involve him in irretrievable 
ruin, he pursues his calculations hour 
alter hour in an absorbed silence only 
broken when he pauses to piit to his 
neighbour some such whispered query 
as, “I say, old chap, what’s eleven 
times thirteen ? ” Thus he early ac- 
quires a sense of responsibility. 

Nor is the life devoid of ambition. 
The bank-clerk has his dreams. Though 
the odds are against it, it is possible 
that he may some day be manager of a 
provincial branch. During office- hours 
he does not permit himself to dwell too 
much on this tremendous thought, hut 


occasionally, just before dropping off' to 
sleep (at night, that is), he envisages a 
day when he will retire to the Olympian 
privacy of an inner room warmed by a 
large and cheerful fire. Here, in the 
intervals of receiving callers from the 
outside world (by appointment only), he 
%^ill sit in a padded chair, sketching on 
his blotting-paper, smoking expensive 
cigars and musing on overdratts and 
the Bank-rate and what he will order 
for lunch. And nobody will ever again 
j call him a damned fool to his face. 


“Walker was beaten by a ball which kept low 
after a stay of 66 minutes. ''—Manchester Paper, 

The leather gets tired towards the end 
of the season. 



OYSTERIA. 

The oysters of Great Britain 
Were brought to Julius CiESAB ; 

He bolted them unbitten 
And smiled like Mena Lisa. 

The Emperor Augustus 
Preferred them put in patties. 

His cook, whose name was Justus, 
Could never serve him satis. 

The Emperor Tibebius, 

A man debased and; selfish,' 

Was never wholly serious 
Except about these -shellfish. 

And Claudius and Caligula 
Made quite a'ceremonium 

Of eating this particular 
Subaqueous obso7imm. 

Why should I dwell on Hebo, 

Who gave the earliest charters 

To oystermen — the hero . 

Of all save Christian martyrs ? 

I will not speak of Otho, 

Nor Galba the rebellious, 

Nor tell the tales I know (though 
Superb) about Vitellius. 

' 1 will not say bow Titus 

Once murmured to Vespasian, 
oysters not delight us 
On this unique occasion ? ” 


Enough to point out clearly 
How Eomans, blonde or dusky, 
Admired and cherished dearly 
These delicate molluscse. 

(“They seem to suit my carcase, 
Hie cibns est divimis "' . 

Said Hadblan ; so did Mabcus 
Aubelius Antoninus, 

And once the great Honobius 
Broke down through sheer reple- 
tion, 

Striving to burst the glorious 
Eecord of Diocletian.) 

>j< ^ 5^ >1? 

Eome fell. There came a silence ; 

I cannot disentangle 
How oysters in these islands 
Fared underneath the Angle. 

Who knows how much the oyster 
.Suffered amongst the rages 
Of feudal keep and cloister 
That marred the Middle Ages ? 

I merely guess the Normans, ' 

To prove they were no caitiffs, 
Put up a stout performance 
In dealing with our natives. 

And oysters, nicely nourished 
And baffiing all intruders. 

Still held their own and flourished 
Eight dowm into the Tudors. 


The Tudors and their cousins 
With' appetite and unction 

Kept wolfing them by dozens 
At many a stately function. 

And later kings who followed, 

With tears of deep devotion 

Ecstatically swallowed 
This tit-bit of the ocean ; 

Till the four early Georges 
M ade it an act of schism 

Not to indulge in orgies 
Of ostreophilism. 

And still with each September, 
When oysters shine so pleasantly, 

All loyal hearts remember 
To feed on them incessantly. 

Much may have waned and faltered ; 
The oyster, our palladium, 

Abides with us unaltered 

And costs far less than radium. 

The price ? The price is hateful. 
But what is -that to me, Sir? 

Give me another plateful 

Like those you gave to C.aESAB 1 
Evoe. 

“American Folding Bed, comprising* ward- 
robe, waskstand, deck, bookcase, three drawers, 
for sale privately.” — Advt. in Daily Paper. 
Now we know why some of our Ameri- 
can friends are so restless. 
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THE LOG OF THE “LIZARD.” 

III. — ^Through Gas and Water to 
Glory (or Nearly). 

Friday. — Left Brest too early and 
arrived B^aodet too late. 

Notes. 

Lizard is motor-yacht of eighty-two 
tons. When say that mean she iseighty- 
two tons, Thames Measurement (what- 
ever that is), thirty-five net or something, 
sixty-seven gross registered, forty-seven 
mean displacement and one-huiidred- 
and-thirty-s even at H i gh W ater Springs. 
(Nobodyyet abletoexplain inintelligiWe 
terms weights and measures of vessel; 
if inquire size of horse or man get plain 
answer six hands or six feet, and you 
have rough idea ; but if ask dimensions of 
ship told she is eighty-two tons Thames 
Measurement and thirty-five net at 
Portsmouth. Like saying man is six 
foot in boots and five-stone-ten with no 
clothes on. Absurd. All this, of course, 
part of immemorial mystification and 
mumbo-jumbo invented by seamen to 
keep landsman in his place. Anyhow 
that is size of Lizard.) 

Lizard so-called partly because of 
affection for sun, partly because has 
way of creeping cautiously from place 
to place, and partly because has no 
fanatical devotion for sea. 

Has three sails, but principally pro- 
pelled by two paraffin-engines. Has 
captain, crew of six, electric-light and 
every modern convenience. 


Commonly supposed that life on 
motor-yacht with every modern conve- 
nience is smooth and luxurious. True. 
B ut remember every modern convenience 
means new noise. Lizard so modern 
and convenient is mere ship -load of 
noises. 

Instead of old-fashioned sails have 
two powerful paraf&n-engines which 
make noise like factory. 

Instead of old-fashioned lamps and 
candles have electric-light. This gener- 
ated by dynamo which makes noise like 
a dynamo and shakes all that part of the 
ship not already being shaken by en- 
gines. Dynamo is always turned on at 
meal-times. Instead of washing in a 
bucket on the deck, like primitive Colum- 
bus, have water laid on everywhere. 
This pumped in and out by hand-pumps ; 
and all over ship sound of pumping can 
be always heard. Cook is pumping 
water in kitchen ; steward is pumping 
water in pantry ; engineer is pumpin g out 
bilge; passengers are pumping tooth- 
water into cabins ; and Owner is try- 
ing vainly to pump bath- water out of 
bath. Then, of course, paraffin-stove in 
the kitchen, which hisses menacingly 
'when turned down and generally bursts 
into flames when turned up. 

And then there is (or was) patent 
refrigerator, which, like young man’s 
banner in poem, has strange device. As 
soon as food in the larder reaches a 
certain temperature, or any new food 
put in it, kind of motor placed oddly in 
corner of saloon begins terrific whirring 


and clattering and m akes more ice. This 
machioe, likedynamo, nearly always roar- 
ing at meal-times ; but, unlike dynamo, 
obeys no human control. Starts with- 
out warning and stops as suddenly. 
Made various tests to ascertain prin- 
ciples of machine’s wwking. Appears 
to be light-minded as well as garrulous; 
for at first sign of quiet or serious 
conversation began noisily to make ice. 
Ameiican patent, appeared particularly 
to resent any reference to Debts and 
Reparations questions, while name of 
Snowden sets it off unfailingly. When- 
ever this machine and dynamo working 
at same time all table-talk abandoned 
and content ourselves with shouting 
crossly for salt, etc. 

Once or twice have teased ice-machine 
by putting pieces of newspaper in larder 
instead of food, and laughed unkindly 
at frantic efforts of little thing to ice 
them. Maybe these tricks w^ere cause 
of ultimate disaster. Remember wak- 
ing up about one bell in dog watch 
and hearing faithful refrigerator still 
struggling to refrigerate long leading 
article by Mr, Garvin. Think may have 
strained itself. 

When all these noises going on at 
same time Lizard moves about like 
floating pandemonium. Last evening 
steaming uncertainly through calm but 
treacherous sea. Sun had set and 
still far from haven where we would be. 
Said haven, like all havens of Brittany, 
surrounded with rocks and shoals and 
only to be entered by narrow, devious 
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and dangerous channel. We had mis- 
taken Eochers du Diable for He de Helle. 
On bridge Owner and Captain, all eyes 
and ears, were searching anxiously for 
red beacon and black bell-buoy, which, 
being in line with red light on He des 
Morts, lead mariner into Chenal des 
Noyes. Bewildering lights flickered all 
round sky, hut fateful buoys not to be 
seen. To be plain, were lost. Ahead 
in dusk lay fishing-fleet of Ooncarneau, 
numerous as gnats, brilliant with blue 
sails and orange jerseys, green sails and 
scarlet trousers, blue spars and saffron 
hulls. Finest sight on high seas. Ean 
up meekly appeal for pilot and steamed 
into midst. Sea glassy and no wind blew. 
But engines thumped and roared. Patent 
ice-machine thumped and roared, dy- 
namo thumped and roared. Aristide, 
French cook, pumped at paraffin-stove ; 
steward pumped bath- water for little 
Peter, Owner’s child. Thus throughpink 
and silent sea floating pandemonium 
’ a;^roached simple fishermen. As one 
\BMjk lianled in nets and bore away for 
harbatnr, throwing frightened glances 
astern. How,” said wildly to Owner, 
“do you expect to hear bell-buoy in all 


this noise? Bell is not made ” 

Owner silenced me with look. ^‘And 
by the way,” went on, “it’s Peter’s 
bath-time.” For Owner’s Wife had sen- 
sibly gone round by land. Owner took 
off y achting-cap and went below to bath 
boy. 

One of days when everything happens 
at once, and everything, obviously, 
intended to go wrong. Explained to 
Captain, after brief glance at chart, what 
should do if were in his place. Then, a 
little bored with dangers of sea, retired 
to cabin to read shocker. After quiet 
of ocean outside din was shocking. 
Steward had just put hot lemonade 
and langouste in larder and ice-machine 
was beside itself. All day engines been 
giving trouble and engineer’s opinion 
that both of them would shortly “seize ” 
(certainly thumping good and heavy). 
Presently in little kitchen outside saloon 
paraffin-stove burst into flames, saloon 
was filled with black smoke and Aristide 
rushed out of kitchen waving cabbage 
and saucepan. Crew left look-out posi- 
tions, Owner left boy in bath and stovo 
was extinguished. A little later sailor 
came in to say starboard engine had 


stopped for good. Anxious news, lor 
one is not enough in swift tides of this 
coast. However, much less noise now, 
and very soon ice-machine stopped too. 

Owner brought boy up in dressing- 
gown, sat him down to supper, carefully 
shut all the windows and rushed out to 
bridge to look for bell-buoy. Continued 
Who Killed Mortimer Puffin f while 
Peter ate supper. At 7.30 p.m. G.M.T. 
both began to cough violently and water 
at eyes. Sickly smell filled saloon. 
Supposed some new whimsy of paraffin- 
stove, opened window and continued 
shocker. In one minute driven out of 
saloon altogether. Poison-gas! The 
ice-machine! Ice-machine worked, it 
seems, by modern and secret gas, and 
this was escaping. Engineer left engines 
and tried to locate leak. In one minute 
went out on deck and was sick. Gas, 
he said, deadly, similar to charming 
confections employed in late War. 
Worked for ten minutes, handkerchief 
pressed to mouth, assured us gas turned 
off and lighter than air. Owner then 
took boy below and put him to bed. 
Went out on deck and saw in dim light 
what took to be two porpoises doing 
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night exercises. Turned out to be 
cluster of sharp rocks, not hundred 
yards away. Slid past horribly. Owner 
returned to the bridge, where Captain 
still looking for white lights bearing 
287° in line wuth black buoys. Night 
beautiful, moon came up, but half-past 
nine and dinner had not occurred. Our 
request for pilot still flapping pathetic- 
ally in rigging. Boy Peter called up 
through skylight gas in his cabin. 
Eeplied tersely could not be, for gas 
lighter than air ; but went below and . 
it was. Wrapped boy in dressing-gown 
and placed in draught on deck. Engineer 
left engines turned out> and released 
all poisonous gas remaining in ice- 
machine (safety first — ^but no more ice). 
Ship’s company staggered about deck 
coughing and crying. Eish perished all 
round. Aristide remained in kitchen 
cooking. Discovered and ordered on 
deck, but stood outside kitchen and 
went on cooking through windowu Vive 
la France !' Eocks reported ahead by 
coughing sailor. Turned out to be 
Captain’s black buoy, but no bell. 
Altered course and ship began to roll. 
Steamed slowly and carefully against a 
wicked tide, Something Shoal to star- 
board. 

10.0. — Peter said how amused mother 
would be to hear about it all. Owner, 
who did not agree, took him back to 
bed. While 0 wner tucking up boy port 
engine faltered, coughed and gave out 
altogether. Blessedhush. Lovelynight. 
Stars out. Drifting peacefully into Some- 
ing Shoal. Dropped anchor hurriedly 
and spent night there, five miles 
from port. Such life in comfortable 
yacht. Benighted in open sea, half- 
way between Something Shoal and 
Eochers du Diable ; no engines, no ice- 
machine, no paraffin-stove and believe 
no dynamo. 

But — as said to Owner consolingly— 
the peace of it ! A. P, H. 

Slow Motion in Excelsis. 

“ In a century man has leapt from the horse | 
to the aeroplane.” — Daily Paper. 

Douglas Eaiubanks can do it much 
faster than this. 

‘‘For those who can aSord it, an amusing 
vagary of fashion for the coming autumn is to 
have a coat with a car to match.” 

Daily Paper. 

An even more amusing one is to have 
a wig with the ceiling to match. 

“ . . . as supplies from Tasmania had been 
stopped and prices were sure to go up this week, 
she suggested that brown rice and macaroni, 
both of which were grown in Nev? South Wales, 
should be used.” — Sydney Paper. 

It is a national custom amongst the 
New South Welsh to take a stroll in the 
macaroni groves before breakfast. 
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“That eeminds me, Gladys, I must have a new glass put in jmy weist- 

WATCH.” 


THE SAMPLER. 

Deborah Green at the age of eleven 
Einished this sampler in eighteen-seven. 
Up at the top is an elegant frieze 
Of prim red flowers and Christmas- 
trees. 

Down below are a pointed house, 

Goose and turkey and cat and mouse ; 
A prancing stag and a dog or two, 

And all the alphabet, done in blue. 

These are a frame for a little rhyme, 
Bidding her toil nor waste her time 
When life ’s as short as a fading day 
(Worked so nicely in black and grey). 
Out-of-doors are the whirring wings, 
Eeal live turkeys and dogs and things ; 
Lambs that gambol and clouds that 
pass ; 

Wind and sun in the April grass. 

Quite the best sampler I Ve ever seen, 
But oh ! I’m so sorry for Deborah 
Green. 


Commercial Directness. 

“Defendant signed an agreement for the 
purchase of a Cleaner on high-purchase terms,” 
Ironmongers' Paper. 

Spare the Dad and Spoil the Boy. 

“At a meeting of Duff down School Manage- 
ment Committee yesterday complaint was 
submitted that several school boys had ab- 
senteed themselves from school to attend grouse 
drives in Tomintoul, and the committee agreed 
to warm the parents and employers.” 

Scots Paper. 

“A Quick Luncheon Dish. 

Skin some large imions and cook till tender.” 

Liverpool Paper. 

Mr. J. H. Thomas sends this recipe. 

“ Tremendous cheers and waving of hats on 
the staves greeted the Duke of Connaught and 
Sir Robert Baden-Powell. These were renewed 
when from the 50,000 voices in 50 languages 
the opening speech was delivered.” 

Canadian Paper. 

And the more we all talk at once, boys, 
the meiTier we shall be I , 
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ri£Lg6 witli 3 i typist and detsrinined to it rattled Just tli8 sa^Sj^we siiould not 
AT THE PICTURES. -wreck it and substitute another. This have heard it. Again, in the atternpt 

Gloeia AT THE New Gallery. apparently can be done in .Chicago at the beginning to give an impression 
The reappearance of that revered idol with the greatest ease. The son accepts of the bustle ot a lawyer s office “m 
of the movies, Miss Gloela Swanson, the situation with incredible readiness, the loop, the dialogue is lost under the 
so sensuous and subtle in her silent and the wife of a week is turned 

out into the world. Although she does 
not leave Chicago, and in course of 

is taken care of by an eminent III ^ X 

\ T attorney who establishes her in luxury 

on the borders of the lake, the fact that ijl 

\ her marriage bore fruit in the person of 

little Jackie is never known to her hus- nylTir 

\ band. This is odd. When at last he 

I \Y^ learns, the father is for divorcing his j | 

\ \ / lu 1 ■ cripple) at once and marry- I 

\ ^ typist again ; but his father, / 

the juggernaut financier, is for kidnap- \|/ / n 

\ pi°S Jccckie as the heir to his name and “ y A X /// 

^ again repudiating the mother. J oily ]/ r\. r I 

I fellows, these Kings of Industry. The \J/ j 

jl j \V opportune demise of the cripple j 

j I' I \-/<^ VV straightens everything out. ^ V \ I 

I j j j \ Miss Swanson, as I have said, acts I 

I j /\ ) with sincerity and feeling; but it is a 'iV /V \ 

‘ I / I \ dreary business, and by some strange \ 

I > ( I \ A " ireok the camera gives many opposing \\ nl / \ 

j j / ' presentments of her ; sometimes she is ''' / \ 

slim, sometimes less so ; sometimes she \ 

is young, sometimes less so. It is a \ 

r^Ff/ privation indeed that she has a part \ 

jht>owt> almost without a smile. The other per- ' 

Ma,io,.I)^i,telHMmGLOBiASwANS 02 !). -^^vk loyally to persuade us, 

“I’M AFAILUEE.” LOVE’S AIDS TO 3VIEMOEY; OE, A 

AfissPo^/<3r [Miss Blancme Fbideeici), lish servant, played by Miss Blanche aooD GIRL’S AFFAIRE 

“ Never MIND, Miss, YOU ’RE A CHAMPION PeIDERICI. 

GiVEE-ur: ’USBAND, ’0MB, CHILE AND A Que incident in Tlie rr0spa5se7-proves 

COUPLE 0’ fortunes. how careful the devisers of talkies must _ Miss Colleen Moore. 

days, drew great crowds to the New be if they would retain illusion. When 

’Gallery both on the opening night, when illhno?!- leaves the death- bed of her pro- general noise and the clicking of the 
the luminary was to shine in person, tector, ilfr. Ferguson, she runs in panic typewriters. 

“ •* A -I 1*1 r» I 1 . J. 1 _ _ — riTU^ -Pn n I'll /-x 1-1 l-W /-iTTIEi-Of/VI-Tr MZ/i-j# 


Mai ioa Lonmll {Miss Globia Swanson), 

‘'I’M A FAILURE.” 

Afiss Potter [Miss Blanome Fbxdebici), 
“Never mind. Miss, you’re a champion 

OIVER-UP: ’USBANJD, ’OME, CHILD AND A 
COUPLE 0’ FORTUNES.” 


LOVE’S AIDS TO MEMORY; OR, A 
GOOD GIRL’S AFFAIRE, 

The SHOP-ASSISTANT AND THE TAILOR’S 
DumiY. 

Pert . . Miss Colleen Moore. 


and afterwards for her part in her first down the magnificent winding marble The old-fashioned movie-story, TF/iy 
talking film, The Trespasser, which an staircase, and the magnificent winding be Good ? which preceded The Tres- 
Englishman, Mr. Edmund Goulding, marblestaircase (built for the purpose- by passer, is, like that film, much too long, 
has written and directed for her. Let Hollywood carpenters) rattles withevery for we all kpew how it would end; but it 
me say at once that Miss Swanson has footfall. Now in a silent film, though is lively in intention, and Miss Colleen 


no need of the spoken word; 
she was stronger under the 
old regime. As an actress 
The Trespasser gives her more 
to do than she used to have, 
and she acts with earnestness 
and skill; but her voice, , 
though pleasant, is monoton- 
ous, and the story, which, 
being obvious, is pitilessly long, 
gives her peculiar charm almost 
no opportunities. Eor two 
minutes she is the gay, feline, 
sinuous, ecstatic Gloria of the 
past ; and then for what seem 
hours she is ill-used, heait- 
I broken, the sport of malice 
, and idiocy, seldom believable. 

wonder that we become 
weary* 

^ story, crude and stagey, 
is of an autocratic millionaire 
father,' hostile to Ins son’s mar- 












AT THE FILM HEAVV FAIHEES’ CLUB. 


Tee outraged parents of both films in the bill 

INDULGE IN MUTUAL COMmSERATION. 


is lively in intention, and Miss Colleen 
Moore is a pretty little thing. 

-N fLrs: Sii^ce both plays have the 
same motive, the audiences at 
the New Gallery who derive 
^ \ their knowledge of American 
life from the screen are now 

§ convinced that all the time 
which a commercial magnate 
can spare from his money- 
making is spent either in pre- 
venting his only son from 
marrying the right girl or ruin- 
ing their happiness if the 
marriage has occurred. To my 
shame I must confess that 
personally I felt 'more than a 
/ little uneasy as to the morals 
of Pert Kelly (Colleen’s part) , 
who contrives, while a sales- 
^ department store, 

I, ' t^o jazz at night- joints for I 
BILL silver cups, win them, and 
then help to empty them when 
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Father (coming in suddenly, to son supposed to he doing holiday taslc). Do YOU know you are reabino your book upside 
DOWN ? ” 

Son (with great presence of mind) , do, and it’s very difficult.” 


filled by professional seducers with 
hooch ; never getting home till the small 
hours, and being driven there by total 
strangers. These being her regular 
habits one can hardly be surprised either 
by her own or her lover’s father’s dis- 
approval and suspicion. But all is well. 
Grossly misunderstood, she is really 
the soul of virtue, and the curtain falls 
on the indulgent father-in-law, now 
completely reconciled, watching her as 
a newly-made bride doing, in pyjamas, 
some more of her frenzied steps, with 
his only son joining in. Why he Good ? 
the title asks ; but it is very doubtfully 
answered. 

Between the two stories we had, in 
movietone, a typical American girl who, 
having been chosen by plebiscite to 
represent her country over here, gave 
us a message of good-will, and Sir 
Thomas Lipton, expressing his time- 
worn confidence in the ability of his 
next yacht to carry off the America 
Cup, or, as be puts it, “ the blooming 
old mug.” If Sir Thomas will take my 
advice, he will get someone to write 
his speeches for him. E, Y. L. 


TO MY STUDIOUS ONE. 

Come, leave your reading, child, and 
turn 

To other worlds beyond the door ; 
There ’s glory on the changing fern, 
There ’s the purple moor. 

You may not find a verdant ring 
Circled by fairy dancers now, 

But dragon-flies are on the wing 
From bloom to bough. 

No Puck will take you by the hand 
To show you wonders as of old ; 
Jewelled with red the rowans stand 
By the cornfield’s gold. 

Vanish’d are nymphs from yonder 
stream, 

Yet, as all softly they withdrew, 
Sparkle and shado'w, dimple, dream, 
They left for you I 


What the Wild Waves are Saying* 

“Radio-Liege 280 m. 

16 h, 30: Concert sur disques Columbia: 
I loved you hen ase love you now, valse; 
There's a rahiboio' round my slcoulder, fox 
trot ; This year of grave, fox trot ; Try to hearn 
to love, fox trot ; In the shardows, fox trot ; 
My troubles ares over, fox trot ; Cavalery of the 
boads; Annie Laure, solo de cor.” 

French Badio Paper. 

“Open-Air Concert is Given at Nojiri. 
Heavj" Rain is Welcome.” 

Japanese Paper. 

We suppose it drowned the band. 

“ I took her hand and climbed up on to it ; 
and I could see that she watched its joyous 
departure through a mist of tears.” 

From Serial m Bristol Paper. 

Few people can stand this method of 
amputation without a slight moistening 
of the eyelids. 


Echoes of their lost music stir We understand that the intended 

Along the reeds at intervals, American SchneiderTrophy entrant was 

When light grows dim, when far hills unable to leave the water. Evidently 
blur, the Volstead Act is to be more far- 

And evening falls. reaching than was originally intended. 
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missed indeed was the expected spear 
of light from this lighthouse. Perhaps 
it waggled its beams more or less per- 
pendicularly or swung them inland. 

These four people from lack of room to 



SILENCE THAT DREADFUL BELL!” 
Marvellous acrobatic torv by Mr. 
Nicholas Hannen as Sete. 

manoeuvre become mere types, or pieces 
on a board, which no amount of ‘‘power- 
ful acting ” could bring to life. LuJcey the 
miser, allows his master passion to be 
foolishly diverted by jealousy into a 



his other partner whom he is trying to 
kill by drink and the (inevitable) rescue 
of Seth by a passing ship, to gratify his 
revenge instead of outing him in a brief 
businesslike way. Well, I suppose the 
human heart can harbour two master 
passions at once, but we need to be 
shown in some detail the conflict be- 
tween them. Perhaps we may put 
down the flendishness of SetKs revenge 
to his being, though discharged by the 
asylum doctors, still a madman. But 
how is the clean-minded compassionate 
Ann prevailed upon to become so 
pitiless an instrument of his devilish 
I design ? 

On the pale screen we suffer the pas- 
sionate ghosts to be as abrupt as the 
scenario-writer pleases, and take it all 
as a part of the great convention. But 
when we see men of real flesh and blood 
playing these unreasonable pranks be- 
fore us, the game gives itself away. 

Mr. Hannen did, indeed, do his turns 
extremely well. The sudden madness 
on the buoy (to say nothiog of the ad- 
mirable gymnastics on the bell-clapper); 
the quietly sinister aspect of the half- 
cured lunatic meditating a madman’s 
revenge ; and the suggestion of irresolu- 
tion and remorse due to returning sanity 
during the carrying out of his plan 
were notably w^ell done. ' Mr. Lyn 
HAEDixa’s in the main easier task was 
also, within the limits allowed, excel- 
lently performed. Miss Terry’s Ann 
was comely of course and at times 
appealing, but, as we have said, intrin- 
sically too unlikely for plausible treat- 
ment, and Mr. Bach did his sound best 
in vain for Je77i, But none of these four 
could really move the hearts of any but 
the least sophisticated to horror or com- 
passion. A highly moial and unlikely 
ending adorns this wild tale. 

I am not sure that a little study of 
the head doctor of the asylum, by Air. 
Alfred Clark, was not indeed artist- 
ically the most satisfying perform- 
ance, though I cannot answer for his 
medical technique, which seemed a trifle 
sketchy. 

I shall be surprised if Devil in Bronze 
does not make a tip-top fllm with ap- 
propriate noises and other effects to 
taste. That is, emphatically, where it 
belongs. T. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“Devil in Bronze” (SxRA^m). 

If the author of Devil in Bronze, Mr. 
Austin Page, deliberately set out to 
prove by concrete example that dra- 
matic material which falls readily into 
shape for one art-form can fail almost 
completely of its effect if distorted into 
aDottier,he has emphatically succeeded. 
The experiment was well worth making 
to that worthy end. 

Devil inBronzeis the story of the three 
partners seeking gold in an inhospitable 
Alaskan gully — Luke, the strong brutal 
giant whose master-passion is greed of 
gold ; Jem, his weak-minded mate ; and 
Seth, the rather oddly-named young 
English tenderfoot, mining engineer and 
gentleman, more or less, whose capital, 
intelligence and labour have been useful 
to the partnership, but whose modest 
claim to a third of the results of the 
profitable venture is violently resented 
by Luke and half-heartedly by J em. 

The story is presented in a series of 
frankly cinematograph i c episodes—seven 
scenes to the First Act, of which per- 
haps thirty per cent of the time was 
devoured by scene-changing — an inci- 
dental disadvantage which the bastard 
sister- art escapes. We might also men- 
tion with some feeling, induced by semi- 
asphyxia, that its devotees also escape 
the intolerable discomforts of sitting 
tightly wedged in an ill- ventilated (no, 
that is a flattering term : say rather an 
unventilated) cavern. If the English 
theatre is indeed sick this kind of thing 
should kill it dead. 

It is only fair to say that the scenes 
are excellently contrived. The mists 
drift down Tenderfoot Gully where the 
partners shovel up their unbelievably 
auriferous gravel; through the light- 
house window cm be seen the angry 
seas, the racing clouds, the baleful light- 
ning. The wind moans. The bell-buoy, 
on which the unfortunate Seth is ma- 
rooned by his partners with water and 
food sufficient to enable him to survive 
long enough to be driven mad by the 
clanging of the great bronze bell, swings 
and sways in the racing tide with such 
realistic effect that we expect poor Mr. 
Hannen {Seth) to be violently sick 
or/and at any moment pitched into the 
i boiling canvas. Night falls very plau- 
sibly with flashes of moonlight between 
the scudding clouds, and the red dawm 
comes up all rosy- sinister out of Van- 
couver crost the bay. 

But the merest captions would tell 
I us all that Mr. Austin Page has left 
himself time to tell us about the charac- 
tered our four principals, Luke, Seth and 
aihd Ann, Luke's comely wife, who 
tends the light in the lighthouse where 
I Luke dw'eMs* - The only “ effect ” we 


A BELIEVER IN TREATING ’EM 
ROUGH. 

LtLke Mr. Lyn Harding. 

Alin {Ms tcife ) . . . MiSS PHYLLIS Neilson- 
Terry. 

protracted and, to himself, hazardous 
revenge. He has seen his wife, whom 
he ignores when he does not bully and 
on occasion ill-treat her, and the>com- 
passionate Seth most imprudently em- 
bracing. He will risk the babbling of 


“An hysterical woman screamed — shrilly 
screamed — at steady intervals, but the others 
drownedher .”— of Schneider Tro^jhij 
Eacc in Sunday Paper. 

There ’s nothing like treating ’em rough. 


“Of strong, handsome, and rather acetic 
cast of countenance, his dominant expression 
is one of pensiveness, almost of gloom.” — De- 
scription of Mr. James Joyce in Weekly Paper. 

It must be a little depressing to have 
such mordant features. 
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HOW TO LOSE GRACEFULLY. 

The actress who lost her pearl neck- 
lace and had it found by a person who 
also made olf with it is in distinct luck 
For those actresses in lesser luck a few 
helpful hints. 

Your losses should be at all times 
well produced. It is not enough for an 
actress to lay in a stock of Pekinese 
clogs to lose (gradually, and allowing a 
sufficient interval to elapse) . She must, 
on shaking them off one by one in parks 
or other public places, be ready with a 


( h ) The Paris-Lympne airship. thing so ridiculous!”) This will 

am mad on flying.”) harm nobody. 

(c) A salt-cellar on a table at the m t i . 

Eitzley tnose actresses who have nothing 

worth losing I suggest that a pool be 
Bejnca'Jc . — Or at any other first- formed for the purchase of a communal 
rate hotel. coat or piece of jewellery which can be 

(d) A dusb-bin in Lowndes Square. stolen from them in turn in cir- 

^ cumstances of varying degrees of drama. 
Bemarh . — A dust-bin w^on’t do the At the conclusion of round the object 
actress any good except in connec- can be sold and the proceeds equally 
tion with material loss. And a distributed to defray advertisements 


rate hotel. 

{ d ) A dust-bin in Lowndes Square. 


tion with material loss. 


Lloomsbury bin is useless. It must proclaiming its disappearance. 


> a good residential-quarter bin 


The motor -car problem presents 


series of things to confide to hev Press Then there is the fur problem. In difficulties. For the actress 

agent, such as her own reactions to the approaching the question of this type doesn t possess a car a capital 
disappearance, the dog’s price, his pedi- of loss the actress is sometimes advised is, “ It \^s a terrible^ ex- 

gree and the precocity of Champion never to recover the missing coat, cloak ^ when my Eolls burst into 

Sham Poo in giving the alarm of fire at or stole, for it will then endure for ever * 

the theatre by walking to a bucket and in the public consciousness as indisput- Bemarh . — This should lead up to 
looking up at the stage manager. able sable or ermine; any price can a silken sling to be worn in aU res- 

Bemarh . — It will ~~ taurants and at every 

be found useful and . performance. It can 

rather pretty to ex- be easily discarded 

claim, “I will never ( ] home and at re- 

have another Peke j \ hearsals, 

quent stream o/van- ^ The actress who does 

ishing dogs can be \ ) possess a ear must step 

as being thTconsd- tethe^ motor-thief cam 

actress's' diamonds 

should of com-se be lost. ZL 

b»U.re*„stb...k» 

? ^ ^ . careful the oar will he 

ployed The following traced and retm-ned to 

suggestions will 1 her before she and her 

think, be welcomed: agent are ready for it. 

(1) Necklace found Or it might get stolen. 

by unnamed little boy. In seeking to obtain 

“ Savr jools glittering in gutter and be put upon it and really sensational publicity from her motor the actress 
thought as they was glass beads.” rewards offered for its restoration to will find herself mainly reduced, when 
Necklace played wdth by family for days the owner. telling the public about herself, to such 


actress 






Wife . “Look how absurd that motor-boat looks, George. Why, 

IT’S HALF-OUT OF THE WATER!” 


Bemarh . — This should lead up to 
a silken sling to be w^orn in aU res- 
taurants and at every 
performance. It can 
be easily discarded 
at home and at re- 
^ hearsals. 


The actress who does 
possess a car must step 
delicately, like Agag, 
for the motor-thief can- 
not always be relied 
upon to co-operate 
when required. She 
should remember that 
cars bear number- 
plates, which means 
that if she is not very 
careful the car will be 
traced and returned to 
her before she and her 
agent are ready for it. 

Or it might get stolen. 

In seeking to obtain 


until Mum saw advert, of reward in 
paper she was dicing carrots on. 

Bemarh . — Study small hoy’s style 
and avoid grammar. 


It can also have belonged to the exclamations as “ I heard a shot, and 
Princess Glorioli. Or it can have when I looked round the car was gone ! ” 
foiled part of the loot of a mandarin s Bemarh . — Anv friend will nush the 


(2) Necklace found by restaurant mous tribute to the stage-door. 


chef in stomach of salmon. 


Finally, it can be worth three thou- 


(3) Necklace snatched from neck by sand-five- hundred pounds; but that, of 
masked reveller at Albert Hall ball, course, is as nothing to the great senti- 
con tempt uously thrown on floor of mental value to its distraught owner, 
private box, thief evidently having be- 
lieved it to be paste. Bemarh . — The advantage of this 


(4) Necklace whimsically found, 
weeks later, in actress’s own umbrella- 
stand. 

(5) Necklace burst and diamonds re- 
covered one by one in — 

(a) The Egyptian Boom of the British 
Museum, For I am passionately 
fond of antiques and frequently 
snatch an hour from the theatre 
to wander in the ancient past.”) 


Study small hoy’s style or line looi; oi a manaarm s Bemarh . — Any friend will push the 

xmmL ^ ^ pakce m the Boxer rismg. car into an empty field, and. if the 

Or It can have been seat as anony- actress should have two friends, they 

i<ms tribute to the stage-door. Q-ven push the car right over, 

Finally It can be worth three thou- before proceeding to the nearest tele- 
md-five-hundred pounds ; but that, of p^one and police-station to exclaim 
mrse, is as nothing to the great senti- authority and the Press about it. 
lental value to its distraught owner. ^ , , . , , , . . , . 

Care should be taken not to injure 

Bemark.— The advantage of this *0 car seriously or to become subject 
touch is that London will then tp.foi-e fines than the accruing pub- 
promptly agonize with curiosity as I’city is worth. Otherwise an occasional 
to the identity of the donor, and, with 

luck, no fewer than four prominent be found helpful to let 

men will be verbally embroiled. If the public know that you are buying 
rumours are a little slow in starting, and that (weeks later) a 

it is perfectly simple to begin denying discovered on the car- 

thinfs in the papers. {»No, the wrap bnrettor of the old one. 
was certainly not given to me by Sir Bemarh . — Any nest will do, but it 
Thomas Lipton. 1 never heard any- must photograph well. E.aohbl. 
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THOSE PERFECT CHILDREN. 

I AM convinced that the demoralising 
influence of so much modern fiction is 
very largely due to the almost total 
disappearance of that edifying and at 
one time deservedly popular character, 
the perfect child. 

The children one occasionally comes 
across in the ]page3 of present-day 
novels are not merely far from morally 
perfect, they are for the most part 
riotously robust. This in itself is suffi- 
cient indication that our literature is 
not the ennobling thing it v'as. 

Not so terribly long ago it was ac- 
counted almost a ciimo in authorship 
to create a healthy child. The demand 
for diseased or crippled children was 
stern and relentless, and the reading 
public of that day was not to be put 
off with such insignificant maladies as 
measles, whooping-cough or scarlet- 
fever, unless of course satisfactorily 
serious complications could he relied 
upon to ensue. 

Had Paul Dombei/, ‘‘Jo,” Liiile Nell 
and Tiny Tim failed to perish in Wieir 
early youth it is doubtful whether an 
exasperated public would have per- 
mitted Dickens to earn more than a 
barediving.v As it was he took a grave 
risk with David Gopperfield, and even 
there his conscience compelled him to 
inflict upon David a harassed and un- 
happy maturity as a just punishment 
for not having died respectably as an 
infant. 

I w'ell remember in my early youth 
finding it practically impossible within 
the restricted range of fiction permitted 
me to get away from the little invalid 
girl. This moral phenomenon was either 
a cripple or else completely bedridden 
as the result of some malignant disease, 
and she would lie around throughout 
the story discoursing chiefly of angels 
(concerning whom authors in those 
days held the most definite and satis- 
fying views) and making older people 
wish they had led better lives. Her 
doctor was a good old man, though his 
professional services appeared to be 
limited to shaking his head sadly and 
turning away to wipe away a tear. Still 
he had an extensive practice and ap- 
peared to prosper. 

There was also a small boy who was 
knocked about a good deal by his father. 
He had the advantage over the little 
invalid girl in that his author permitted 
him to be turned out into the street 
where he saw a bit of life and had some 
mild adventures before getting run over 
and dying in hospital 
, . Frolicking in calm youthful gravity 
tbro^ughout the pages of such inspiring 
'wefks, as Walks Abroad and Evenioigs 
at Hmmwexe a brother and sister named, 

I believe, Edioard and Louisa These 
the author, somewhat daring, allowed 
to be sound in body, but he afflicted 
them mentally so ibat they were ob- 
sessed by a craving for information of 
an educational and elevating character. 

They were children to make a father’s 
lieart glow, and they did not call him 
“ Old Bean ” either. They w’ere careful 
to question “Dear Papa ” only on such 
subjects as he had been carefully sw^ot- 
ting up beforehand so that he could 
reply fluently and at great length, and 
they did not interrupt him save to in- 
terpolate an encouraging sub-query or 
an ejaculation of delighted wonder. 

They were perfect children if you like, 
the sort of children you could take out 
for the day and keep your money in 
your pocket all the time, since the social 
habits of the wood-louse were of more 
interest to them than ices or chocolate 
Eclairs. 

Often have I wondered whether Ed- 
ward and Lotdsa ever grew up. Their 
fut ure beyond the period of Wal ks A broad 
and Evenings at Hmne appears to be 
unrecorded. I could not conceive their 
ever contracting a malignant disease; 
they were, I was sure, much too cautious 
a1id~ observant ever to get run over. 
Perhaps their brains burst. I hope so. 
D. C. 

BALBUS AND THE WALL. 

Peom here to “its walls were of 
jasper ” there are famous walls — walls 
with histories ; but I venture that none 
is more familiar of mention than thei 
famous example of the school-room — 
the unfinished wall of Balbus. I say 
“unfinished,” for, had it been a complete 
wall, lesson-books would surely and 
concisely have said, “Balbus built a 
wall,” not “was building.” 

How the books labour Balbus and 
his work, yet how little is known of 
either! And so you have grown up 
(have you not ?) rather hating both and 
thinking of Balbus as a dull, middle- 
aged and perspiring plodder who for 
ever builds the wall of a dull municipal 
pile — a public bath probably. Yes? 
Well, listen to me. 

Borne grows old but Balbus is young 
— ^in fact, young enough to play with 
bricks, and that ’s just six-and-a-half, 

Balbus is a Julian of Borne, a great 
house that harks back to the Battle of 
Lake Begillus and further, only Balbus 
is not at the moment concerned with 
houses of any sort because he is build- 
ing a wall, a wall of pretty little coloured 
bricks upon and across and around the 
tessellated sweep of path in the rose- 
garden. About him, into blue air that 
has far off somewhere a trumpet flourish 
in it, go palaces and temples — white 
marble that soars into sunshine. . . . 

And when I have said that Balbus lives 
with his papa and mamma in their villa 
at the end of Via Aurelia you will know 
all that is necessary of him except that 
he is brown, sturdy and a handful, and 
that his governess’s name is Vespasia, 
And of course that he is building a wall. 

“What are you doing, Balbus? ” in- 
quired Vespasia just as if she couldn’t 
have seen for herself. 

Now Vespasia was a precise and a 
pious young lady who respected the 
gods, more especially, as became a gover- 
ness, the Muses, and in particular that 
one of the Nine who most presides in 
schoolrooms — Clio the historical; and, 
“What are you doing, Balbus? ” Ves- 
pasia asked. 

“I’m Bomnlus building the Wall,” 
said Balbus importantly. 

Preteyiding to be Bom ulus, you 
mean, dear,” said Vespasia nicely. “Our 
Founder has been with the gods since 
— when does Clio say ? Come, Balbus ; 
quick, now ! ” 

“Ob, 5 W 1 old stupid!” said Balbus 
impatiently — not that Vespasia was 
really old. 

“Balbus, dear,” said his governess, 
“little boys don't speak like that; the 
gods would highly disapprove — thunder- 
bolts, my love, thunderbolts ! ” 

“ Huh,” said Balbus, adding the 
seventh battlement to his inner line, 
“old Clio can’t throw thunderbolts, 
she can only throw dates like a mon- 
key ” 

But Vespasia’s hand was over bis 
mouth, and in the scuffie the wall that 
Balbus was building, the lesser Borne, 
fell in cataracts of bright little bricks 
all twinkling and tinkling over the pat- 
terned pavement. 

And on calm Helicon Clio lifted her 
classic head from her tablets and spoke 
over her shoulder with the unruffled 
Olympianness of those who may by 
right divine laugh last. 

“ ‘ Dates ’ indeed ! ” said she, “ * Mon- 
keys I ’ ” said she. “Monkey yourself, 
young man. And I’ll make an example 
of you for all Posterity and your own 
brattish kind. There I ” said she. 

And so is History made. 

However this didn’t hurt Balbus a 
bit, who never heard of Posterity (besides 
he was sorry for his sins and, after tea, 
at Vespasia’s suggestion, laid what was 
left of the honey on the shrine of the 
Nine Muses in the Appian Way). In 
fact, arising out of it all, and now that 
you knoWf Balbus may easily become 
as popular a little boy as Gasabianca. 

P. B. G. 

“Dubepsinliji again played a most polished 
game and collected his "runs in as many 
minutes. He was caught off his first stroke.” 

Indian Taper, 

Perhaps the umpire wasn’t looking. 
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TO R E. WEATHERLY. 

The aesthetes of the 'eighties scoffed at your moral tone, 
Disdained your ‘^parlour pathos,” your Darby and your Joan, 
And held your simple, wholesome, unsophisticated lines 
Were only fit for nourishing suburban Philistines. 

Yet there are some still living who regretfully recall 
The hours they spent at concerts in the old St. James's 
Hall, 

"When audiences applauded until the rafters rang 
The sentimental ballads which Leoyd and Santley sang. 

For though no lyric rapture within your stanzas burned, 
They were supremely singable, and always neatly turned ; 
And many a time and often you proved a real boon 
By moving minor minstrels to coin a first-rate tune. 


So Punch, who went Yeo-ho-ing with you and ‘‘Nancy Lee,” 
Long years before the saxophone came squealing o’er the sea, 
This meed of grateful homage inscribes upon his page 
To you, the blameless singer of a less hectic age. 


“At a meeting of the Oxford and District Unemployment Com- 
mittee it was stated that great difficulty was being experienced by 
the local and neighbouring Boards of Guardians in dealing satisfac- 
torily with the increased number of young vagrants who were passing 
through Oxford .” — Social Pape7\ 

Some of the scamps even take honours. 


“Church Club at Trail is Told of Old Ei?gland. 

Mr. Weaver described the ceremony at Epiphany when the King 
ofiered gold, francs, cents and myrrh after the style of the three 
wise men of the east .” — Canadian Paper, 

It sounds like the currency of the League of Nations. 
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Harassed Beater {wJio has heen asked by one of the jparty to go further afield) » “I’VE bin employed to beat this spinney. 
I AIN’T NO WORLD-BEATEE.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

, (By Mr. Bunch* s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Mr. Edmund Pearson has made good use of his past 
opportunities as librarian at the New York Public Library 
to publish several accounts of the more bizarre volumes in 
his custody. Queer Books (Constable) is the first of these 
to come my way, and I have seldom met an odder farrago 
of literary finds or one more pleasantly handled. Most 
of the stuff — American of the early nineteenth century — 
rehabilitates the shade of Dickens by its glorious atmo- 
sphere of pure Ghiizzleioit. Temperance novels, * ‘ The Satanic 
Licence,” “Confessions of a Decanter,” and so on, recall the 
hilarious days vrhen “ wine-sauce was plenty ” and the 
Prohibitionist rare. These, I feel, should be read aloud to 
be appreciated ; and so should the Independence Day speech 
of Mr. Edwin H. Tenney, the star of the oratorical section, 
whose heroes go “ doxologising along the suburbs ” of 
I heaven, their names “ printed in italics in the newspapers 
I of eternity.” The story of the luckless young lady immured 
in a Gothic castle in Connecticut until “ her ethereal parts 
became a seraph ” deserves and gets a chapter to itself ; 
while “ Gifted Hopkins ” and other poets are chiefly re- 
markable for the sympathy of their illustrators. The 
iilusbrators, largely of the Cruikshank type, get a capital 
chance throughout; and as accessories to sentimental guide-, 
books and moral tales of seduction (by gentlemen in red 
velvet vests and plaid pants) they excel themselves. 1 
rather wish Mr. Pearson had been less lavish with crime, 
much of it the twice-told exploits of noted English practi- 
tioners. I believe our broadsides in this genre continued 
^htter than he thinks. A local witness certainly averred 
that a ballad “in red and blue” was printed about the 
Moat Earm murder. 

It waa Mr. David Pollock, saddler to His Majesty Ejng 
IIL, who became by his marriage with Sarah 


Homera Parsons, against the wishes of her family, ancestor 
of the many Pollocks who have deserved well of their 
country in so many walks of iife. Among his nine sons 
were Sir David Pollock, who died as Chief Justice of Bom- 
bay in 1847; Field-Marshal Sir George Pollock, avenger 
of the massacre in the Khyber Pass, who finished his career 
as Constable of the Tower, and Sir Frederick Pollock, 
hero of the volume before us, Lord Chief Baron Bollock 
(Murray), a memoir compiled by his grandson, Lord Han- 
worth, Master of the Bolls, most distinguished of the later 
legal .members of the family. Sir Frederick assuredly 
deserved this modest monument to his memory. Originally 
destined by his mother for the Church, he was sent to 
Trinity, Cambridge; but the family income having fallen to 
a very low ebb his father actually wrote requesting that his 
name should be taken off the books. His tutor, the Bev. 
G. F. Tavel, insisted that he should remain, drawing on 
him, if necessary, for the expenses ; and this generous offer 
resulted in the young man becoming Senior Wrangler in 
1806 and being called to the Bar by the Middle Temple in 
the following year. It is interesting to note that Sir James 
Mansfield was then Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, the 
same Mansfield who prosecuted Lord George Gordon in 
1781 and had been counsel for Wilkes thirteen years before. 
Joining the Northern Circuit, Pollock worked his way 
steadily up until he became leader of the Circuit, Brougham 
being his chief rival, and at the close of 1834 became Attorney- 
General in Sir Bobert Peel’s Government. His first 
tenure of this ofBce lasted only about a hundred days, but 
in 1842 he came into office again and remained there until 
appointed to be Lord Chief Baron in 1844, a post which he 
held for more than twenty years. A lawyer himself, Lord 
Hanworth pays perhaps more attention to the law cases in 
which his grandfather was concerned than to other events 
in his life. But he has written an interesting memoir of an 
interesting career, and not even the late Sir Edmund Gosse 
would be likely to complain that the book was unduly long. 
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To Wilfred Morris 
Of the angling sort 
1 ’m grateful for bis 
The Blameless Si^ort 
And all the fun of 
His verse and prose ; 

The book is one of 
Methuen and Co.’s. 

Ilis is the tackle 
For where Tweed runs down- 
The Partridge Hackle 
The big March Brown ; 
Teviot and Leader 
See him go out 
To seek a feeder — 

Or salmon or trout ; 

Here is April’s 

Own cloud and sun ; 

Or, in autumn shape, rills 
And rivers run ; 

Here 's expert coaching 
To the Borderside ; 

Here ’s a callant poaching 
And the tricks he ’s tried. 

These rhymes of rod-times, 
These essays can 
Make garlatid at odd times 
For the fisherman ; 

And them I docket 
As the bonny bunch 
To fit a pocket 
With one’s flies and lunch. 
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THE LAST OF THE SWALLOWS. 

The Lounge, Hotel Magnifique, Somewhere-on-Sea. 


I am delighted to find Mr. Alan Mul- y ^ f 

gan’s Home (Longmans) reprinted in 4^ V — x’' '-.h!il:!lirL^l^ 

a cheap edition, for a more exhilarating tj fflBgsaaEsfe p ^^— 

legend than this of a “middle-aged .* // ■ 

Colonial’s ” adventures in England it ! V'l ‘'-■■•■.W y'. ^ 

would be hard to imagine. Happy ~ ~:n iMf f I 

in his approach — ^his estimate of the ' '■ . / !' /.wlHf . * 

unseen Motherland was compact of ‘ ; f', rillVll'v-ii**'--!*! 

family tradition and the glamour of ■' 

English poetry — our New Zealander 

was, I think, even happier in his re- 
ception. His own country, he says, THE LAST OF THE SWALLOWS, 

is like a village at the top of an inlet — The Lounge, Hotel Magnifique, Somewhere-on-Sea. 

the tide is later there than at the mouth ; ■ 

and I feel Mr. Mulgan came with a pre-War mind to look Told that one of our young intellectuals had essayed a 
for a pre-War England and found a great deal more extant novel in the large manner of Fielding and Dickens, a genial 
than he had dared to hope. London and Manchester, Oxford tale of taverns and the open road and picaresque adventure, 
and Cambridge, Devon and Sussex were not alone in provid- one would be inclined to retort, “ Pastiche ! it can’t be done 
ing him with thrills of identification and discovery. Not in these thin-faced times.” But it seems to me that Mr. 

I all the thrills were pleasant — the Universities, for instance, J, B. Priestley has done it. I am not going to say that 
struck him as somewhat unprofitable servants, and so did he is so great a writer as Fielding or Dickens, but The 
those acres of the rural south which are one vast park. Good Gornfanions (Heinemann) is the genuine article. It 
Our industrial slums, on the other hand, were not as black is certainly not pastiche, for, if its manner was invented in 
as they had been painted ; even our Great Strike struck him more spacious days, its matter and spirit are up-to-date, 
as a pleasant strike as strikes go. As for the national Mr. Priestley’s characters are as much his contemporaries 
character, in spite of superficial froth, it stands where as Tom Jones was Fielding’s. Nor are his motor-cars 
it did, and his final meditation on its good points and stage-coaches in masquerade ; they are the latest models, 
bad is a little masterpiece of equity. I confess I can- He does not fob us off with tushery. But what is his story 
not quite share his optimism. He never, in the nature of all about? Well, there are six-hundred- and-forty pages of 
things, envisaged himself as one of us. And his well-docu- it and something happens on each of them and a new person 
mented contentment reminds me a little of those guests of crops up on almost every other one. Suffice it therefore to 
the New Poor who are still saying, “Well, the So-and-So’s say that a little joiner in the West Biding loses his job and ! 
are not so badly off after all,” while the So-and-So’s are acquires, through no fault of his own, twenty pounds with 
still washing up. which he has no business ; that a young “county ” lady of 
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' Gloucestershire, being freed from long attendance on an it. The scope of the work is necessarily too wide to 
invalid father, lets her ancestral home and buys a two- admit of more than the most perfunctory conament on the 
seater; that a schoolmaster in East Anglia drinks too much assiduously collected facts; the style too, in general dulled 
whisky and insults his headmaster’s wife, and that, having by the exigencies of compression, is occasionally lightened 
all taken to the road with no dehaite destinations in view, by the most unacademic colloquialisms. Professor Hughes, 
they meet, after many surprising adventures, in the Midland dealing more fully with the contemporary theatre, concludes 
town of Eawsley, where they become involved in the affairs that the two countries who are contributing least to the 
of a stranded company of travelling players and in still serious art of the theatre are France and England — an 
more surprising adventures. Mr. Priestley keeps his opinion, here rather summarily argued, for which there is, 
enormous ball rolling with admirable briskness. His inven- alas, plenty of evidence. Good indexing and a bibliography 
ti<^ and high spirits are indefatigable. make this a useful book. 

Even after reading Leonid Erassin (Skeffington) I am MissM. P. Willcooks, in The Gup and the (Hutch- ^ 
by no means clear how it was possible for a man who was inson), makes a careful study of a young man who was 
not only of the intelligentsia and of the bourgeoisie, but who affected by intangible and invisible influences. During 
even stood for ‘‘big business,*’ to hold his own in the in- Vernon Huxtable's boyhood, which was spent in a Cornish 
most purist ring in revolut ionary Eussia throughout a period village, where superstition was rampant, his mother to a 
when half the educated population had disappeared, and great extent controlled him, but presently he left Cornwall 
when tbe country was being governed out of coherent exist- and, after wanderings in Italy, Spain and so forth, he was 
ence in the name of an abstract “proletarian” philosophy, taken under the wing of a grande dame who exercised a 
LuBOvKuASsiNjhiswife, writing his biography with brilliant controlling influence over his literary career. Gifted with 


and most affectionate ‘ 
partisanship, shows 
him labouring tirelessly 
to recondition Eussia’s 
native industries and 
to establish that renewal 
of trade with Western 
Europe which he almost^ 
alone realised was es- 
sential to his country’s 
mere continuance. In- 
cidentally she shows 
him winning a personal 
esteem and confidence 
as seldom associated 
with a “Eed” leader 
as the capitalistic in- 
stincts that made it 
possible for him to talk 
in their own language 
to the financ’ers of Lon- 
don and Paris. Un- 
doubtedly Mme. Kras- . 








“But, my dear Sir, a yachting-cap is not worn on the moors.’ 
“I KNOW that, but I ’VE GOT A STRING TIED TO IT.” 


a sense that enabled 
him to see deep into 
human nature he even- 
tually launched forth on 
the sea of authorship 
and wrote a book of 
whicli his patroness 
was the heroine, and it 
was a book of -revela- 
tions. Miss Willcooks 
has written a curious 
and ambitious story, in 
which my interest was 
sustained despite the 
fact that the loquacity 
of some of itsoharacters 
is a little wearisome. 

Mr. W. PettEidge’s 
fertility of imagination 
is amazing. Afjeclionate 
I Regards (Mills and 
Boon) contains no fewer 


SIN makes out 2b prima- facie case for unstinted admiration, than twenty- seven tales, all of which are pleasant and easy 
and, if it were not for one’s unfortunate prejudice, it might be to read, even if none of them is destined to remain linger- 
possible, I suppose, to push aside those things that stick so ingly in the memory. In passing on from one of these short 
persistently in the memory of this present generation. If short stories to another I have found myself thinking that 
only for the sake of her early war-effort no one could fail to Mr. Pett Eidge might justly be accused of squandering 
desire Eussia’s speedy rebuilding to a condition of material his material. At any rate I am convinced that some of our 
civilisation, and this Kbassin instituted with consummate more modern writers would make lengthy tales from some 
ability ; yet Krassin, even if protesting, as one is willing of the ideas which he picks up and drops in a few pages, 
to believe, "‘lived near the" centre of the' Eussian Terror, Happiness of phrase and humorous sympathy with the 
and he had the lasting confidence of Lenin himself. One foibles of human nature combine to make this collection a 
would not gather from this volume that the Terror was of light and agreeable entertainment. 

first-rate importance, yet it is still too near for one to be :r — - - 

fully enthusiastic about any of the intimate friends of Lenin. Illusions Made Perfect. 

, . . T “Miss Pearl Goldiug wrapped a large black shawl about her, and 

They take their theatre more seriously in America than was a Spanish lady.”— in Tasmanian Paper, 

we do here, and Mr. Glenn Hughes, Assistant Professor of , " ; 

English and Dramatic Art in the University of Washington, , attempt no defence of hard liquor. But wine containing 

»d not ..too™ 0 witot ol plijr., h,, pro^M rirZti'i.’JSC.TS 

, students of the arama (including perhaps primarily his own manual and intellectual worker.”— Indian Paper, 

, stedeuts for examination purposes) with The Story of the Many of these are of course confirmed invalids. 

IBmire (Benn), a close-packed summary of the chief devel- 

: 0|^€iits in the theatre of all times and climes of which there When Gilbert in lolanthe — in the famous passage about 
h mj record or even plausible guesses, with a little over- Captain Shaw — mentioned the “hose of common-sense” he 
emphasis on that of his own country, for which we can the little thought that the modern tennis star would claim him 
■MOiEe easily forgive him because here we know too little of I as a supporter of her views. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

With reference to Lord Eothermere^s 
suggestion that the mandates for Pales- 
tine and Mesopotamia should be trans-- 
ferred to Italy, some surprise is felt 
that Signor Mussolini has not returned 
the compliment by suggesting their 
transference to Thanet. 

We are authorised to contradict the 
rumour that Signor Mussolini’s real 
object in relinquishing most of his 
Ministerial portfolios is that he may be 
free to accept an invitation from Lord 
Birkenhead to go into the City. 

In view of the probability that Mr, 
MacDonald and Mr. Hoover will hold 
their conference at a fishing-camp, a 
rumour is current that the yardstick is 
to be applied to their 
catches. ... ... 

reader of The 
Observer sitting quietly 
in his chair in London,” 
a scientist points out, 
has a speed due to the 
earth’s rotation of 
about three - hundred - 
and-twenty yards per 
second.” An illusion of 
greater velocity is some- 
times the effect of re- 
action to Mr. Garvin. 

S'li 

It is not anticipated 
that the publication in 
Africa lialiana of a 
copy of the recently-dis- 
co veiled will of Ptolemy 
YIII., in which he be- 
queathed Egypt to the 
Eomans, will materially affect the 
course of Near Eastern affairs. 

It is believed that Sinanthropus 
Pekinensis, casts of whose fossilised 
skull are being brought to London for 
examination, may prove to be the miss- 
ing Chink. ... 

The Pekin Gazette^ we are reminded, 
has been published for over fourteen 
hundred years without a break. And 
without a comic strip. 

Dr. John Anderson, lecturer on bee- 
keeping at the Aberdeen College of 
Agriculture, carries live bees about in 
his trousers pockets, we learn. It is 
more usual for Scots lecturers to carry 
bees about in their bonnets. 

Two Glasgow motorists have been 
fined for unnecessary hooting. It has 
been thought that Scotsmen m general 
might be more sparing with “ Hoots ! 


Eoad - menders outside a London 
church cheered as they stopped work 
to allow a wedding- party to pass. Yet 
it is sometimes alleged that marriage is 
not taken seriously nowadays. 

A' 

A motorist of twenty-five years’ ex- 
perience declares that he would never 
advise beginners to go on an arterial 
road. Try not the by-pass,” the old 
man said. ... 

In view of the recent window-slash- 
ing outrages Mr. Punch is reassured to 
learn that the police are taking every 
precaution to safeguard the Crystal 
Palace. 

Mr. Oliver Baldwin is perturbed 
about the non - fulfilment of Election 
pledges. On these grounds some poli- 



“ Darling, what happened?” 

I WAS TRYING TO GET THE MOTOR OUT OF THE GAR.AGE AND IT STUCK.” 


tical circles consider he is growing too 
like his father to be a really clever 
politician, ... 

The tenant of chambers in Clifford’s 
Inn complains that a rat got into his 
desk and nibbled away the manuscript 
of a book he was writing. We fear it 
is too much to expect writers of modern 
novels to live in rat-infested districts. 

i’.; ^ 

Norfolk is suffering severely from a 
shortage of water, but it does not appear 
that special precautions have been taken 
to preserve the Broads. 

A professional cricketer who has be- 
come a music-hall singer of sentimental 
songs appears on the stage dressed in 
flannels. His repertoire should include 
“Tom Bowling.” 

It; is anticipated that many of those 
who have availed themselves of the 
free lessons in the use of the automatic 


telephone which have been provided by 
the G.P.O. will now take up telephoning 
as a hobby, ... 

A girl golfer playing in a recent com- 
petition snapped off the head of her 
driver. Ib is of course net unusual for 
golfers of both sexes to snap off the 
heads of their caddies. 

So many skeletons have been un- 
earthed of late in this country that there 
are grave fears that the craze for thin- 
ning is being carried too far. 

A German film company is called 
“ Klangfilm.” Bangfilm, Gangfilm and 
Slangfiim must be responsible for most 
American films- 

Mr. Beverley Nichols, we are re- 
minded, has been called 
the juvenile Bernard 
Shaw. Yet it would be 
unwise in Shavian 
circles to speak of the 
elderly Beverley 
Nichols. , , 


A bull walked into an 
electric power station in 
Hampshire last week, 
but was got out before 
any damage was done. 
Perhaps it had heard 
that there were some 
Batteries there which 
wanted charging. 

The claim that over 
five miles of the saus- 
ages manufactured by 
a certain firm are eaten 
by Londoners in a day, 


i;;; 


if challenged by rival firms, is calculated 
to give a stimulus to " 
sausage-eating. 


long-distance 


Mr. Paul Eobeson is to appear as 
Shakespeare’s Othello. Manufacturers 
of make-up are hoping this sort of thing 
will not become a habit. 

Every salesman, according to Mr. 
Holbrook Jackson, is an actor. “To 
buy or not to buy; that is the ques- 
tion.” ... 

“ The playing of the saxophone is an 
art,” says a musical director. Others 
still regard it as a bad habit. 

Mr. Thomas Edison has announced 
that he is very fond of babies. Mr. 
Edison, by* the way, is deaf. 

A London police-court magistrate says 
that women age quicker than men. But 
less often. 


VOL. CLXXVIT. 
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ANCIENT RETAINERa 

Something oiigbt to be written — 
something shall be written — about 
braces and sock-suspenders. 

Looking at the affluent, well-dressed 
men of handsome appearance in Lon- 
don, a Yisitor from another sphere 
might be tempted to suppose that they 
were as well girt underneath as the 
Graces, and as neatly cross-gartered on 
either leg as Malvolio. It is not the 
case. 

If some dictator should order — as 
why should he not? — the exquisitely 
tailored men of London all at one 
moment to fling off their coats and 
waistcoats and pull up their trousers 
to the knees, a most shocking and terri- 
ble spectacle would be revealed. Braces 
ragged, braces primeval, braces outworn, 
braces fastened with bits of string, with 
sealing-wax, with manuscript clips, 
braces half tongueless yet proudly sup- 
porting the trousers at lour or five places 
o^y, instead of six; sock-suspsnders 
with perished elastic and frayed silk — 
eock-suspenders doubled to the very hilt 
of the metal clip, and even so sagging 
downwards on the calf -sock-suspend ers 


whose little flap no longer grips relent- 
lessly the wearied grooving of the rubber 
or celluloid stud. 

There are some men so rich and well- 
attended that their valets doubtless 
say to them, have taken the liberty 
to put your old pair of braces on the 
bonfire this morning, my Lord, and to 
buy you a new pair.” | 

Or, The sock-suspenders your Grace : 
was wearing yesterday have been sent 
to the South Kensington Museum, ^ 
your Grace’s tenants having subscribed 
for another set.” i 

Though even in these cases I will 
wager that a protest is made. As for the 
rest, there is chaos round the shoulders 
of the professional classes, and even of 
the landed gentry, and confusion at the 
tops of their shins. I challenge the mem- 
bers of any London club to throw off 
their outer coverings, to reef their pan- 
taloons, and invite a candid inspection 
of the harness thus revealed. 

Don’t put any faith in the pictures 
of elegantly- appointed persons in the 
I papers. Dare your friend to the ordeal, 

I and ifc will be found in five cases out of 
ten that his sock-suspenders are mere 
tangles of inverted cordage and his 


braces too fragile to uphold an hour of 
rustic toil. 

It is hard to understand this state of 
affairs. Much must be conceded to 
loyalty and the recognition of long ser- 
vice. These are they — I mean these 
braces are they— which have supported, 
with so many slight yet visible varieties 
of adjustment, year by succeeding year, 
so many types and shades of trouser- 
ings. The heat and burden of the day 
have been theirs. They cannot be dis- 
carded without a sense of ingratitude 
and real personal loss. Better to bind 
the disabled parts with whipcord, with 
pink tapes or with loops of wire than 
dismiss an old servant who has helped 
us from boyhood into manhood and from 
manhood into middle age. I have a friend 
well on in the fifties who swears that he 
has only had four pairs of braces in his 
life. One, be said, was of that very in- 
tricate and complicated kind, the ropes 
of which ran over blocks and pulleys 
to their appointed purposes ; and when 
the wheels of this pair loosened on their 
axles and the hawsers became entangled, 
the devices by which he repaired the 
machinery were unending. His back 
and shoulders at this period of his life 
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The Girl "But, daelixct, you 'te chosen a reddish tie. Do you really 

LIKE THAT?” 

The Yeung Man. “ 1^’OT particularly, but I 'M terribly pleased \yxTR the 

WAY THE GO'^’ERNMENT IS BEHA^^NG.” 


resembled, when he was in shirt-sleeves, ^ 
a three-masted ressel after a violent 
typhoon. It was only the necessity of 
swift dressing that came in with the 
Great War that obliged him to cut the , ' 
whole tactile loose and cast it overboard, 

He got, then, a new pair towards the 
late autumn of 1914, and that, he was 
happy to tell me, has stayed with him 
since. He was wounded once in the 
chest, but not so as to damage the 
braces, and "SYas able to retrieve them 
from hospital. In these piping times 
of peace he considers that they should 
have at least five more years’ life in 
them, ‘'and possibly,” he says wfith a 
kind of wistful hope, “they wnll last 
out my time.” He admits, however, 
that many of the fangs which clutch 
the tattered W' ebbing are blunted at the 
tip. 

I have asked him how he came to 
lose his second pair, but the memory is 
lost in the pearljr mists of ’Yarsity life. 
The first, he says, w^as discarded through 
the normal accident of growth at his 
private school. 

Sock-suspenders are an even heaviei* ; 
care. Nob treasured as braces are nor 
sentimentally esteemed, they fall into 
that order of things that a man know^s 
that he wants and yet is very mysteri- 
ously unable to enter a shop and buy, 
although he feels the dilapidation of the 
fabric proceeding month by month from 
bad to worse. At any moment may 
come the sudden slackening of the ten- 
sion above the calf, the appearance like 
a sudden flower on the pavement (it 
may be in Piccadilly, it may be in the 
Strand) of the little blue or purple rib- 
bon at the bottom of his trouser-leg. 
Lamely he hobbles to the nearest build- 
ing ^Yhich has a decent flight of steps 
to its portico. He lays dowm the 
despatch-case, the umbrella, the gloves, 
the newspaper neatly on the third step 
and bends to his dismal ploy. The 
crowd, anxious for any novel sensation, 
stops immediately and gathers to ob- 
serve. Hullo! Here is a man about 
to enter a block of offices, a man wdio 
has stopped and bent double for some 
unknown! cause. Is he perhaps going 
to take a phial of cocaine out of his 
shoe-heel ? Or is he overcome by 
sciatica or remorse ? Anyhow, some- \ 
thing has occurred. The victim hitches 
up his trouser, displaying to the shocked 
assembly the lowest reach of his under- 
wear or, more indecently still, a portion 
of the nude human leg. Deeply blush- 
ing, he fumbles with the tarnished 
metal fitting and the f fayed and twisted 
ligament. JBefore he has ended, and 
while the policeman is yet moving on 
the crowd, the manager of the bank or 
fire insurance company comes out to 
ask him what he desires. . . . 


Yet even so the sufferer from fad- 
ing sock -suspenders will not take the 
plunge and purchase new; whilst wives, 
iianc^es, mothers, and sisters as a class 
are totally incapable of buying sock-sus- 
penders for those they pretend to love. 
Some men take a firm line and go 
without, permitting the sock, if it so 
desires, to lapse in corrugated layers 
round the shoe. Once in a fit of passion 
I tore off a pair of sock- suspenders and 
buried them deeply in the ground on ! 
Morte Point, where many of the ships 
of the Spanish Armada were battered 
into drilt-w^ood, and for more than a 
month went about England high- 
hearted but with wrinkled hose. My 


present shackles have hung about me 
for five long years. Can I be courageous 
again ? 

About braces and about sock-sus- 
penders something, though not nearly 
enough, has been written. Evoe. 


Accusations which will be Hotly Denied. 

“Mr, Churchill’s Little Den. 
Bookmakuig in a Nest of M.P.s,” 

Headlmes m Morning Paper. 


“ ‘Kenilworth.’ — What is the cause of adults 
grinding their teeth during sleep ? Is there a 
remedy ? ” — Query in Daily Paper. 

One can either remove the teeth or gag 
them with Schedule D. 
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/^r. 0 wnor’s Wife detests Dpuids. Womaii 

THE LOG OF THE LIZARD. of great intelligence. Also has whole- 
IV. — Chanson bu Yachtsman. some respect for ocean. First instinct 
Tuesday. — Left Lizard reluctantly at find harbour, stay in it and shop. Second 
St. Nazaire and steered E.N.E. for Paris instinct dash on to next harbour be- 


by night-train. ^ foi'Q Owner discovers nest of dolmens. 

^otes. Serious dilemma. Which worse — dol- 

Before leaving composed French song mens or ocean? Personally consider 
honour of Lizard. Herewith. Like ocean. But Owner is a General, which 
L great poetry requires explanation, makes almost impossible cut dolmen 
ty other great poets never provide it. parade. 

3 t this song has universal appeal and Aristide,"' mentioned in song below, 
frain at least can be sung by all is French cook picked up Brest. Very 
uising yachtsmen. fortunate, as few rhymes to Druides. ^ 

^‘Les Fierres""—li(i all married couples “ Gonccmieau ." — Fishing fleet in this 


in honour of Lizard. Herewith. Like 
all great poetry requires explanation. 
Pity other great poets never provide it. 
Yet this song has universal appeal and 
refrain at least can be sung by all 
cruising yachtsmen. 

Pierres."— In all married couples 


iiiij!/ II 


liiiii'ljT 
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one who adores expeditions and one who harbour most brilliant bit of colour ever 
loathes expeditions. Owner of Lizard sa\v. almost most beautiful sight. Hun- ' 
has strange passion for ' ‘ 

visit in gremote churches 
and^rmns o^n h^t aft^r- 

and other rather untidy ^ ^ 

remains of Druids. 1 

Moment Owner sees a i /-.V.- ' '•''A - i V''' v'^I 

menhir on map casts // 

anchor and staggers 

inland, lesterday did ' if i ' 

famous menhirs at Car- "tJ / I//J 

nao. Too hot. Gan 

not see charm of Druids. / . i • ' ' ■ _ . 1;:|i • f / [t | \Vii lii > 11/ fl I 

They had marked capa- / ■ ! ■; ' ■' /l 

city for lifting heavy j A' ^ 

weights and sticking up \ 1 /. J ‘I \ 

large stones in straight \ ' 

lines not very straight. \ \ ' 'l '■ f'l I — — 

But what else ? Owner \ 'ti'l'fl'L V'V 

gazes at said stones // 

excitedly for hours. In- 

sists have religious 

significance. When ENTEBPRISE IK ART. 

inquire what religion ^ ; — 

turns out Druids "were frank pagans dreds of boats, all sails up, all sails and 
with strong taste for human sacrifice, hulls all colours, also clothes of crews — 
Do not approve of this. Owner devout pale blue, coffee, cinnamon, sepia, scar- 
Christian but gazes heathen cromlechs let, butter, cream, chocolate, emerald, 
same reverence as Quimper cathedral etc. Also blue sardine-nets strung up 
(or church?). Cannot follow workings on masts to dry, like phantom sails. 
Owner's mind. Sent off post-cards afternoon all artist 

To-day spent three hours hunting friends advising rush Ooncarneau make 
famous Dolmen Logmariacquer. Too foi'tune. Alas 1 great tunny-fishing place 
hot. Found dolmen lurking in farmyard. — lo thon. Tunny-fish canneries. At 
Disappointing absence of dolwomen. night, low tide, no wind, ghastly smell 
Small cavity under large stone. More pervades sea and sky. Sent off tele- 






EKTERPRISE IK ART. 


CHAKSOK DU “LIZARD.” 

TEItRE NOUS ALLOTS ...” 

Aliens, aliens nn^euplus loin! 

Ilfaut troiiver unjoli coin 
On V Ocean nc trotthl-e point — 

Ha , ha ! le brav-e ‘ ‘ Lizard ’ ’ / 

Les vag-ues efc les vents, 

Les rockers et les il-es, 

Sont toujonrs evidents — 

Mon Dieu ! o’est dlfficil-o 1 1 
Le General prefer-e 
Regarder les pierr-es—3 
Aliens, allons a terr-e, 

A terr-e nons allons ! 

Allons, allons imxmiplus loin, 

Leport dport, de com d coin, 

Od V Ocean ne troubl-e point— 

Ha, ha 1 le brav-e ‘ ‘ Lizard ’ ' ! 

Qn’est-il de plus sublim-e 
Que d’aller a la voil-e — 
La vi-e maritim-e, 

^ Los pkar-es, les etoil-es ? 

^ Moi-m^m-e je prdf^r-e 

M’asseoir aveomon verr-e, 
Mais il n’ y a plus de bi^r-e— 
A terr-e nous allons. ! 

L Allons, allons un pen plus 

lorn! 

Car je cminais unjoh coin 
Oil rOedan ne tronhl-e 
point — 

Ha, ha! le brav-e ^'L%z- 
. ard"! 

^ ^ Mon brav-e General 

^ s^promener a Oues- 
sant 

pK Par un petit ohenal 

Qui est tr^s interessant ; 

S Mais sa femm-e prefer-e 
Rester dans la rivi6r-e ; 
Kqus restons done a terr-e, 

A terr-e nous restons ! 

Lemain, peut-Ure, un pen I 
plus loin ! 

Maisje connais unjoli coin 
Oil V Ocean ne troubl-e 
point— 

Ha, ha ! le hrav-e ‘ ‘ Liz- 

II n’ y a pas assez d’eau, 3 
C9*>^'^ ^ Mais il y a trop de vent. 

Allons a Conearneau j 
C’est mienxquerOc^an. 
Il y a une forte odeur 

De poissons ct d’peckeurs, 

Elle ne nous fait pas peur — 

A terr-e nous allons. 

Allons, demain, un pe%i phis loin! 

QueV senteur a ce joli coin ! 

Mais il est tranquille, nianmeins — 

Ha, ha ! le brav-e ^ ‘ Lizard ' ’ ! 

IMarckons anx magasins ! ^ 

Kous n’ avons plus de poissons, 

1 Whenever a Breton fisherman asked for in- 
formation about channels, etc., replies, “C’est 
assez difficile,” and goes away. 

2 Lg., les dolmens, menhirs, cromlechs, etc., 
qui S8 trouvent en Bretagne et excitent 




religious sigaifieance. Don’t believe it. grams sunrise all artist friends advising = 

Believe all thesestones remains of Druid stay where they were. Bather triste. “sTfte“Tn?liorlias been dropped in a strange 
villsts and country-houses. Lot of sea- A has le thou ! tidal harbour question is always put to a local 

[.weed talked about altars midway be- For benefit those not accustomed fisherman, “Il y a assez d’eau? ” Answer is 
tween rising and setting sun. Quite sing in French have emphasised with alw^^s“Kon 


si^le. Druids built houses facingsouth hyphens strange French custom sound- otJrScTr 

m ms* Anyhow altars red with ing final But best poets don t do seeking harbour Owner’s Wife says, “ We have 

human gore so refuse admire same. it when inconvenient : — no more bread,” and that settles'it. 
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' 2 Ioihcr . ‘"Did the Professor say that he could make you into a singer?” 
Daughter, “ Not exactly. He said that if he could do that he could 
MAKE A Swiss watch that would yodel.” 


Nous n’avons do \ln, 

Nous ii’ avoiis plus do croissautts; 1 
Nous u’ avons plus do glau-o, 

Voila un port en fac-o 
Nous debarc[uons eii iiiass-o, 

La Terr-e, ]e t’cmbrass-c, 

Et ail revoir, La Aler ! 

AlloiiSf aliens iin pen plus loin ' 

Car je connais un joli coin, 

Ou V Ocean nc trouhl-e point — 
lla, ha ! Ic brav-c “ Lizard ’ 1 

A terr-e nous allons. 

Riez, mon Aristid-c ! 

Et nous, nous visitons 
Les dolmens dcs Druid-es, 

La mer est vaste et vid-e ; 

Je n’aime i^as les Druid-es, 

Alais ils sont plus solid-es — 

A terr-c nous aliens ! 

Allons, allons un pen plus loin! 

Jlfaut b'ouvcr imjoli coin 
Oil VOctmi m troubl-e point — 

Ha, ha ! Ic hrav-e Lizard ” ! 

Au brav-e petit bateau 
Je lev-e done mon verr-c, 

Au General de I’Eau 
Aux enfants et leur mer-e. 

Aussi a I’equipag-e ^ 

(11 n’ y en a pas un qui nag-e) , 

Bonne cLance et bon voyag-e 1 
A^dieu, et soyez sag-es, 

Evitez les naufrag-es, 

Surveillez les nuag-es, 

Tenez-vous a la plag-o, 

A la plag-e tenez. 

Allczplus loin, mais ayez soin ! 

Chers matelots, %l y a pm de coins 
Oil VOc^an ne iroubl-e point — 

Ha, ha ! le hrav-e “ Lizard ! 

— A.P.H. 

THOSE SMOKING WOMEN. 

[On a report from certain doctors and bail 
dressers.] ^ 

The Cottnselloi\ 

Give up, give up the cigarette ; 

Oh maids and matrons, heed 
Or you ’ll have reason to regret 
Your passion for the weed ; 

The fragrant clouds that you exhale 
In many a filmy wreath 
Make the complexion wan and pale 
And uglify the teeth. 

The Ladies, 

Why should we chuck the soothing 
fag? 

What if the true bloom goes ? 

We carry in our little bag 
The making of the rose ; 

As for our teeth, you need not fear ; 

The female smile presents 
A wider dazzle every year, 

Vide advertisements. 

The Goimsellor. 

Yet ladies, give it up, I ask ; 

What devotee escapes 
The smoker’s doom, a lifeless mask, 

An eye that ’s like an ape’s ? 

1 Rime effrayantc? Pcut-dtio. Alais que 
vouloz-vous ? C’est la guerre. 

2 Crew. ^ Cbosc extraordinaire ! 


And will your simple methods cure 
Those lines, too plainly seen, 

The wrinkles, not of premature 
Old age, but nicotine ? 

The Ladies, 

We hear, but do not understand 

Why you should be so sad ; 

The merest drop of something, and 

The dullest eye grows glad ; 

And there are men who have the gift 

Of making stale things new, 

Who lift the countenance, and lift 

Those cursed w’rinkles too. 

* 

The Counsellor, 

Still hear me, ere the chance be gone ; 

I hold you unaware 
I Of the elTect of baccy on 
i The female head of hair ; 


It shaves it to the very root 
And sweeps it from the sight, 

And you’ll be balder than the coot, 
And serve you darned well right. 

The Ladies, 

Oh sisters, sisters, this is tough ; 

This is a fatal stroke ; 

The simple toupet ’s well enough, 

But baldness is no joke ; 

This very hour may be too late ; 

My nerves are all upset ; 

Lord, Avhen I think about it — Kate, 
Chuck me a cigarette. Dum-Dum 


“ Reclamatio:n of the Wash.” 

Alanchcster Paper, 

It would need a Royal Commission to 
get back that dress-shirt of ours. 
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THE FEET. 

Eveet village worthy of the name 
holds during the course of the summer 
what the quality call ‘‘a Fey te ” and the 
cottagers refer to as ‘'the Feet.” You all 
know the sort of thing. The sweet and 
toy and china stall ; the persistent small 
boy w’itli raffle tickets for something 
which someone presumably wins; the 
enormous stall for “ jumble ” ; the darts, 
and bowling for the pig ; and the village 
band and the Yicar and Lady Bicuspid 
being gracious ; and in particular upon 
the Fancywork stall the incredible 
multitude of Sins against Art and Com- 
mercial Oommonsense that are presum- 
ably covered by Local Charity. But 
what you probably do not know so well 
is the preliminary plannings, skirmish- 
ings and even dowmrigbt battles that 
have gone on in half the homes in the 
village in order to ensure that the Feet 
shall be comparatively successful. 

For the Feet, while organised entirely 
by the fenodnine section of the village, 
depends for its success very largely upon 
the attendance of males. Why this 
should be I don't know, except that pos- 
sibly woman, the holder of the house- 
keeping money, has an inborn objec- 
tion to parting with good cash for, say, 
a set of hand-embroidered egg-cosies 
even for the benefit of the local cottage 
hospital; whereas a man, held firmly 
in tow by his wife, will even fall for a 
pound of chocolates bought that morn- 
ing at the village shop for three- and-six, 
divided between two pink boxes and 
sold at three shillings per box. More- 
over, it is a curious fact but 'with plenty 
of men at a Feet you can always raffle 
a series of ten -bob cakes for anything 
over a couple of quid each, provided you 
get an attractive girl to sell the tickets. 
This is more than a curious fact, it is 
a Natural Law. 

So 3'ou can understand how essential 
it is that every wife should bring with 
her someone who will not only himself 
contribute definitely to the success of 
the thing, but can also be borrowed from 
in the heat of the moment with every 
likelihood of his having forgotten the 
loan by that evening. And thus you 
can understand the pre-Feet skirmish- 
ing, varying from open attack — “But, 
my deal', I immised Lady Bicuspid 
you ’d be there ” — and flanidng moves 
— “You needn’t buy anything if you 
don’t v;ant to ” — down to mock retreat 
— “Just take me in the car and drop in 
for five minutes ” — and enticements into 
ambush — “ There ’ll be heaps of charm- 
ing girls.” All of which result in a meek 
victim, garlanded for sacrifice, spending 
three hours and two pounds, seeing only 
two pretty girls (both engaged) and be- 
ing greeted, by Lady Bicuspid witli 

“How sweet of you! I never thought 
you ^Yere coming.” 

Last year the men of our village en- 
gineered a strike. Very surreptitiously 
they arranged some sort of tournament 
up at the golf-club (it didn’t really matter 
what so long as it up at the golf- 

club) on the same day as the Feet. The 
Feet was very nearly postponed when 
the news got out ; only the Vicar’s wife 
said it would be a sign of \veakness. 

This year, however, the wives got 
even. Not only did they wipe out the 
natural deficit (due to male absence) 
of the previous year, but they made a 
record profit. And this in spite of the 
fact that the heavy silver cigarette-case 
which had been presented for auction 
by Lord Barpenlieyfield was snooped 
by some light-fingered gentleman from 
the neighbouring town during the 
Vicar’s lengthy opening prayer. But 
that is by the way. 

The wives got even by a very simple 
trick, and, though I speak as a victim, I 
cannot help seeing that if it is applied 
universally ifc willrevolutionise allFeets. 

It was done by means of the Jumble 
stall. A few days before the Feet every 
single man missed that favourite old 
coat, or grey flannel gardening trousers, 
or treasured pair of slippers. Wives 
apologised for the error or justified 
themselves, but the fact remained : the 
things had gone to the j umble. They 
could not in common decency be de- 
manded back. No man could be so hard- 
hearted as to snatch from the tentative 
grasp of a cottage hospital an old, a ! 
very old coat. There was only one way 
out : go to the Feet and buy back the 
treasures. 

Husbands fumed, hut the logic was 
unanswerable. Wives were accused of 
tricks and treachery and answered 
sweetly that husbands of course needn’t 
go to the Feet ; they were perfectly free 
to go up to the golf-club if they liked. 
In which case some of the poorer 
villagers would no doubt at once snap 
up the garments if they were really as 
valuable as husbands made out. The 
most that wives could do to rectify 
matters would be to arrange with the 
stall-holders to put such a high price 
upon the garments in question that no 
villager could afford it. 

They did. Moreover, their ideas of 
a liigh price were extraordinary. They 
said afterwards they wanted to be sure 
the articles were out of reach of villagers. 

Hus|)ands with tears in their eyes 
and catches in their voices swarmed 
round the JumBle stall. Favourite coats 
were at least a pound ; treasured slippers 
seven-and-six a pair. Husbands came 
away crooning to thomselvesoverparcels 
and the cottage hospital is starting up * 
four more beds. I 

But next year all husbands are going 
to lock up everything and sleep in 
their shabbiest clothes for at least a 
week before the Feet. A. A. 

WILLIAM (OR WALTER). 

At the dinner-table the name of Mr. 
Bbrnabd Shaw was mentioned. It 
often is. “For the lax ideas of the 
young people of to-day,” the lady on 
my right said firmly, “ we have to thank 
chiefly Mr. W. Bernard Shaw.” 

That set me wondering what would 
have been the difference if his first name 
had been William or Walter. It is trae 
that the name George does not by itself 
offer any particular threat to the con- 
ventions, but when attached to Bernard 
and Shaw it goes a great deal further 
in that direction than either William or 
Walter could ever have gone. Only 
George in that connection could have 
said what he has said about the greatest 
William we know. William (or Walter) 
Bernard Shaw must, I think, have re- 
mained in Dublin, the name serving well 
enough for an art-photographer, per- 
haps, or a well-recommended dentist. 
George’s famous cycling-suit would not 
have become him so well as his jacket 
of black velveteen or white drill. 

Could William (or Walter) ever have 
attained such fame as to be spoken of by 
the multitude as “ Shaw^ ” ? “ W. B. S.” 
is too clumsy to come trippingly off the 
tongue, and would have had no magic. 
Willie or Wallie would be unthinkable 
as the great playwright’s familiar name, 
an(Mie would hardly have surmounted 
either Bill or Walt. If Mr. William 
Bernard Shaw or Mr. Walter Bernard 
Shaw had been known to be sun-bathing 
at Cap Antibes, would anybody have 
troubled to ask the driver of the chara- 
banc to- go slowly along the front ? 

Put yourself in the place of the 
theatrical manager who receives by 
post one morning the MS. of a play 
entitled Man and Superman, by William 
(or Walter) Bernard Shaw. You see 
what I mean ? It would have been as 
impossible for either of those to write 
Mrs. Warren's Profession as to refuse a 
plate of ham with his tea. And whether 
William or Walter, anyone but George 
must have upset The Apple Cart, 

The name be possesses in fact is 
eternally identified with a certain kind of 
achievement. Some would have it that 
if his parents, with some Celtic power 
of foresight, were aware of the con- 
sequences, they undertook a heavy 
responsibility in naming him George, 
But if this power of seeing into the 
future was theirs then they must have 
envisaged Saint Joan; and since it was 
only Geoi'ge who could enable Saint 
Joan to see the footlights, there was no 
great mistake made at his christening. 
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TO AN UNKNOWN PHILANTHROPE. 

[A centenarian attributes his great age to having always assumed 
d horizontal position at frequent intervals throughout the day.] 

Some men, my friend, might be inclined to blame you, 
Taking your actions at their surface worth, 

Heap on you bitter curses and proclaim you 
As one who merely cumbereth the earth. 

Not such am I ; although your conduct has won 
In bygone times my censure now and then, 

I take that censure back and write you as one 
That loves his fellow-men. 

If I could only look upon your features 
I ’m sure they ’d prove abnormally benign ; 

You fain would benefit all fellow- creatures ; 

To do them kindness is your sole design ; 



To serve us all is ever your intention ; 

Naught caring though you get no 
You seek, despite our lack of co^^^ 
To bring us lengtly ' r 

That is what all desire, aj 
Be ours, as you 're pr' 

If only we assume th^' 

Whenever we ha'^^' 

This fact alone im]^. 

Indubitable plu^^ — 'C 
When on the p* 

Yor 


5 

^ 7 - 



“Lost, Ten. 

This coiTespo' tempted to steal some apples.” 
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HOW TO PICK UP FIRST EDlTiORS. 

Wheneveb I am left alone in a library 
nowadays I hope and pray to "be pre- 
served from common theft. I usually 
go straight to the window and stand 
there staring out in quiet innocency 
upon the lawn. I present, that is to 
say, a disarming and rather nice sil- 
houette as the owner rushes in. Nowa- 
days one does positively rush. Unless 
of course one has either packed them off 
to London or has them in the safe. I am 
speaking of first editions. Nob those 
stately old tomes, all calf and gilt and 
a pleasant cultured fragrance. No one 
bothers about them nowadays. No, I 
mean the first editions of Mr. Gals- 
worthy or Mr. Shaw or Sir James 
Barrie, or quite a number of other 
contemporary writers 
still fiourisliing mod- 
estly amongst us. 

People who possessed 
some tedious old Puri- 
tan first edition always 
handed it about and pre- 
tended they wouldn’t 
part with it for all the 
money in the world. 

That kind of ceremony 
gave prestige. The host 
—especially if he was a 
country landowner and 
veiy naturally suspect 
of being rather bucolic 
— ^would confound town 
visitors by strolling up 
to a bookcase after din- 
ner and, just when they 
expected him to be ex- 
tremely boring about his 
pheasants or the local 
bounds or some other 
primitive saga, would 
take down a crumbling 
first edition of some immortal writer, 
very properly never reprinted, and say 
with a proud blast of cigar-smoke, ‘ ‘ Ever 
seen a first edition of Bishop Bodger’s 
Thoughts Aojiong the Tombs 7 ” No, 
of course they hadn’t. Nice tooling,” 
.added the host. 

likSJfiw different it all is to-day. All the 
loan by^aw?aice poise, the reverence 
I can imderstandtbS'jj^as come into the 
ing, varying from secretive and 

my dear, I promised that look, 
you ’d be there ” — and flanlcs^iug over 
— You needn’t buy anythii%of your 
don’t v;ant to ” — down to mock\^eted, 
— Just take me in the ear and droROE 
for five minutes ” — and enticements hcu- 
ambush — There *11 be heaps of charml 
ing girls, ” All of which result in a meek 
victim, garlanded for sacrifice, spending- 
three hours and two pounds, seeing only 
two pretty girls (both engaged) and be- 
ing greeted by Lady Bicuspid with 


practically never run any risk. If you 
want to know our methods I will tell 
you. Dare I? My dear fellow— bet ween 
friends, of course. We work upon the 
obvious fact that modern first editions 
— by which I mean novels and plays 
published since 1885 — are lying unsung 
and unsold in any old house simply 
anywhere. I mean of course within 
reasonable limits. To look for them in 
the library of an author, to take a gro- 
tesque example, would be merely silly. 
Persons accustomed to the writing of 
books have no first editions of other 
modern authors ; they very rightly con- 
tent themselves with reprints of Mr. 
Edgar Wallace. No, our line of attack 
has been based upon a long and w^eari- 
some training in social psychology. 

Our Mr. Binn specialises in the first 


editions of Mr. Galsw^orthy. He has 
had his most sensational successes in 
the libraries of elderly unmarried ladies 
in the South of England. Frequently 
I have accompanied him. We travel 
by car until we reach one of those vil- 
lages off the main road with an old 
church, an old pump and, what is essen- 
tial, an old manor-house. As Binn is 
obviously a benevolent and simple- 
minded clergyman of good family, it is 
child’s play for him to ascertain the 
necessary data and enter with his little 
bag. I say little bag, because in it he 
carries an assortment of Mr. Gals- 
worthy’s novels which are not first 
editions for the purpose of substitu- 
tion on the shelves. He also chooses 
2.30 R.M. because the kind of old lady 
svho bought Mr. Galsworthy in the 
aviiy days simply to find out how soon 
and. would go to the guillotine is in re- 
four jfat that hour. That gives Binn time. 


His intrusion is explained by his work 
on the Sussex or Hampshire or any 
other kind of manor-house in Enghsli 
Life and Letters — a most absorbing 
topic in which I often wished he had 
taken more genuine interest. i 

In the same way I have journeyed 
North with our Mr. MacCorquodale 
for the Barries. He dresses as a 
minister and speaks with an assortment 
of Scots accents according to circum- 
stances. With so many different kinds 
of Kirk only a man of his amazing 
knowledge and insight could remain at 
ease. Amongst the older ministers the 
prospects are excellent. In the ’nine- 
ties all Scotland was adapting itself 
hastily to the new pose of extraordinary 
ferocity of demeanour, concealing (but 
not altogether) the heart of a child. 

From many a dusty 
bookcase, where it was 
thrust away out of sight 
and memory, MacCor- 
quodale will still rever- 
ently remove a first 
edition of this school of 
thought. There is only 
one slight obstacle. 
Ministers, like elderly 
ladies, meditate in the 
afternoons, but they do 
it on the study sofa 
with a Highland plaid 
over their feet. They, 
like their flock, sleep 
with their sermons. 

The works of Mr. 
Shaw have presented a 
greater problem because 
they were most popular 
amongst undergrad- 
uates, who never retain 
anything. We have, I 
must admit, never laid 
down any definite cate- 
gory for these. One may come on 
them anywhere, and it adds piquancy 
and gusto to our research department, 
who work biographically, to find their 
diagnoses proved accurate. We have 
come on them in quite astonishing 
places and amongst most unexpected 
persons. When our research scholars 
discover that Professor Blank caused 
his contemporaries in the early ’nine- 
ties some anxiety regarding his ad- 
vanced views, we make it our busi- 
ness to call. Our Mr. Proodie has 
made a careful study of the mediaeval 
spirit in academic common rooms, and, 
as an old member of whatever college 
desirable, divulges his ambition to en- 
dow a Chair — or whatever colleges 
want— with the modest self-depreciation 
of one who has made his bit in Western 
Australia. Frequently, as he has de- 
parted for the station with a brace of 
Shaws in his despatch- case, he has been 
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strongly moved by the old university 
associations all flooding back, so realistic 
even to himself has been the creative 
force of his imagination. 

As men who have given their best 
years to the service we are delighted to 
advise genuine inquirers at any time or 
hour. But, if you would like one of our 
representatives to call and advise you 
about that first edition of The Jungle 
Booh, would you be so very kind, in 
order to save our time, to make cer- 
tain it is really there ? 


An Apology the Nation will Demand. 

“ On the Castle, too, apart from Mrs. Stain- 
forth, facing the ordeal with womanly courage, 
was Flying Officer Waghorn, the victor of the 
Schneider race.** — Bournemouth Taper. 


“Work wanted by respectable man, jibbing 
gardening.” — Harroio Taper. 

Many a strong man turns from the 
worm. 

“Barmaid Wanted immediately, vaults bar 
and relief saloon.” 

Advt. in North-Country Taper. 

We doubt if a barmaid of the old school 
could do this. 


JUNGLE-JINGLE. 

[Being a very free paraphrase of the interest- 
ing article in The Times of the 16 th instant 
on the manners, customs and character of the 
diminutive, cheerful and convivial Indian 
jungle tribe known as the Oonds.] 

Though he dwells at the back of 
beyond 

And his life is uncommonly hard. 
The traits of the primitive Gond 
Are a joy to the doggerel bard. 

White waistcoats he never has donned, 
His raiment is sketchy and queer ; 
Of liquor he ’s awfully fond, 

But he cannot get forrard ” with 
beer. 

He has heard of Swat’s lord, the 
Akhond, 

But never of Lord Castlebosse ; 

He never has seen Alfred Mond, 

But doesn’t repine at his loss. 

He never has carefully conned 
The works of the Sitwells or 
Stitch, 

And as for a dactyl or spond- 
ee he cannot tell totherfrom which. 


He never is moved to abscond 
With dollars that are nofc his own, 

Or levant with a large bearer-bond 
Or squeal on the loud saxophone. 

Of the Wars of the Eoses, the Fronde, 
He knows not the date nor the place ; 

And as for preferring the blonde, 

'Why, that tint is unknown in his race. 

So whene’er I ’m inclined to despond 
And everything ’s going amiss, 

I think of the primitive Gond 
And envy his ignorant bliss. 


“ Furnished Flat to be Let. Two reception, 
four bed rooms ; two good maids left.” 

Advt. in Daily Taper. 

Yes, but why ? 


“Wanted, Singer Patcher,'* 

Manchester Taper. 

Patcher {singing) \ ‘‘Father’s pants 
will now fit Willy.” 


“ It was ‘ Nancy Lee * that brought him his 
first fame ; it is said that in the year of pub- 
lication no fewer than seventeen men took it 
to sing at one soking concert.” — Sunday Taper. 

Le mot tnj'uste, we hope. 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

The Secretaey. 

One evening when Mr. Broadstairs 
went borne after bis business bis wife 
said to him wby are you so late ? I am 
sure you work too bard and there is no 
necessity for it because you are getting 
on so well in your business and are quite 
rich, I wish you would take it easier. 

And Mr. Broadstairs said well I 
should like to, but things do get into 
such a muddle in the office, I have just 
spent a whole hour looking for an im- 
portant letter which I had to answer 
and at last I remembered that I had 
folded it up and stuck it into the window 
to prevent it from rattling. 

And Mrs. Broadstairs said 
well why don’t you get a 
secretary to keep things tidy for 
you, and she could type your 
letters for you too, because you 
write so badly that it is difficult 
to read them. 

And he said yes I know I do, 
only last week 1 ordered twelve 
bales of wool and they sent me 
twelve bags of coal instead, it 
is very awkward and I some- 
times think I shall have to 
retire from business, but I don’t 
want to do that yet because 
then I should have to learn to 
play at golf. 

So they talked it over and 
Mr. Broadstairs put an adver- 
tisement in the newspaper to 
say that he would pay good 
wages to a lady secretary who 
was tidy and not too young and 
could do typewriting, and they 
were to write to him first and 
send their photographs, be- 
cause Mrs. Broadstairs said she 
would want to see what the 
secretary was like first, she 
could trust Mr. Broadstairs not 
to fall in love with her, but if 
anybody said anything about it she 
could show them her photograph so 
that they could see there was no danger. 

Well the morning after he had put 
the advertisement in the newspaper Mr. 
Broadstairs found about fifty letters 
waiting for him at his office from ladies 
who wanted to be his secretary, and 
there were a lot of business letters to 
answer too, and he wasn't feeling very 
well through his bacon disagreeing with 
him at breakfast. And he was wishing 
he could take it easier when the office- 
boy came in and said Miss Fumb would 
like to see you sir. 

And he said who is Miss Fumb ? and 
he said I don't know. And then Miss 
Frmab came in herself and she was 
carrying a typewriter, and she said to 
Mr. Broadstairs good morning I have 


come to help you answer your letters, 
you don’t look very ^vell so if you 
wull just sit down in that armchair and 
take it easier I will open all the letters j 
for you and get them into order, and 
then you can tell me what you would 
like to answer to them and I wull type 
it out on this typewriter and all you 
will have to do is just to sign your 
name. 

Well Mr. Broadstairs was rather sur- 
prised at this and he said do you want 
to come here as my secretary ? And 
Miss Fumb said well that depends on 
whether I like you and whether you will 
pay me enough wages, but we needn’t 
talk about that yet, what you want now 



AM GLAD I HAVE GOME TO BE SECRETARY TO 

Mr. Broadstairs.” 

is to take it easier, and I think a little 
dose of sal volatile will be a good thing 
for your hiccups, I will just send the 
office-boy round to the chemist’s foy it 
and by the time it comes I shall have 
got halfway through these letters. 

So she went to tell the office-boy, 
and then she came back and sat down 
and began to open the letters, and 
Mr. Broadstairs wasn’t certain about it 
yeb but ho was glad to sit down in his 
armchair because he wasn’t feeling at 
all well, and he thought to himself well 
at any rate it will save me the trouble 
of opening all those letters. 

Well after Mr. Broadstairs had had 
his dose of sal volatile and wasn’t hic- 
cuping so often Miss Fumb said well I 
have opened all these letters, and I 
think it is a pity you told them to send 


their photographs because all of them 
want them back except the ones who 
think they are rather pretty and they 
say you can keep them if you like. I 
\vill just write a nice little letter to 
each of them and say they won’t do, 
and I will put it in the third person, 
so you won’t even have the trouble of 
signing the letters, it will take me some 
time and you can have a little nap while 
I am doing it if you like, but there are 
some business letters to attend to, so 
we can do those now if you feel up to it. 
Well Mr. Broadstairs did feel up to 
it by this time, and he was glad not to 
have to trouble about the other letters, 
so he read his business letters and then 
he told Miss Fumb what to 
answer to them and she took it 
down in shorthand and some- 
times she said no I don’t think 
that will do and he altered it 
without having to scratch out 
something, which was a great 
advantage, and in about half- 
an-hour he had done what 
would have taken him all the 
morning if he had had to write 
his letters himself. 

So then Miss Fumb said well 
I shan’t want you any more 
till after lunch, if you would 
like to go out and do some 
business I will get these letters 
ready for you to sign, and after 
that we will have a good tidy 
up, but you needn’t trouble 
about that, all you will have 
to do will be to sit in that arm- 
chair and tell me what you 
want saved and what can go 
into the waste-paper-basket. 

Well Mr. Broadstairs wasn’t 
quite certain about it even yet, 
so instead of going out to do 
some business he thought he 
would go home to Ealing and 
tell Mrs. Broadstairs what had 
happened. 

So he did that, and Mrs. Broadstairs 
was surprised to see him and she wasn’t 
certain about Miss Fumb either when 
he told her, and she said how old is she ? 

And Mr. Broadstairs said oh I don’t 
know, I suppose about twenty or thirty, 
and she said what is she like to look 
at ? And he said well she is rather like 
Mary Bickford only taller. 

So Mrs. Broadstairs said well then I 
don’t think she will do, and you had 
better go back and tell her so, and he 
said oh I don’t quite like to do that 
because she has been very useful to me, 
and she hasn’t tried to make me fall in 
love with her or anything like that, 
couldn’t you come and see her for your- 
self? 

And Mrs. Broadstairs said very well 
I will, but you had better stay to lunch 
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now you are here, thei’e is minced veal 
and a nice batter-pudding. 

So Mr. Broad stairs stayed to 'lunch 
and afterwards they both went back to 
his office by Underground, and there 
was Miss Eumb turning out the drawers 
of his writing-table and directly he saw 
her doing that Mr. Broadstairs said oh 
I didn’t want you to do that, there are 
a lot of private letters in those drawers, 
how did you unlock them? And she 
saM why you left the keys in one of 
the drawers, and then she said to Mrs. 
Broadstairs how do you do, I am glad 
I have come to be secretary to Mr. 
Broadstairs, he is a nice old thing but 
he wants looking after when he is away 
from you, I can’t stay more than a year 
because I am engaged to be married to 
a bank-clerk, and we shall have enough 
money by that time, but when I go I 
can get him somebody else. 

So Mrs. Broadstairs didn’t think it 
mattered her being pretty as she was | 
engaged to a bank-clerk, but she said j 
to Mr. Broadstairs what are the private 
letters you keep here ? And he didn’t 
answer, but Miss Fumb said oh they 
are all about business and it doesn’t 
matter me seeing them as I am quite 
confidential, but some of them weren’t 
important so I burnt them. And then 
she showed Mr, Broadstairs how tidy 
she had made the drawers, and Mrs. 
Broadstairs looked at some of the letters 
in them but as they were all about busi- 
ness she didn’t want to read them, and 
soon afterwards she went away, because 
she had to go out to tea at Acton. 

Well directly she had gone Mr. Broad- 
stairs said did you burn a packet of 
letters tied up with pink ribbon ? And 
Miss Fumb said yes I did, I saw they 
I were love letters and I didn’t want 
them cluttering up the office. 

And Mr, Broadstairs said well they 
v;eie written forty ^-ears ago, by a lady 
I was in love with but she married 
somebody else, and Miss Fumb said yes j 
1 know, I read one of them but it was I 
so silly that I didn’t go on, now if you | 
will sign these letters I will send them I 
to the post, and after that I will go and ! 
talk to your manager and see if he is 
keeping the books properly. 

Well Mr. Broadstairs was pleased 
that she had burnt his love letters be- 
cause he didn’t really want them and he 
wouldn’t have liked Mrs. Broadstairs to 
see them. And after that he found Miss 
Fumb so useful to him in his office that 
he was able to take it much easier, and 
lie w^as always cheei'ful Avben he went 
home to Ea'ing after he had finished his 
business. 

And Mrs. Broadstairs got quite fond 
of Miss Fumb and asked her to bring 
the bank-clerk to supper at Ealing on 
Sunday evening, and when ladies said 



Hostess. “I MUST INTEODUOE YOU TO MiSS , THE FAMOUS TENXIS-PLAYER,” 

The Victim. “Too late. She’s just shaken me by the hand.” 


to her I wouldn’t let my husband have 
a secretary as pretty as that she said 
well perhaps not, but my husband is 
different and he has never loved any- 
body but me. A. M. 


Cause and Effect. 

Harris rendered several classical piano- 
iortc solos, which were warmly appreciated, 
and another feature to be recorded, eq^ually 
unique in its way, was the fact that quite a 
severe earthquake* was experienced about this 
time .” — Neiv Zealand Pa2>cr. 

‘‘Young Girl requires Bed and Breakfast 
iinmediatoly. ” — Local Pai^er. 

Mr. Punch advises her to come down 
and have it in her dressing-gown. 

“During a heavy mist, four beaters wore 
lost on the hills for the greater part of a day, 
thus reducing the size of the bag.” 

Aberdeen Pa])er. 

You can never be certain of bagging a 
winged beater on a wet day. 


THE POET’S AUTUMN. 

When Autumn leaves are red and brown 
And golden are the stooks 
I love to wander forth from town, 
Abandoning my books. 

But presently I shall return 
To cosy fireside eves. 

Content the midnight oil to burn 
At home — when Autumn leaves. 


Things Which Might Have Been 
Expressed More Courteously. 

“The Yicar returns home after a month’s 
holiday. Wc look forward to seeing him much 
improved in every way .” — Parish Marjasinc. 


“The slasher scored one hundred mndows 
in the West End last Wednesday night.” 

Daihj Paper. 

And during the \veek-eiid raised his 
overday total to the double century by 
a series of late cuts. 




FULFILMENT. I 

Herbert) was a plumber with a tasfee for high society ; 

Percy was a poulterer who yearned for notoriety ; 

Mabel hawked bananas ^'ound and dreamt of kisses passion- 
ate; , , 

Eruest was a waiter at a haunt where men of fashion ate. 

Herbert wrote a play about the idle aristocracy — 
Suffocated souls behind a mask of gay hypocrisy ; 

*"How,” he asked, ‘‘can anyone retain his early merit if 
Eed on quails and caviar combined with an ‘aperitiJ7 

Percy wrote a book in w’^hich a careless Foreign Minister 
Lost a secret treaty in a manner rather sinister, 

Traced in forty chapters to a green-eyed vamp who fascin- 
ated 

Multi-millionaires and had them privately assassinated. 

Mabel wu'ote a novel of a poet and a flapper on 
A far Pacific island with a monkey for a chaperon ; 

There, beneath a lotus-tree, remote from shallow artifice, 
He tamed her flighty spirit, while she won that roving heart 
of his. 

Ernest wrote his life, entitled People I Have Waited On, 
Lapses of his clients were suggestively dilated on ; 

Every reminiscence had a subtle little stab in it 

For someone in the Peerage or the Chorus or the Cabinet. 

B[erberi?s play was quoted in the Press without apology ; 
Perh'y was* acknowledged as the King of Criminology; 


Mabel’s book was banned because the tone was rather 
- tropical ; 

Ernest, sued for libel, had to pay for being topical. 

Percy lives in Paris now, and Bert in Piccadilly, on 
The proceeds of their books, which came to nearly half-a- 
'million ; 

Mabel bought an island and espoused a casual castaway ; 
Ernest wed a duchess who had put her lurid past away. 

Years of dissipation, though, have ruined Herbert’s health 
for him ; 

Some uncaptured master- crook disposed of Percy’s wealth 
for him ; 

Mabel’s husband tamed her to a state of cowed docility; 
.Ernest’s wife deserted with a sprig of the nobility. 

Thiis; though true felicity remained beyond the reach of 
them, 

Fate provided solace for the blows she dealt to each of them ; 
Every disappointment, though it proved the world the sham 
it is, 

Showed how true to fiction reads the tale of its calamities. 

Mr. Punch’s Character-Sketches. 

“ There was always in him a keen sense of humour and a hearty 
outspoken frankness in suppressing his opinions. Fa]}ei\ 

“ Unlike most authors Mrs. cannot work in a quiet room. She 

generaUy writes under almost any circumstances, such as trains and 
motor-cars and even buses.” — Da%ly Paper. 

The inside of a moving-staircase ought to inspire her to 
some great work. 
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IN ARCADY. 

About a fortnight after we had got in, 
when the cottage was shipshape and I 
felt that I could prod pigs with the 
requisite air, we decided that it was 
time to call on Parmer Giles. He was 
our neighbour at ^^the big place over 
the hill,” and so far we had not seen 
him. 

“ You go first,” said Joan ; ‘‘ you ’re a 
man. "With your rugged strength you 
can stand the full impact of the bucolic.” 

“Praise,” I said, “unaccustomed 
praise, has an ulterior motive. Where, 
in short, is the catch ? 

“ Oh, nothing — I mean, any^vay, you 
go first and see if you can stand it, 
and I ’ll come along later. Eemember, 
it ’s pronounced * marngle- wurr 2 :le ’ ; and 
ensilage is not a pot-herb.” 

I decided that my boots were thick 
enough, put on my oldest hat and 
selected an ash- plant. 

“Don’t forget a straw to chew,” was 
Joan’s valediction. 

The way seemed clear enough, but it 
was close country, and in fifteen minutes 
I was pretty comprehensively lost. Then 
I encountered the Ancient. He wore a 
smock and his corduroy trousers were 
tied beneath the knees with string. He 
was sitting on a stile and smoking a 
pipe that insulted the morning. 

“ Morning, Dad,” I said. 

He touched his forelock. “ Marning, 
zur.” 


“ Gan you show me the way to Giles’ 
farm ? ” 

“Oh, ay, Giles’ varm — ^you mean 
the big place yon ? ” 

“ I suppose it ’s over yonder. Giles’ 
place.” 

“Ay, ay. ’E varms in a big way 
do ’e.” 

“ Yes, yes. Which way is it ? ” 

“A warm man, Giles, so volks zay.” 

“Possibly. How can I reach his 
place?” 

“ Yevr want to know ■where ’er be ? 
W^ell, lookee, yew go deown yonder by 
brook. Then yew turn zharpish to yer 
right by Mart Copley’s pinfold. Arter 
that it ’s no more than a goodish step 
till yew reach the fordrough. Then I 
want zay but yew mid ’ave tew be a bit 
cunning-like. If yew take an eye-shot 
between Tovey’s barn and ’is oat-stack 
yew ’ll just zee the ‘ Owl and Ham ’ at 
Mug worthy cross-roads. , . 

And so on. The copious flood of 
direction flowed unchecked. Prom time 
to time coming up to breathe I said, 
“ I see,” or “ Yes, 3^es.’* When I ’d been 
reduced to “ Quite ” he made a conces- 
sion to my weakness, 

“I’ll allow it’s zummat moitherin.’ 
I’d cum wi’ ye, but I’m tolerable 
wambly i’ the legs. Howsumdever, yew 
kin alius ask summan else.” 

It seemed an idea. And with it came 
the chance to put it into effect. The 
approaching figure was of some mag- 
nificence. I was conscious of a plus- 


four suit that hung beautifully, brogues 
that shone with subdued splendour and 
a hat of exactly the right age. In one 
of the waistcoat-pockets was a fountain- 
pen and a small slide-rule, 

I discarded the straw and tried to 
hide my feet beliind each other; but 
the one in front was ahvays in front, so 
to speak. 

“ Can you direct me to Giles’ farm ? ” 

I said. 

“None better; my name is Giles.” 

“M’m, yes,” I said. “Just looking 
you up, y’ know.” 

“ Good of you. I ’m on my way home 
now,” 

Disregarding in their entirety the 
old man’s instructions, we reached the 
farm in fifteen minutes. As we reached 
the gates Giles was sajdng, “ I ’m old- 
fashioned, I suppose; I like Anatoue 
Fbance myself ...” 

I missed the rest in dodging a big 
tank-lorry. 

“ Hello ! ” I said, “ buy your petrol in 
bulk?” 

“ Oh, no ; that’ s the milk- tank. Glass- 
lined, you know, saves handling. Per- 
haps you ’d like to see the dairy ? ” 

I thanked him, but I was a bib quiet 
until w^e reached the farmyard. 

It was a delightful bit of rural Eng- 
land. On the one hand was the wind- 
mill— of stainless steel. Above the house 
was a cage aerial. Power-wires ran ! 
overhead and were tapped off to pumps, 1 
chaff-cutters and the like. Beyond the ; 
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W'lfe (jiist returned). “I ran into a wretched telephone-box.” 
Husband. “Good heavens! Anyone see you?” 

Wife. “rORTUNATELY NO— THE POLICEMAN WAS IN IT,” 


yard something lanky and inhuman was 
stacking hay. 

Happy rustics were going about their j 
accustomed tasks. One was fitting new 
brushes to a dynamo ; another was fett- 
ling up a tractor with a stethoscope and 
feeler-gauge. The local water-diviner 
was adjusting his torsion-balance. A 
rosy-cheeked maid passed us bearing a 
tray of test-tubes. The summer air was 
filled with the soft hum of milk-separ- 
ators. 

With just a glance at the switch-board 
and aneroid we passed through the 
laboratory into the dairy. 

It was high and white and tiled, with 
something of a public bath about it 
and something ot a hospital. A faint 
smell of antiseptics gave the note. 
Under the roof were gas-filled bulbs and 
electric fans. Beyond a further door 
one saw cooling-tanks and a sterilizer. 
In one corner was a gramophone. 
White-clothed figures — ^looking remark- 
ably like surgeons — ^moved silently over 
a floor laid with rubber. 

’ The cows themselves looked a bit 
out of the picture. Still one felt that 
I the milk would be extracted quite pain- 
i lesdy. 

I to say something. Hang it all 1 
. I wouldn't he overwhelmed. 


‘‘ A bit skinny, aren't they? ” 

“Milkers. Can't have milk and meat. 

‘ Nothing for nothing in this life,' as I 
say to my brother when he grouses over 
the prices of quartz lamps.” 

“H’m. Thegramophone,no'vv ; that’s 
for dairy-hops, I suppose ? ” 

“That 's for milking-time. Pays for 
itself and more. Point- three- six of a 
gallon per cow per week.' Like to see 
my production curves ? ” 

I didn’t really want to, but they got 
me out of that mausoleum. On our way 
to the house we passed a rustic — a real 
rustic with a smock — who was setting 
down a yoke. I pointed to the pails. 

“ What 's that ? ” I said. 

“ Pig-swill.” 

“ Honest-to-goodness pig-swill ? No- 
thing synthetic ? ” 

“No.” 

“Thanks; I thought it might be 
serum or thyroid or something. What 's 
he doing with it ? ” 

“Just putting it under the ultra- 
violet.” 

“ He would be.” 

As we entered the panelled hall a 
slim girl looked up from a mellow- 
sounding baby-grand. 

“Jess,” said Giles, “this is our new 
neighbour — my sister.” 


“ How d' you do ? ” she said. “ Don't 
you think Kavel ought to be skinned ? 
I don't know why I stick him, but they 're 
keen at the Guildhall. I think I shall 
have a stab at some of the old johnnies 
— Master Eichaed Byrd, say.” 

“ It would go well here.” 

“ Sure thing. Costume stuff, wigs 
by Blankson. It 'd be a rag for Christ- 
mas.” She turned on Gi’es. “ Where 's 
the two-seater ? ” 

“Bill has it.” 

“ Bill 's the pink limit. Now I shan’t 
get my shingle-trim, and these people 
coming to-night. By the way,” to me, 
“would you and your opposite number 
care to breeze in ? ” 

“Thanks awfully.” 

“I suppose you've got your glad 
kit ? ” 

“ Er — ^no, we 'd hardly thought ” 

Giles was reassuring. “ Don't worry. 
It 's only the ordinary crush. Anyway, 
there’ll be another chap in civvies. 
Coming down about a hot-air turbo- 
blower for drying my stacks. He’ll 
talk about the wrong models, of course, 
but I ’ll put him wise. Sojiie of these 
chaps have sense — even engineers,” 
“I'll bet you forgot those valves,” 
said the shingled one. 

“ You 've lost.” 
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Good I now we're fixed. If Lon- 
don 's no more than 'ish we '11 get Paris 
or Berlin." 

“Wench," said Giles, “'what of a 
cordial ? " 

“ Anon, Sir. 1 11 to the still-room," 

“ Thank Heaven for that," I though L ; 
and visioned sloe-gin, cowslip-wine, 
even mead. Silly, of course. 

My host was talking of high sugar- 
content in beet when she returned with 
glasses and shaker. 

“Manhattan? Monkey-gland? Bol- 
shie’ s B lush ? Perhaps you prefer plain 
Gin and It?" 

“ I ’m a simple Londoner — Gin and 
It, thanks." 

When the cocktails w’ere fini Jied I 
rose to go. 

“Thanks for everything," I said. 
“And now I'm off to get a taste of 
Old England — to look up our old friend 
on the stile — you know — where we 
met." 

“'Oh, him,” said Giles. “He’s an 
actor — resting.” • 

“ An actor 1 I mean to say ; ■ • I 
thought they rested near Leicester 
Square ? " 

“No, poor chap, he really is resting. 
Acted in one of those Devonshire things 
for three years and cracked up under 
it. Don’t wonder." 

I extended a shaking hand and bade 
farew^elL 

And, hang it all ! his name really was 
Giles. ■ 

A WEEKS^ WEEK. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — As I write, plans 
are afoot in my native city here for a 
I civic week in 1930. Alieady we have 
as annual institutions Canada Week, 
Dog Week, Charities Week — but a re- 
cital would tire you. We have dozens 
of such w’eeks in our year. 

In addition there are the conventions. 
The Federated This and the Amalgam- 
ated That, the Society for the Preven- 
tion of Something and the Something i 
or Other Defence League, with hosts of | 
others, descend from time to time upon 
us and run riot in speech-making and 
banqueting for days on end. 

All of which is very good for the city 
because much money is spent on these 
occasions. 

But I have a secret dread, Mr. Punch. 
I am afraid of the consequences attend- 
ant upon a clashing of dates between 
the Navy Week and the No More War 
League's Convention or between the 
Anti - Vivisectionists and the British 
Association. It is awful to contemplate 
the position of the local dignitary who 
is due to welcome the delegates of the 
Associated Bricklayers and who reads 
the speech prepared for delivery to the 
Taxpayers' Union in which he supports 


a motion for the abolition of the hous- ! 
ing subsidy. 

The point which I am trying to make 
is that, with so many conventions and 
weeks in a year, some overlapping is 
inevitable, wnth such tragic results as 
the clashing of the E.S.P.C.A. Week 
with Eat Week. But I would not write 
to you unless I had a remedy for this. 
Here it is : — , 

A simple clearing-house for dates 
should be established amongst organ- 


isers, secretaries and the like where 
dates and towns could be apportioned 
to delegations and “weeks" in such a 
way that unfortunate collisions could 
be avoided. The simplest method, I 
suggest, is to organise a Weeks’ Week 
to enable “weeks" and delegation or- 
ganisers to sort out their various dates. 

Is it too late to have a Weeks’ Week 
I for dates during 1980? 
j I am. Your lifelong admirer, 

1 Pro Bono PubiiIco. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

‘'The Four Feathers” (OaeIiTOn). 

OoRsiDEEiNG how loDg ago Mr. 
Mason’s romantic masterpiece, The 
Four Feathers, was written, and how 
long the producers of films have tesn 
ransacking modern and ancient litera- 
ture for plots and motives, it is remark- 
able that this famous epic of cowardice, 
or rather of reluctant militancy, has 
only just reached the movie theatre. It 
is further remarkable that, an old- 
fashioned silent picture, it should have 
had to wait until talkies had become 
the mode; and remarkable again that 
so absorbing is the story that no one 
notices that it is in any way out-of-date. 
I did not regret the absence of speech ; 
nor could speech have made it more 



LEADING MAAIMALS: (a) A SAMPLE 
HEEO— 

impressive. Bather, I think, less so; 
for we should have missed those pauses 
brought by the captions which give 
a moment for collecting our thoughts 
and wondering what will come next. 

The directors have taken every advan- 
tage of the flexibility of their medium 
and have apparently been authorised 
by Messrs. Zukor and Lasky to spare 
no expense. What an army of Soudan- 
ese, thousands strong, mounted on white 
camels, costs to hire, I have no idea ; but 
they have paid it. What it costs to 
build a fort in the desert and man it 
with soldiers and then bring a British 
regiment to relieve it, I have no idea ; 
but they have paid it. And with the 
aid of the Almighty Dollar they have 
managed to get within the focus of their 
camera a horde of apes, and first to 
nearly bum them in a jungle fire kindled 
, in the interests of Mr. Mason^s pen and 
then to nearly drown them through 


the falling of a bridge, destroyed to the 
same end. They have furthermore got 
discipline into a flock of hippopotami, 



(6) HEEOINE— 


who dive and dive with such docility 
that they defeat their own ends and we 
are almost led to the suspicion, fatal to 
illusion, that they are the same ones 
doing it over and over again. Not, 
however, the apes — all their panic is 
authentic enough. - 

B ut, you will ask, why should there be 
this Cheery Keaston element in The 
Four Feathers 7 Because Fever sham, 
the hero, and Captain Trench are escap- 
ing from the slave-market, and these 
fauna emphasize theirperils : the hippos 
in fact first overturn their canoe and 
then drive their pursuers back. For 
the story, which most people have read, 



makes it necessary that Feversham^ 
whose nature revolts against man-to- 
man carnage and who, when the war 
in the Soudan broke out, resigned from 


the army and received a white feather 
from each of his three brother-officers 
and from his fiancee, should give those 
feathers back in circumstances of a 
finer courage than his ordinary regi- 
mental duties would have demanded 
from him. Hence his presence with 
Trench in the jungle ; hence his taking 
over the command of the fort when 
another of his friends is wounded and 
mutiny is afoot ; hence his single- 
handed conquest of the rebel chief. 
Three feathers are by that time can- 
celled out, and later we see him in 
England being decorated with the V.C. 
and again welcomed to the arms of her 
who gave him the fourth. 

The acting is worthy of the lavish 
setting. Mr. Bighaed Arlen as Fever- 



^ AND SOME OF THE SUPERS. 
Harry Feversliam . . Me. Hichaed AeliiN 
Ethne Eustace .... Miss Eay Weay. 
Lieut. Durrance . . . 3Mr. Clive Beook. 

sham (whose father is so curiously like 
M. Beiand) is equally persuasive both 
in dejection and in triumph : but he has 
been made to pause a little too long in two 
moments of intense stress when action 
is imperative — once when he must fly 
from the slaver, and again when he 
must doff the commander’s coat. Mr. 
Olive Brook (on this occasion not a 
principal) plays Lieutenant Durrance 
with his accustomed gravity and sound 
timing ; and Mr. William Powell is a 
convincing Trench, both bearded and 
shaven. As for Miss Fay Weay as the 
fiancee, not even her late-Vietorian bustle 
can mar her charm and beauty ; and it 
is sad to think that, save for a minute 
or two at the beginning and a minute 
right at the end, the film is sternly 
male. 

I must add a word of praise to one 
of the unnamed performers, a most 
, capable monkey, but for whose agility 





4 Li i ^ 
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Visiter . “DOESK’X YOUB BABY TALK?’* 

Mother. “Of cdurse, but not in public. He has a horror of being misquoted.'* 


and understanding Fevershem would 
never have broken into the Black Pit 
of Omdurman where the bearded Trench 
lay moaning for water. 

The miscellaneous part of the pro- 
gramme, which had some second-rate 
things in it and was too heavily Ameri- 
canised, was notable for a trick drummer 
(engaged to amuse a school where the 
scholars were of an astonishing ripe- 


CHILLINGHAM. 


The wdld white bulls of Chillingham, 
These are the lords of Tyne ; 
Northumberland’s proud Percies 
Can boast no older line ; 

The castle w^alls of Wark worth, 
Grown grey with wind and rain, 
Are young beside the ranges 

"Where these old kings have lain. 


When bull meets bull in onset 
And horn is clashed on horn, 
Theirs are the lists of toxmney 
By age-old herds up-torn. 


and for one of those animated 


cartoons belonging to the ge^ire of Felix. 
In this one, however, the cat was away 
and the mice were at play. Never have 
I seen anything cleverer, and the delight 
of the audience was, I hope, a true indi- 
cation that a revival of this kind of 
amusing ingenuity is upon us. The 
film is an Ideal, and the artist, who is 
anonymous, has an advantage over 
Mr. Pat Sullivan, the creator of Felix, 
in that sound accompaniment enables 
him to make his super-mice musical as 
w^elL as incredibly acrobatic. I must 
pursue these resourceful rodents. 

e.v.l. I 


The wild white bulls of Chillingham 
The rosy dawns saliite, 

Leading the wild white heifers 
With snowy calves at foot. 

The woodland is their stable, 

The bracken glade their byre, 

No herdsman drives them homeward 
Across the sunset fire. 


The wild white bulls of Chillingham, 
When slo^v comes dowm the night, 
Pade out into the shadows 

Like wraiths that pass from sight ; 
But always I shall see them, 

And night can never hide 
The herd that stamped the fern-roots 
Before King Alfred died. 

^¥.H.O. 


“The conditions for the lace were almost 
perfect. . . *. The sky was a vivid tortoise 
— Bcim't in Irish Pa^er of Schneider 
Trophy Contest. 

So often on our seaboard it is just turtle 
grey. 


The wdld white bulls of Chillingham 
They make no truce wdth man ; 
Their breed has walked in freedom 
Since Britain’s life began. 

The sOwm land of the valleys 
May feed our show-bred steers, 
But these have held their pasture 
Beyond the count of years. 


“Hidden from the Crowd. 

As it was wrapped in brown paper, the 
crowd which had collected outside the Office 
of Works was unable to see ^Yhat it was like.” 

Daily Paper. 

This seems to be the latest method of 
keeping Government offices clean while 
officials are away on holiday. 


The dust of many a battle 

Has browned them, crest and flank ; 
The thunder of their challenge 
Has rung from bank to bank ; 


“ A Stepney man who fell from a roof found 
himself at Park Royal Hospital in a bed next 
to a friend who had a similar accident a fort- 
night before .” — Evening Paj>cr. 

Eve herself could hardly have fallen 
more neatly than that. 


Topical Definition of Genius : An 
infinite capacity for scraping panes. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

‘‘The Misdoings op Charley Peace ” 
(Ambassadors). 

Mr. Edward Percy’s hero is not the 
sort of person that the D,N,B, concerns 
itself with, so one cannot comfortably 
check the proportions of cold fact and 
happy invention in his chronicle in 
eleven scenes. This chronicle business 
is setting in with increasing severity, 
and the more one studies it, from Shake- 
speare downwards, the more one is 
convinced that selected incidents and 
moments of time shaped to a climax tell 
us more of the playwright’s characters 
and achieve a greater intensity of 
dramatic effect than incident heaped on 
incident, however true to the facts and 
the historical sequence of 
the facts. 

And here I had better 
confess that in spite of this 
academic bias in favour of 
selection I found that Mr. 

PERcy’s chronicle held my 
interested attention through- 
out. He has contrived to 
invest his hero with some- 
thing of the dignity of the 
true figure of tragedy, mak- 
ing him a man conscious of 
exceptional ability and angry 
with a world that offers him 
no opportunity for the exer- 
cise of it: a man too witli 
more than a touch of mad- 
ness — exulting in danger for 
the sake of the excitement 
of it and recklessly confiding 
in his skill and resourceful- 
ness to outwit the slow 
guardians of law and order, 
to prosecute his private lusts 
and revenges, to beat down 
any opposition to his will. 

And then he seems to have set to work 
to undermine his own achievement. 

The chronicle begins with Peace in his 
seeming innocent framer’s and gilder’s 
shop in Shefiield; Peace playing his 
violin ; chattering affectionately to his 
caged pets ; fooling with soft unctuous 
words the clergyman whose plate is 
concealed in the safe behind the sliding 
picture, making fierce love to his neigh- 
bour’s wife and savagely menacing his 
neighbour; terrorising his own faithful 
i2ann^7i— unwilling but steadfast accom- 
plice — and her son* Next we have the 
episode of the wantonly unnecessary 
killing of the constable at Whalley 
Eange; then Peace back in his shop 
stricken with fear rather than remorse ; 
attending the trial of the two youths for 
the murder and hearing not unmoved 
hut accepting without protest the con- 
demnation of one of them ; outwitting 
(not very plausibly) the detectives in 


the Hull eating-house whither Hannah 
and the boy have fled ; masquerading 
as Mr, Thompson,'' inventor and man 
of means, and swaggering before his 
admiring friends, and again a little too 
easily outwitting the police ; at home 
in his Peckham villa savaging his new 
mistress with a lion- trainer’s vrhip ; 
captured on one of his little nocturnal 
exhibitions ; betrayed by his mistress 
for the hundred pounds reward ; fooling 
his escort and leaping from the express 
that is taking him to Sheffield for trial ; 
recaptured on the line too badly injured 
by his fall to escape; examined by a 
Sheffield magistrate and snarling like a 
wounded beast at counsel and hostile 
witnesses ; and finally in the 


con- 


demned cell on his last evening of life, 



HEJREDITY. 

Charley , “My father cracked a good whip,* and 1 ’jm a bit of 

A CRACKSMAN TOO ! ” 

Willie Ward .... Mr. Bodney Millington. 

Charley Peace . . . Mr. Oswald Dale Roberts. 
Hannah Peace . . . Miss Alex Frizell. 

friendly with his jailers, reconciled with 
Hannah and on seemingly excellent 
terms with his Maker. Certainly we 
get good measure. 

The production, by Mr. Eeginald 
Denham, is a feat of sound' stagecraft 
— well-planned and effective scenes 
assembled and dismantled with com- 
mendable despatch; a feat which is 
duly recognised in the programme by 
capital letters twice as high as those 
employed for the name of that rela- 
tively unimportant person the author ! 

The piece was frankly played, perhaps 
definitely designed, as arobustious melo- 
drama of the Surrey-side type. Or per- 
hapsnot quite frankly or quite definitely. 

The part of Charley Peace was in the 
main seriously written and seriously 
played. The humour in general was 
tactfully imparted and not overstressed. 

But there were some disastrously un- 
plausible features which destroyed the 


balance and made obscure the author’s 
intention. The air of furtive guilt with 
which the criminal entered the Hull 
shop would have given him away to a 
half-witted charwoman ; it didn’t strike 
us as likely that a shabby villainous- 
looking tradesman could transform him- 
self behind a newspaper into a bene- 
volent grey-whiskered magistrate in the 
presence of two detectives in the same 
eating-house; the method of burgling 
the Blaokheath house by turning the 
light on full in each room visited (no 
doubt a temporary aberration of the pro- 
ducer seduced by lighting effects) was 
not a very likely technique for a criminal 
who had so long defied detection. And 
various other persistent attempts of the 
suspect to give himself away could not 
all be plausibly explained by 
the reckless vanity of the 
criminal. They w^ere per- 
haps underlinings made on 
the flattering calculation 
that audiences have only the 
most rudimentary intelli- 
gence. 

This means that Mr. Dale 
Egberts* performance was 
vigorous, varied and “power- 
ful ” rather than subtle. It 
was always interesting. And 
it was, needless to say, the 
fattest of fat parts. The 
general level of the acting 
was admirable. One must 
particularly note Miss Alex 
Erizell’s sombre Hannah, 
and Miss Dorie Sawyer’s 
Kate Dyson; a quietly 
humorous study of “ Mr, 
Thompson's" credulous 
friend Mr, Forsey Brion, 
by Mr. Stafford Hill- 
iard; and Mr. Whitmore 
Humphreys’ brief interlude 
as the wrongly condemned youth, 
Williafn Habron, which was genuinely 
moving. In general, curiously, the 
effect was not one of horror or pro- 
ductive of moral indignation. It was 
rather a jolly affair. We were all quite 
affectionately disposed towards this 
most pitiless of villains by the end of 
this long record of highly irregular and 
anti-social conduct, and inclined to de- 
plore the fact of hisimpendingexecution. 
Mr. Percy has, in fact, joined the ami- 
able order of wbitewashers. I must 
now go and look up the facts about 
this legendary figure and bogey of my 
infancy. T, 

“Eomeo and Juliet ” (The Old Vic). 

They are such resolute Bardolaters at 
the Old Vic that, acting (I imagine) on 
a bare hint in the Prologue — “the two 
hours’ traffic of our stage ” — they raced 
through their romantic unsophisticated 
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tragedy and were just beaten at the 
post. This suited well the witty, bawdy, 
impetuous Merciitio, especially as Mr. 
Gyees Isham has a tongue well trained 
for swift and audible speech. (I won- 
dered a lit tie, hearing with frankpleasure 
that saucy merchant’s ” unbridled 
comments, that Miss Lilian Baylis has 
not been hauled before the beak and the 
acting-scrip impounded and lodged in 
the safe at New Scotland Yard. But of 
course we live under a freer Government 
now 1) 

Even so, the headlong pace disturbed 
our enjoyment of the fantastic em- 
broideries of the Queen Mah theme. 
And I would cheerfully sacrifice textual 
integrity and jettison the quite unin- 
telligible jokes oE serving-men, mus- 
icians and others, with not a little of 
the bombast of some of the hero’s, and 
(if it be not blasphemous) the heroine’s 
cruder speeches to allow more time for 
the moments of real romantic beauty. 
Nor indeed is everyone of the company 
naturally gifted or sufficiently trained 
to be audible in these steeplechasing 
exercises ; and textual completeness 
without audibility is surely mere for- 
malism. 

It seemed to me that our new Borneo 
(Mr. John Gielgud) and Jtiltet (Miss 
Ad^ile Dixon) were severely handi- 
capped by the chosen method. Miss 
Dixon makes a very charming picture 
and speaks her lines musically. She does 
not give much impression of hidden 
fires — Juliet, in such an age with such 
an unreticent nurse, was not at all 
like a well-behaved pre- War maiden 
of Surbiton. And if it was her pro- 
ducer that told her to speak one of 
her speeches into the crook of her 
arm with her back turned to the 
audience he made an error of judg- 
ment. 

Mr. John Gielgud was not, I 
think, quite the ardent lovesick 
stripling of our imagination. Ho 
was adequate in elocution (occa- 
sionally a little noisy), spirited in 
movement ; but there was no qual- 
ity of rapture in his wooing. Per- 
haps a course of Tchehov and 
other stark realism has bred the 
romantic out of him. 

Miss Maetita Hunt’s Nurse was 
a most intelligent and indeed a 
subtle — as distinguished from the 
more customary broad — ^perform- 
ance. Here was a living and cred- 
ible person, not a mere figure of 
fun and naughtiness; and naturally 
Mr. Beembeb Wiims competently 
and enthusiastically filled out the 
part of Friar Laurence and made of 
him a genuine human padre, with 
perhaps just a little too much of that 
dubious clerical virtue — ^heartiness. 


The rash Tybalt (Mr. Donald Wolfit), 
more plausibly Italianate than the rest, 
spat the venom of vendetta tlirough 
passionately^ compressed lips and was 
pleasantly in the picture. I liked too 



AN EXTENDED GOOD-NIGHT. 
Borneo .... Me. John Gielgud. 
Jxiliet .... Miss Ad^le Dixon. 

the easy speech and graceful carriage of 
Benvoho (Mr. Eeanois Jambs). Mr. Eric 
Adeney’s fussy old Capulet stressed the 
humours of the part and had the re- 
ward of his audience’s ready laughter. 
Tbs setting is simple to the point of 



A NUNLIKE-IiOOKING NURSE TAKING 
THE YAIL. 

Knr&e . . . MiSS Martita Hunt. 
Borneo . . . Mr. John Gielgud. 


austerity. Perhaps tbe plain wdiite cur- 
tain before which the short interludes 
were played was a thought too austere. 
But we are nothing if not modernist at 
the Old Yic. And we do genuinely, I 
think, enjoy our SmiKESPEABE. T. 

“The Calendar*’ (Wyndh-Im’s), 

Hillcott, the butler in Mr. Edgar 
Wallace’s last-born play, who was a 
burglar before he buttled, was import- 
ant not only for that but because he 
created a link between the dramatist’s 
former and latter veins ; between the 
author of a thousand crimes and the 
giver of a thousand winners, between 
Mr. Wallace of the undei world and 
Mr. Wallace of Newmarket Heath. For 
The Calendar is The Bacmg Calendar. 
No blood drips and no grisly phantoms 
move across a darkened stage. The 
whole cast remains alive from the begin- 
ning to the end. Horses, not corses, are 
the theme, and we do not even see the 
horses, as we used to do at Drury Lane, 
paraded behind the footlights for spect- 
acular effect. No' doubt Mr. Edgar 
Wallace could have provided dozens 
of them if necessary. But he was well 
advised not to do so. They might have 
diverted our attention from Hillcott, 
whom I regard as tbe greatest butler 
whom the stage has ever seen — a butler 
sans ^eur et sails reproclie. 

He took no notice whatsoevei*, this 
Hillcott, of the presence of his master’s 
guests, but treated them with a scorn 
lie made no effort to disguise. When 
he wanted to call their attention he 
did it with a low and vulgar whistle. 
With silent ferocity he brought 
whisky-and-soda into the room. I 
do not know how many jewels he 
had stolen in his criminal past, but 
every speech that came from his 
lips was a rope of pearls. 

I will turn, though I find it diffi- 
cult, from HiTlcott to the story of 
the plot. 

Ciayry Anson, employer of Hill- 
cott, in a fit of financial depression 
toys with the notion of having one 
of his horses “pulled ” at Ascot, so 
that it may win elsewhere ; does, 
in fact, go so far as to send a note 
to a lady w’hom he fondly fancies 
to be his greatest friend, telling her 
not to back the animal. Brought j 
back to sanity by the advice of a 
benevolent bookmaker, he sends 
the lady a second missive, written 
this time on a liundred-pound note 
{Hillcott provides the pencil, which 
he had stolen from the milkman, 
and insists on having it returned 
to him), and this time tells her that 
the horse vrill run to win. The horse 
runs second. Garry Anson loses the 
few thousands that remain to him 
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to gamble with, and then asks Lady 
Panniford for the nest-egg of twenty- 
thousand which he bad made over to 
her to keep for him when he began his 
racing career. To his horror, and in- 
deed to that of the audience, she denies 
all knowledge of the arrangement and 
declares that the money was a gift. She 
had a drunken brute of a husband, and 
up to this point has seemed likely to be 
virtuous and ill-used. When Gariy 
threatened her with legal proceedings 
she pointed out that two can play at 
that game. She has his note, written 
at Ascot, in which he clearly stated that 
his horse was not to run fair. If he 
presses her, she will send this note to 
the Stewards of the Jockey Club. 

By a fine stroke of irony, Garry now 
receives 'the news that, owing to the 
death of its owner in Central Africa 
before the race started, the other horse 
was disqualified, so that he stands to 
win the money he placed on his own. 
Lady Panmford, however, whose mo- 
tives for so much vindictiveness are not 
made abundantly clear, was as good as 
her word, and Garry has to face the 
Stewards — a solemn and most impres- 
sive f)iece of ritual, splendidly acted and 
convincing in every line. They take 
his evidence. They take the evidence 
of the trainer and jockey. All tell the 
truth except when it might incriminate 
one of the others ; for both trainer and 
jockey had, for a short time on the 
eventful morning, been pledged to run 
foul. Then Lady Panniford gives evi- 
dence. The Stewards, behaving in such 
a gentlemanly manner that it must be 
seen to be believed, decide that there 
is nothing for it but to warn Garry 
Anson off the Turf, 

This is the end, then. He must sell 
his horses, buy a villa in Florence and 
leave everything he likes for evermore. 
But no, there is one chance. The 
hundred-pound bank-note on which he 
told Lady Panniford of his changed in- 
tentions. That probably survives. The 
words on it were written, as Hillcott 
points out, with an indelible pencil, so 
that it would not be very convenient to 
negotiate. Most likely she had it locked 
up in her bedroom safe. This safe Gairy 
Anson and the benevolent bookmaker 
set out to burgle, relying of course on 
Hillcott* s professional advice. And 
what befell them, and hov^Lady Panni- 
ford was discomfited, I will not say. 
The end is so neat that to blab would 
spoil it all. 

Mr. Edgae Wallace has made a re- 
markably ingenious play out of this not 
too probable story. The success of it de- 
pends upon amazingly good and realistic 
acting throughout. I had seen Mr. 
Gobuon Harker as a crib-cracker, I 
fancy, before, and found him excellent. 


As a domesticated door-opener I find 
him better still. The unrelaxed and 
contemptuous grimness of his features 
was a constant delight. 

John Dory, the kindly bookmaker, 
was also a pleasant fancy of Mr. Wal- 
lace's, very agreeably carried out by 
Mr. Alfred Drayton. Mr. OwenNares 
naturally had no difficulty in making us 
like him as Gairy Anson, a part perhaps 
too easy for his powers. I think Miss 
Cathleen Nesbitt's part would have 
been easier to play if Lady Panniford 
had been made a somewhat faster and 
harder type. As it was she made Lady 
Panniford so attractive at the beginning 
that her diabolical meanness was a little 
difficult to remember even at the end. 
I daresay that a drunken brute of a 
husband is a simple role, but Mr. Nigel 
Bruce- put some very nice touches into 
it, and the Stewards of the Jockey Club, 
as I said before, were every inch of them 
sporting gentlemen and peers. 

Considered seriously, no doubt, the 
dramatic interest of the play depends 
on the curious assumption that there is 
something more intrinsically heroic in 
running race-horses fairly and gambling 
on the Turf than in, say, throwing dice 
or making honest entries for a roller 
canary competition. Which is of course 
not logically sound. But why coasider 
these things seriously ? Evoe. 

Another Impeading Apology, 

‘ ‘ Last Thursday night Major Ava b lis Leiie cl 

to with great attention at open-air meetings 
held at Coalsnaughtou and Tilly. 

He is as virulent and trenchant as he over 
was. . . — Scots Paper, 

“He Gums’ School Go., Ltd. . . 

I Advt. Ill Irish Fape^\ 

We know one or two like this. 

Charabancs waiting at the door made toasts 
and speeches alike of short duration. . . .” 

Commercial Paper, 

Happily there were no growlers. 

Onomatopoeia in Journalism. 

“As the train ran into the station the 
majority of the passengers were standing up 
getting their luggage from the rack, and when 
the engine struck the statting 5rbojiJ79pfie . 
z 2 z buffers they were thrown over.” 

Premmeial Paper. 

The bojis certainly seem to have be- 
haved very queerly. 

“ Of course there is always a tendency ‘ to 
cast the moat out of thine brother’s eye while 
one has a beam in thine own.’ ” 

Canadian Textile Journal, 

I Nowadays he will probably be grateful 
if one gets rid of thy drawbridge at the 
same time. 

Smith Minor Again. 

“Paa? in hello means Freedom from indi- 
gestion,”— Amwer. 


RAILWAY MEALS, 

I LOVE all meals, but seldom, I maintain, 
One eats so happily as in a train. 

I am no gourmet to appraise the food ; 
I eat it gratefully, which makes it good. 
And is not much aesthetic pleasure blent 
With cruder joys in that environment? 
Is not the view a wonderful resource, 
Distraction from, or spice for every 
course — 

The verdant vales through which we 
swaying swoop 

While in our plates leaps up the excited 
soup 

(Though tinier billows from our spoons 
perhaps 

Have more success in lighting on our 
laps) ; 

The lovely woodland miles through 
which we swish 

While making much of such a little fisli : 
The distant hills that cannot disappoint 
Whatever disillusion brings the joint ? 
Who, soothed by glimpses of the sunny 
sea, 

In petulance pursues a railway pea ? 

Or who, while past the train green 
meadows glide, 

Attacks in wrath a baked potato's hide ? 
Tea in the train ! Who has not known 
the thrill 

When first be poured a cup witliout a 
spill, 

Or laughed with glee, manoeuvring for 
a sip, 

When up it sprang and splashed his 
nose's tip ? 

Ah ! with what innocent though envious 

joy 

I 've ■watched admiring since I was a 
boy_ 

The dining-car attendants; not one 
speck 

You'll catch them dropping down a 
diner’s neck; 

The left hand for the dish, they in the 
right 

Wield spoon and fork at once with 
graceful sleight. 

(Is there a training-cir where they 
acquire 

Tlie-railway legs that these poor lines 
inspire ?) 

What tact is theirs ! They never seem 
to see 

The crime to which their luncheons 
lower me ; 

For in the train I always, I confess. 
Exceed my rightful share of watercress. 
If neither uplift you can find nor fun 
In railway meals, yet they beguile the 
run ; 

And, carefully extending them, you may 
In comfort gorge the heavy hours away. 

For rne a dining-car has always been 
A satisfaction and a moving scene. 

W. K. H. 
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Mr. FREDERICK LONSDALE. 


behold our swift elusive Fredd\\ 
Whose puppets are so gaVy so ready ; 
Who has us deeply in his debt 
Hy mating merry with T)ebretty^ 
lading an engagement-bool^y 
Is such a trial to the cool^. 


MR. PUNCHES PERSONALITIES — CIV 








Mem'b&t'. “That’s Beixham over there.” 
Visitor, “What’s his handicap?” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

In the making of gnide-books the right kind of bias is 
even more important than the right kind of erudition, and 
the main reason I enjoy exploring a new tract of country in 
company with Mr. A. G. Bradley is that he swerves as 
naturally as a well-aimed bowl towards the beautiful and 
characteristic. What, for instance, is really characteristic 
of South Wales is not coal-fields — ^beyond the smoke-screen 
of the Black Country lie tracts of loveliness unpenetrated. 
These it is the main business of The Romance of Wales 
(Methuen) to describe ; for while a couple of chapters are 
devoted to neglected patches of North Wales and a chapter 
(by way of approach) to Ludlow and the Marches, it is the 
less overt fascination of Brecon, Radnor and the south and 
west coasts that engross the guide and the guided. Here 
— one wonders sadly how much the present book may do 
to destroy them — are roads where the wobbling cyclist of 
Mr. Bradley’s Victorian dreams may still wobble unan- 
nihilated, and sheep-dogs of a yet more primitive civilization 
doze in the sun. And off the roads — ^to be enjoyed perhaps 
by the pedestrian a few years longer — what tracts of moun- 
tain, valley, marsh, forest and coast 1 Tudor manor-houses 
and ruined cloisters occur in remote glades, Norman keeps 
guard passes and fords, white-washed houses of retired 

( Uppers (with fuchsias, one imagines, peering in at their 
(^inaney-pots) stud the beaches. The people, now Welsh- 
now English, are not only interesting in the 


legend Mr. Bradley has so lavishly accumulated; their 
rare contentment with their lot is as striking as their 
courtesy to strangers. There is, I feel, little in this delight- 
ful chronicle to attract the baser sort ; for the discerning 
there is almost everything. 

Miss Naomi Royde-Smith began her career in fiction in 
brilliant but rather uncertain style. Now, however, she 
has got well into her stride. To change the metaphor, 
whereas the earlier manifestations of her talent were dis- 
plays of fireworks which contained a small but noticeable 
proportion of damp squibs, that talent now burns in a clear 
and steady flame. Summer Holiday ; or, Gibraltar (Con- 
STABLE^ is whole literary streets ahead of The Tortoiseshell 
Cat, It is true that were anyone so conscienceless as to 
read its first chapter and then skip directly to its last, he 
would be amazed by the change of atmosphere, for he 
would have jumped from comedy reminiscent — even to the 
chemist’s shop setting — of the lighter and livelier Wells 
sheer into poignant and even violent tragedy. Yet the 
transition is logical and inevitable, and Miss Royde-Smith 
makes it with deft deliberation. Perhaps, if a fault is to 
be found with her, she is a thought too deliberate in her 
method. She has a jANE-like love of precision of detail, 
and sometimes seems to be lingering over detail for its own 
sweet sake. She can spare a whole page to the description 
of the .mechanism and virtues of a patent tooth-brush ; 
though certainly that aid to hygiene plays its part in 
Winnie SJcinner's pathetic story. And, when all is said, a 
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genuinely pathetic story it is, and a 
very interesting one, told with sincerity, 
insight and humour — this little history 
of the love of a provincial chemist's 
daughter for the first violin in the 
orchestra at a seaside hotel, and of the 
fatal end of that luckless passion. 

Walh 

(From Stanley Paul's), 

Written by Miss Constance Smedley, 
Deals with some people rather deadly, 
Concerned with the pursuit of knowiedge 
At a Californian college— 

The wife of a Professor, who 
Philanders with a slant-eyed stu- 
Dent Orientally cilled Wu; 

A mop-haired modern, to my mind 
Of a distinctly boring kind, 
Particularly when he preaches 
Eros and Youth ” in lengthy speeches, 
And others of the type, in short. 

Called “highbrow " by the baser sort. 
These people all are frightfully clever ; 
Like halfpenny books they talk for ever ; 
Their views are wide, their thoughts 
inspiring — 

And yet I find them somewhat tiring. 

The Enchanted Garden and Other 
Stoiies 

Offers a very mixed brew (or stew) — 
Domesticities, sport,, society, 
Business (big and the small 
variety) ; 

Ghosts you can have, or, if haply gore is 
More to your taste, there 's that 
there too. 

A certain air of distinction lights it, 
And but for this we might fail to hail 
With . signs of really genuine 
gratitude 

Its mild surprises and bland 
beatitude. 

Horace Annesley Vachell wuites it ; 
Cassell and Company have it for 
sale. 



Eriend, “ My i 
Young Woman c 


I don't suppose Dance Little Gentle- 
man ! (Hutchinson) would have been 
written if Miss Anita Loos hadn't an- Friend. “ My i 
nounced that gentlemen prefer blondes. Young Woman c 

Mr. Gilbert Frankau sets out to fashionable to bi 
inform us that disappointed middle- - 
aged womeUj married or single, prefer lizards and prefer 
them young, and that there is a career, more or less lucra- 
tive according to capacity, for a personable dancing youth 
who lacks income, spirit, honest passion or the will to work 
by passing from one foolish woman to another in an 
ascending scale of fees and perquisites. Captain Henry St 
Auhin (E.A.S.C. for the last month of the War) by strict 
attention to business progresses from the pens of the 
Palais de Dance to connubial comfort with a Eolls-Eoyce 
and trimmings at Wimbledon. The satire is of the crudest, 
and, if mildly amusing at first, soon becomes tedious, and as 
for the characterisation it is entirely perfunctory and un- 
convincing. The little gentleman is besides an extremely 
tiicsome bore. Perhaps with an eye on the Censor the 
author expresses much less than he seems to imply and 





iliP 




throws no light on a situation which however unpleasant 
might have a real pathological interest if treated %vith a 
fundamental seriousness. 

In the long-expected biography of Alice Meynell (Cape) 
her daughter Viola has performed with a singular felicity 
the difficult task of presenting to the outside w'orld an 
objective portrait of that gracious, distinguished and clois- 
tered lady. As if in fear of betrayal into exaggeration by 
filial bias the biographer employs the indirect method of 
presentation through discreet quotations from her mother’s 
poems, essays, self-revealing and partly self -concealing 
letters, and the letters of her many friends distinguished 
and less distinguished, and of her family — ^with just enough 
of perceptive commentary, fastidiously and often humour- 
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ously phrased— to string the garland together. Outsiders eyes were “light greenish and much too close together,” 
will learn the beautiful secret of the sonnet “Renounce- was stabbed to death in the grounds. Moieover, the Head 
ment ” ; will be given an unexpected glimpse behind the Mistress was with reason and promptitude arrested, and 
scenes of the much-applauded poet and essayist hard at investigations revealed the fact that her past had. been by 
work on the drab business of paragraph-making to boil the no means happy. Not for a moment, however, did two or 
family pot ; will observe the differing methods of genuine three of her assistants believe that she had committed the 
heroine worship of Patmore, Meredith and Thompson, crime, and with the aid of an amateur sleuth they set to work 
and through the well-chosen excerpts will realise the reasons to track down the real villains. Miss Grace M. "White 
for the high place which Mrs. Metneld held in the opinions and H. L. Deakin are new competitors in the field of sen- 
of her contemnoraries. Miss "Vioda Mbxnbll has here also sationalfiction,andtheirpromismgstorywouldhaveheenall 


revealed something of the secret of her mother’s sweet char- the more so if its chase had been conducted at quicker speed, 
acter and of the steadfast devotion of herfriends. Two salient — 

and seemingly contradictory features have been under-em- I regard Miss Agatha Christie as one of our ablest 
phasised: the frank delight in simple pleasures and jests, and writers of sensational fiction; she gives her readers an 
the profound underlying melancholy and incipient doubt exciting and well- controlled run for their money, and her 

which a resolutely held faith — — stories are mysterious with- 

never completely dispeUed. being completely mysti- 

But although Pari- 

I am not among those who (Collins), 

hold that an artist cannot which relates the various 

and should not supply the Ml I adventures of ^two amateur 

wants of a patron or patrons. M’ J-" I ' I I ^ detectives, is amusing 

Most of the world’s best work •! \W fprl > V\\ iPI enough, it lacks the grip 

has been done on these terms, ; I 'i ' and fascination of Miss 

and if artist and patron have Ip' ' I Jil] Christie’s longer novels, 

ceased to educate each other Tj I i —J When Tommy Beresford and 

it is the world’s loss. Even 1 Tuppence for sound 

the American market for the 1| i reasons installed themselves 

English short story need not, s===J — p f in the offices of the Inter- 

I feel, be a necessary instru- national Detective Agency, 

ment of degradation. This I Ml <lecided to follow the 

suggest to comfort Mr, J. D. — ' WSImUSlWl^ / methods of famous sleuths 

Beresford, who seems upset /Sw/V fiction. Thus in one of 

aboutthematter. His owned- “cases” you will find 

lectedshortstoriesfallroughly m im /l/'M I ^ommy imitating Sherlock 

into three categories : those jj||« If ) /‘^i I Holmes, in another Father 

written to capture the market fU m IL III I r Broioji, and so on. Eor my 

at any cost, those written to J ■||||| own part I derived less plea- 

please himself, and those from these imitations 

(poised with extreme skill as than from Albert, the office- 

on Browning’s “dangerous m who was 

edge of things ”) which get ^ gloriously and entertainingly 

in as much Beresford as the himself. Thiscollectionhow- 

Americaneditormighthe sup- contains several cleverly- 

posed to stand without jib- ^ devised stories, of which I give 

bing. These last are the most &WU)t . “The Case of the Missing 

interesting of the series, and J; Lady ” as the prize-winner. 


which a resolutely held faith " 
never completely dispelled. 

I am not among those who 
hold that an artist cannot 
and should not supply the 
wants of a patron or patrons. 
Most of the world’s best work 
has been done on these terms, 
and if artist and patron have 
ceased to educate each other 
it is the world’s loss. Even 
the American market for the 
English short story need not, 

I feel, be a necessary instru- 
ment of degradation. This I 
suggest to comfort Mr. J. D. 
Beresford, who seems upset 
about the matter. His own col- 
lected short stories fall roughly 
into three categories: those 
written to capture the market 
at any cost, those written to 
please himself, and those 
(poised with extreme skill as 
on Browning’s “dangerous 
edge of things”) which get 
in as EQueh Beresford as the 
American editor might he sup- 
posed to stand without jib- 
bing, These last are the most 
interesting of the series, and 
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T T r...i n 1 1 U Neio Chambermaid, “Afore I cleans ^em. Sir, I thought 

I think I could have analped I ought to let you know that you We left your ^ 

their intention even without wooden legs in these Wre boots.” Cameron Wilson, the 

the helpful confidences which author of Bolts from the Blue 

their writer appends as a “conclusion.” Erankly I think it (Wells, Gardner, Darton and Co.), died in action in 
does him good .to give a moiety of his consideration to the France in 1918, and there is in his little novel some of the 
average man or woman. His highly personal fantasies strike quality which marked his posthumous volume of poems, 
me as lacking in inspiration, his conventional magazine- Magpies in Picardy, A young man with ideals of social 
pieces as unduly conventional ; but between these poles lies reform tries to bury himself in a village to write. He 
an admirable range of work, descending from the macabre is shy and unsociable, and the attitude towards him of 
irony of “ Common Humanity,” through excellent scientific different people in the neighbourhood impels him on the 
extravaganza of the Wells type, such as “ The Man Who eve of an operation which be believes will be fatal to write 
Hated Elies,” to capital straight farce like “Professional to six of them letters saying exactly what he thinks of them. 
Pride.” In such pieces Mr. Beresford and his public shake Not all the letters are unfriendly, and one of them reveals 
hands in a fashion creditable to both of them ; and it is the secret of his love. The operation is successful, and the | 
these and their like that render The Meeting Place and Other conclusion, not very unexpected, may be imagined, but the 
Stories (Faber and Faber) a book to read and re-read. story is told with a distinction which makes one regret that 

the author, once an occasional contributor to Mr. Punch’s 

The scene of The Square Mark (Methuen) is laid in and pages, can write no more, 
around a girls’ school, where Miss Hamilton, who tells the ■ 

story, was Games Mistress. Bellingford Court was a pros- « John ’s Excellent Mixture of Hardy Spring Bloomers.” 

perous and very respectable establishment until, on the Fratn Dutch Seedsman's List. 

ev^WVg of the school’s annual garden-party, a man, whose Flannel is of course quite the best soil for some seeds. 
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At a Somerset auction thirty Exmoor 
sheep were purchased on behalf of Mr. 
Lloyd George for an experiment on 
one of his farms, which is expected to 
result in new methods of keeping the 
Liberal Party together. 

It is claimed that bathing-dresses can 
now be made of wood. Diogenes, the 
earliest devotee of tubbing, discovered 
this long ago. ,,, ,,, 

A Candidate who has been defeated 
three times as a Liberal notifies his inten- 
tion to stand as a Socialist. He feels 
that he has given Liberalism a fair 
trial. ... 


Mr. L. S. Amery’s mountaineering 
feats are said to have 
won the admiration of 
Canadians. Yet the 
Opposition is accused 
of inertia. 

i'fi 

The inclusion of the 
PiRST Lord of the Ad- 
miralty and the Par- 
liamentary Secretary 
TO THE Admiralty in 
the Government bowls 
team which played the 
Civil Service the other 
day is regarded as evi- 
dence that the Drake 
spirit is not dead, 

:Ic ^ 

“ Egypt,’’ says apoli- 
tical writer, “has alw^ays 
been one of the bees in 
Mr. Churchill’s bon- 
net.” We had not real- 
ised that the ex-ChancelLor of the Ex- 
chequer included a bonnet in his famous 
collection of headgear, 

sjc 

Lord Longford has declared his belief 
that the English language will one day 
be abolished in Ireland. Mr. St. John 
Ervine, on the other hand, holds the 
opinion that it is not now spoken in 
any country but Ulster. 

In the course of an affray which 
followed a football match in Germany 
the centre-forward of the winning 
team was belaboured with the umbrella 
of the mother of an opposing half- 
back. This sort of thing is manifestly 
unfair to players who have neglected 
to bring their mothers with them. 

A young woman-novelist is reported 
as saying that she would give the little 
finger of her left hand for a good notice 
by Mr. Arnold Bennett in The Even- 
ing Standard, We feel sure, however, 


that Mr. Bennett is not to be bribed 
with amputated digits. 

The recommendation of the Council 
of the National Federation of Associated 
Paint, Colour and Yarnish Manufac- 
turers that prices should be increased 
has cast a gloom over Chelsea. 

Mr. W. T. Tjlden is sliortly to appear 
in a star part at a Loudon theatre, but 
there is no confirmation of the rumour 
that he will also write dramatic critic- 
isms. ... 

A Wiilesden woman admitted to the 
magistrate that she threw a plate at 
her husband because he read a news- 
paper at the dinner-table. As the name 
of the paper is not given it is difficult 
to say whether there was justification. 


for Wiilesden, because, after hst3ning in 
vain for anything funny enough to make 
a cat langh, the animal walked out, 

A film depicting the dairying industry 
is to be shown. We trust nobody will 
call it a chalkie. 

In a report of an animal horse-show 
in the Midlands mention is made of the 
falling-off in some of the classes. This 
is generally incidental to the juiihging 
classes.' .... , 

Mr. A. Y. x^LEXANDER complahis of 
the increasing tendency to lengthen the 
week-end. Its effects are seen in the 
growing number of people who are sxib- 
ject to that “Tuesday ” feeling. 



Another striking example op the way in which the car is 
replacing the horse in the streets op London to-day. 


k City rector has found a mole in his 
garden and is mystified 
as to how it got there. 
Our theory is that it; 
used the Underground 
route. ... 

A writer reminds us 
that Napoleon was very 
fond of oysters. It is 
even thought that he 
would have had better 
luck had the Battle of 
Waterloo been fought 
in a month with an “r” 
in it. 


Whilst repairing the 
ceiling of a bank a man 
slipped and fell on the 
counter. It ’s a nasty 
place in which to lose 
one’s balance. 


Mile. Teresa de Landa, the “Beauty 
Queen ” of Mexico, who recently shot 
her husband, says she doesn’t know wliy 
she did it. Perhaps she thought it was 
a good idea at the time. 

A correspondent in a contemporary 
suggests that long-distance trains should 
have an engine at each end. The added 
attraction would be that all passengers 
could be seated with their backs to the 
engine. 

“ Do Cocktails Make Good Mothers ? ” 
— title of article in morning paper. We 
cannot say, but we know many mothers 
who make good cocktails. 

At a Flag Day recently held at a 
well-known Scottish city a man with 
a wooden leg who was asked to contri- 
bute stumped up the street. 

A cat recently walked into Wiilesden 
Court. It must have been an off day 


A firm of dyers has been successfully 
sued for a bad piece of vvork. They left 
the court without a character on their 
stain. ... . 

Fried-fish shops, we are told, take 
nearly half the deep-sea fish landed in 
this country. It is not stated what 
proportion of the potatoes chipped in 
this country they absorb. 

Wireless is shortly to be installed in 
Iceland. Perhaps that will teach them 
not to send their depressions over here. 

It is thought that at the piesent price 
an apple a day should keep ai least two 
doctors away. 

There was a young man of Yerona 

W"ho smoked a Cortona Cortona 
Till he turned very green 
And behaved — well, I moan, 

Like the whale that had dined 
upon Jonah. 


VOL, OLXSYIL 
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ELIZABETH WOULD HAND BACK THE 
MANDATES. 

“My new young man is orl for ’anding 
back them mandates,” remarked Eliza- 
beth, “ and I must say I agree ^^dth ’im. 
Wot did we have them for in the first 
place when they was so expensive? 
Three 'undred millyon pounds is wot 
they Ve cost us so far, my young man 
ses, and wot 'ave we got for it orl ? ” 

I sighed. Of all Elizabeth’s fleeting 
swains I dislike most the revolutionary 
type, of which, I fear, there is an 
abundance in our neighbourhood. All 
they do is to stir up revolt in Elizabeth 
— who needs no incentive in that direc- 
tion — and give her a very imperfect 
knowledge of the political situation. 
Indeed at the last General Election she 
triumphantly informed me that she was 
“goin’ to vote for Mr. Baldw^ just to 
spite WiNSTiN Churchill. ” 

Seeing that on this occasion Elizabeth 
was stirred to unusual loquacity I laid 
down my pen. “ Do you know exactly 
what a mandate is ? ” I inquired search- 
iagly. 

“Well, hn, it’s — it’s something that 
oughtev be ’anded back; that much I 
do know. And as long as they aren’t 
’anded back the British tax payers’ money 
is being wasted. When I think of orl 
our millyons bein’ flung away I can’t 
sleep comfortable at nights. And my 
new young man gets that \vorked up 
about it orl — for ever talkin’ o’ some- 
think ’e calls Hiraek and a chap called 
Balfloiir treatin’ somebody — I get fair 
tired of it, ’im wastin’ an ’ole good 
evenin’ out rantin’ when we might be 
enjoyin’ ourselves. So I shall be very 
glad when them mandates is ’anded 
back and I can go to the pictures 
with my new young man, peaceable 
like,” 

At this Elizabeth edged up to the door 
and to my relief it would appear that 
the problem of the Middle East was 
temporarily shelved. Not for long, how^- 
ever. Two days later she again broached 
the subject. 

“I’m not seein’ my young man to- 
night,” she said; “’e’s speaking at a 
meetin’.” Over her arid features there 
crept an expression of pride. “ ’E ’s pro- 
testin’, as ’e calls it,” she went on. 
“ Them mandates again, I s’pose. Talk { 
’E ’d talk an ’orse’s ’ind-leg orf.” 

“You certainly have a lot in com- 
mon,” I replied, subduing any inflection 
of sarcasm, 

“ ’E ’s not common,” retorted Eliza- 
beth, tossing her head, “ and I shouldn’t 
wonder if he won’t be a Member for 
one day, seein’ it ’s talkin’ 
wot gets you there.” 

Sitting my desk later that evening 

to finish some work, I was startled by 


the loud crashing of the back kitchen 
door about 10 30. An unusual clatter 
of saucepans brought me to my feet. 
I went into the kitchen to investigate. 

Elizabeth was there in all the finery 
of her “night out” — the stockinette 
“three-piece” of gaudy hue (fashion’s 
whim at the moment amongst domestic 
helps) ; from beneath the vivid green 
beret pressed down on her brow lank 
wisps of hair escaped. Her eyes shone 
with smouldering fires as she began to 
speak. 

“Excuse me, *m, ii I crashed about 
a bit as I came in,” she said, “but I ’m 
feelin’ put out. When I w^as leavin’ 
the pictures to-night ’oo should I meet 
but my young man with a girl on ’is 
arm — that new ’ousemaid from over 
the way — ^laughin’ an’ jokin’ they was 
— oh! i %vas riled, ’m — ’im pretendin’ ’e 
was at a meetin’ and orl. I goes up to 
the t^vo and faces ’em. * So this is ’ow 
you ’elp your country by speakin’ at 
meetin’s,’ I ses. ‘You pretendin’ it 
was mandates, and it was another 
woman orl the time. I’ve done with 
you,* I ses. ‘ xYnd let ms tell you that I 
don’t care ’oo ’ands back the mandates 
— but I know that you’ll ’and back 
that ten shillin’ I lent you larst Friday 
or I ’ll call that Bobby over there to 
’elp me to get it 1 ’ Well, ’m, ’e was 
that taken aback ’e paid up like a lamb, 
and wot ’s more it ’s the first time I ’ve 
ever knowm ’im not to ’ave a word to 
say for ’imself.” 

“You’re lucky to have found him 
out in time,” I soothed. “He only 
unsettled you too with all that foolish 
political talk.” 

“Well, I don’t know wot you mean 
about unsettlin’ me, ’m. I 'd sort o’ got 
used to the ideer of us orl losin’ that 
three ’undred millyon pounds, but ” — 
she sighed — “it ’ll take me a long, 
long time to get over losin’ my new 
young man,” F. A. K. 


“ Ho put the melting honev-eoloiired fruit 
on her j)late, and got out a silk handkerchief. 
She began to eat it thoughtfully.” 

From Serial in Daily Paper, 

Then she idealised that there is a “d” in 
bandana. 

“M. Erne'>t Ansermet is busy in London 
this week recording for the gramophone what 
one of colleagues w'ould probably wish to 
call Handel’s * Tw'elve Large Consorts.’ ” 

Daily Paper. 

Six contented Henry, and of those 
several were “little ones.” 


“ Pretty Wedding at Hoole. 

“ . , . The bride has been in the office of the 
District ^Manager of Telephones. The hymn 
sung W'as ‘ How welcome was the call.’ ” 

Che-tei Paper. 

Bub like a good operator she tried 
another ring. 


THE GODS OF TEN. 

[‘‘And every boat had its gramophone ” 
Riverside Paper. 'I 

She was a little daughter nymph 
(Old Father Thames’s daughter, 

And so she was a water-nymph 
Who prattled on like water) ; 

She said, “ We stemmed this crystal 
clear 

Ere Boveney first fell splashing, 

Bat now the Gods of Tin are here 
And Arcadies go crashing. 

“The G6ds of Tin their cadences 
Shout down the summer river, 

E’en Midas-s-s ” (thus the maiden says) 
“ Among his reeds that quiver 
They’ve drowned, and drowned the 
ripples’ speech, 

The ‘ Plash I * when fish feeds boldly, 
And on from reach to silver reach 
The Gods of Tin screech coldly. 

“We, we remember years of old, 

For we are most immortal, 

-When whiskered Youth squired dears of 
old 

Through many a lock-gate’s portal ; 
They sipped their teas and sang their 
glees 

Till down to Windsor station 
They ’d drop beneath the willow-trees 
In moonlight and flirtation. 

“They sang their pretty glees them- 
selves — 

A natural outpouring, 

Or chattered so to please themselves, 
For each found each unboring, 

And bade no Gods of Tin unbox 
And bray to Heaven’s rafter, 

But stuck it out between the locks 
In compliment and laughter. 

“Ah! Youth that buys machinery 
To speed you go a-courting 
Where once beneath the greenery 
Your sire was self-supporting, 
Beware the Gods of Tin that be 
Lest tintinnabulation 
Destroy along with Arcady 
The art of conversation.” P. E. C. 


Mr. Punch wishes to apologise for 
his statement in a recent cartoon that 
Ecclefechan is on the Great North 
Eoad. He was indebted for this 
erroneous information to his old friend 
and contemporary The Times. 


“There followed years in which he was 
hunted like a pheasant on the hillsides.” 

Literary Weeldy. 

This reminds us that pheasant-hunting 
began yesterday. 


The inexperienced camel tries 
In vain to pass through needles’ eyes ; 
But rich men pass wuth heedless feet 
All day along Threadneedle Street. 






368 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[October 2, 1929. 



Female {at a sale, to slioinval'ker). “Hil now much is this brolly?” 


OUR LIVESTOCK COMES HOME. 

Moving fche British Army to England 
from the Ehine is a business I would 
not care to undertake it myself; but 
then I once failed signally to move one 
man, two suitcases, a dog and a wife 
from London to Sussex. I suppose it 
will be done eventually ; but I lie awake 
at nights sympathising with those who 
have to do it. You see there are so 
many things to think of in a British 
army besides mere soldiers. There are 
stores and food and battery mules and 
light field artillery and heavy senior 
officers, and those comic things the E.E. 
N.O.O.*s use to carry their personal 
effects and souvenirs in, called tool- 
carts, and then there are the battery 
mules again because they refused to be 
moved the first time, and finally there 
are E.A.S.C. corporals, staff officers, 
padres and pets. 

You might think that with the intri- 
cate arrangements to be made for the 
transporting of all this, the pets-mean- 
, ing both authorised dogs and cats and 
|. those strays which, obeying the un- 
written law, have attached themselves 
for life to the British soldier — w^ould 
left to shift for themselves. 
But no, the all-considering hand of A ” 


has not forgotten them. Indeed they 
have a movement order to themselves. 
Thus:— 

Dogs and Cats. — The E.S.P.O.A. 
have undertaken the quarantine ar- 
rangements in the U.K. for a limited 
number of dogs and cats up to 300, 
belonging to officers, other ranks and 
civilians, as follows : — 

(1) Licences will be allotted by the 
G.O.O,-in-C. with due regard to those 
having the greatest claims for repatri- 
ation. 

(2) Animals will be conveyed in 
batches of 10 to 20 to the port o£ dis- 
embarkation, in charge of one N.C.O., 
to be detailed locally, and will be 
handed over to a representative of 
the E.S,P.C.A. 

Now this is pretty efficient. Indeed, 
at first sight one is inclined to think it 
too efficient, when one gathers that no 
less a person than the G.O.O.-in-C. has 
to allot the licences. It is reasonable 
to ask why a mere General on the Staff 
could not be trusted to weigh the claims 
for repatriation of good dog Tray and 
Tibbies. Bub it must not be forgotten 
that there are further implications. 
Knotty points will arise which only an 
officer of the standing and experience of 


a G.O.C,-in-C. can soh'e. For only 
three hundred dogs are to be allowed 
back — that is roughly one per four hun- 
di'ed soldiers — while the normal num- 
ber of animals in any British force is at 
least one, if not more, per one soldier ; so 
that the weeding-out will have to be 
drastic. 

Who then except a G.O.C.-in-O. could 
decide between the respective claims to 
a return passage of Major Bludwhyst- 
ler's pedigree prize Alsatian ‘‘ Oh. Pan- 
garthy Blue of Pengartb,” who has 
only been out four months and will 
know no dog below field rank; and 
Private Eifle's “lil dawg — ‘Mucky* 
we calls ’im, Sir,** who has been out 
five years and is definitely related to 
every dog in the occupied area? Or 
between the Troisdorf dachshund “ *In- 
denburg,*’ whose separation from the 
1st Blankshire’s Sergeants* Mess after 
nine years would break the E.S.M.’s 
heart and probably incapacitate the 
whole battalion for months; and the 
bulldog whom everyone hates except its 
owner, but is far too British to be left in 
an unoccupied Ehineland ? Or between 
the prize Persian cat belonging to the 
2nd Loamshire’s Mess caterer and the 
gaunt black tom who owns the E.A.S.C. 
dep6t and will probably manage to 
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get home anyway ? Or between an 
Artillery major’s wife’s Pekinese ‘‘Ton 
Ton ” and an Engineer major’s wife’s 
Pekinese “Eifi,” who, sworn rivals, both 
came from the same litter and are in 
any case indistinguishable to the naked 
eye ? . . . . Dash it all, when you con- 
sider the thing, the original order seems 
quite inadequate; a couple of Field- 
Marshals at least would be needed to 
make a job of it. 

And the second half of the order 
is certainly not nearly comprehensive 
enough. There are many difficult 
situations which are bound to arise 
wffiich are not provided for. Here are 
a few questions : — 

(1) Will eachN.C.O. selected to take 
a batch of animals across be a recog- 
nised animal lover ? If not it is quite 
possible he may be set upon, especially 
if his batch happens to be composed of 
fifteen Alsatians, four bulldogs and a 
wolfhound. 

(2) Will the batches be composed of 
equal numbers of dogs and cats ? If so 
one N.O.O. is not enough to get a batch 
back intact. Nothing short of a platoon 
with fixed bayonets and landing-nets 
would be adequate. 

(3) How is the N.C.O. to exercise 
control over his charges in, say, the 
matter of getting them on board V Are 
they to be caged ? Or is he to have 
the ends of tw^enty leads in his fist and 
drive an assorted team up the gang- 
way ? ^ 

(4) In the event of there being a 
minority of cats in the batch who is to 
get them down from the mastheads on 
arrival ? 

(5) If the accompanying N.O.O. be- 
comes seasick should the senior animal 
take charge ? And is this seniority to 
be calculated on size, fighting powder 
or long service wuth the Army of 
Occupation ? Or j ust on character and 
powers of leadership ? 

(6) if — or perhaps I should say 
loJien — the N.C.O. i/c becomes seasick 
what is to prevent 

{a) His throwing the lot over- 
board and following himself? 

{h) Their eating the labels off one 
another, or, in the case of mixed toy 
and hunting dogs, eating one another 
off the labels ? 

(c) Some humorist changing labels 
over, so as to give Major Siddleflap, 
owner of a racing greyhound, a 
Siamese lady-cat who has already, 
and in direct violation of the regula- 
tions, increased the batch from twenty 
to twenty-four? 

Well, as you can see, there are sev- 
eral possible eventualities. I hope those 
responsible will accept my criticism in 
the spirit in which it is intended and 
do something about it. x\. K. 


LEAVING LONDON. 

Loxdon is my lodestar, 

London is my dear, 

I ’m leaving London 

At the falling of the year ; 
Chilly dowm the Channel 
Blow'S the soft sea-wind, 

And I ’m leaving London 
And half my heart behind. 

Fiercer beats the sunlight. 
Brighter breaks the morn 
In the distant country 

Where I and mine w^ere born ; 
Faster flows the blood there, 
L'fe is strong and new — 

But I ’m leaving London 
With my heart torn in two. 

All her leaves are falling 
Golden in the Park ; 

All her lights without me 
Make magic in the dark ; 


Dear my golden w'attle 
And the southern stars I know, 
But I ’m leaving London 
xind sick at heart to go. 


Another Uni vers Needed, 

‘‘Mclxanied Pa’^hti Mahmud, a cultured aud 
accomplished gentleman, is even less represent- 
ative of the bulk of his countrymen than is, 
say, ]Mr. Winston Churchill oi the average 
British elector. The fellah is, in short, a 
savage, albeit an amiable and docile sa^age for 
the most part .” — Moi nnij JPaj^er. 

Non-Ancjlo-Egypian, ‘‘And what the 
doose is the fellah talkin’ about ? ” 


“ A Malta cable say-^ that the cruiser Sussex 
has left and the battleship Barham is flying 
the flag of Bear- Admiral Plunkett. H.H.S. 
Ernie, Erie and Drax are about to leave for 
Jafia .” — Soiiili African Pai^cr. 

Admiral Plunkett -Ernle-Eiie- Drax has 
apparently suffered a sea-change. 
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THE LOG OF THE “LIZARD.” 

Y, — Le Tour Eiffel, 

Thursday. — Anchored Paris. 

Notes. 

Spent few days Paris meeting Ameri- 
cans. Whole of American race in resi- 
dence. Spent first day at bank cashing 
letter of credit. Whole of x\merican 
I'ace had had same idea. Spent second 
day at Cook’s buying ticket for England. 
Whole of American race at head of queue. 

Like Americans very much, but felt 
duty being in Paris have some truck 
with natives. Tea-time went to top 
of Eiil'el Tower look for natives. Pound 
whole American race up there. Alarm- 
ing journey. Three stories. Went up 
very slowly in three lifts and a heat- 
wave. Quite convinced 
lift unsafe, made up 
mind get ofif second 
floor. Then saw notice 
in lift says “Premiere 
Etage— Be STAURANT, 

Th^i, Cafe; Deuxieme 
Etage— Photograbhie : 
TroIsi^meEtage, Bar.” 

Curious ascending scale 
of inducements. De- 
cided go to top. Have 
never li ked phot ograph y . 

Top of Eifl*el Tower 
is definitely high up. 

Judged about miie-and- 
half. Sunny afternoon, 
but view disappointing. 

Could only see about 60 
miles. Looking down 
relieved to find Paris 
still in sight. Whole 
American race anxious 
to ascertain exact height 
of Tower, which Guide 
stated 984 feet. One 
American inclined to resent this, Wool- 
w'ORTH being only 750. SL Paul’s 
Cathedral only 404; but this has never 
worried self. To give you idea height 
of Tower, 984 feet is 328 yards, which 
means would take world’s fastest 
sprinter more than 30 seconds to run 
up it. But calculate Flying-Officer 
Waghorn could fly to top in two 
seconds. Guide-book says Tower weighs 
7,000 tons, and composed of 12,000 
pieces of metal, fastened by 2,500,000 
iron rivets. 

At top of Tower at last found two 
Frenchmen, one refusing go down again, 
other drinking champagne and saying 
Fonnidahle ! ” Sympathised with for- 
mer but joined latter. Not keen on 
^mmpagne four o’clock afternoon, but 
Mgw gesture due to late M. Eiffel. 
Frmchman told me had ascended Tower 

Us plus prqfondes be- 
cause went up there with lato wife on 


honeymoon to see fireworks on qiiatorze 
Juillet. Cost 20 francs each. ^^Fc7'- 
midahle ! ” said Frenchman, wiping tear 
from eye and refilling glass. Anxious 
to change painful subject told French- 
man Eiffel Tower weighed 7,000 tons 
and composed of 12,000 pieces of metal, 
fastened by 2,500,000 iron rivets. “For- 
rnidable J ” said Frenchman politely and 
bought second half-bottle. Proposed 
health of late M. Eiffel. Then told me 
late M. Eiffel used to live in neigh- 
bourhood of Tower, lie in bath and gaze 
at masterpiece with tears in his eyes. 
Did not ask how Frenchman knew this, 
but replied “ Fonnidahle I ” 

Extraordinaii'e I ” said Frenchman, 
regarding me^ warmly. 

Eeplied *^Fpoiiva7itable ! ” not to be 
outdone. 



Lachf . “Or, Donald, missed again! Isn’t it awful?” 

StalJcer . “ I ’m thenkin’ yee leddyship might shoot better ip ye 

WADNA CLOSE BAITH YER EYES.” 


“ Gomment ? ” said Frenchman with 
slight frown. Felt getting out of depth. 
Always puzzled by multitude of French 
adjectival interjections expressive of 
superlative surprise or emotion — 
Effrayant r" JEpatant etc. Not 
clear exact significance of any, but last 
time in Paris remember distinctly 
* ‘ Epouvantahl eT' was fashionable word. 
This year apparently “ Fomiidable ” is 
favourite. Decided stick to ^^Formid- 
able ! ” with occasional “ Effrayant I ” 
Frenchman filled glasses and said 
reunion of nous deux at top of highest 
edifice du monde was symbol extra- 
ordmaire of two nations united on 
peaks of sacrifice consecrated by 
common libations of blood. Did not 
follow analogy, but replied Effray- 
ant ! ” warmly. 

Frenchman gave me doubtful glance 
but emptied glass and continued late 
wife would have been content enough 


to meet me. She was un ange, with 
eyes of a small deer and skin like milk. 
“ Epatant ! ” replied incautiously. 
Frenchman shrugged shoulders, sighed 
and said, “Ah, Monsieur, you mock 
yourself of me.“ 

Protested earnestly in negative 
and replenished glasses. Frenchman, 
greatly cheered, seized both hands and 
clasped vigorously, saying was well 
sure was not like this monster of a 
Snowden, who had the heart fabricated 
of corrugated iron. From this point, 
reasons unknown, Frenchman began 
addressing me as Geniral” Dis- 

cussed Great War. Frenchman gratified 
to hear had fought for France on muti- 
lated soil of fatherland, raised glass to 
Vinfaiiterie maritime anglaise and or- 
dered third half-bottle sweet champagne 
Not having same im- 
munity sweet cham- 
pagne tea-time judged 
moment due terminate 
moving celebration of 
Entente Cordiale and 
sacrifices unbelievable 
Allied Nations. Edged 
Frenchman away from 
bar to rail of Tower and 
looked down at Paris. 
Disturbed to see Paris 
was now about three 
miles below. Expressed 
definite opinion balloon 
was going up, “ Le 
hallcn ? Co7nment ? ” 
said Frenchman. Be- 
stated my view Eififel 
Tower was risin g. ‘ 'For- 
7nidahle N said French- 
man, '^mais c'est de- 
fenduJ' 

That moment realised 
by happy chance was 
carrying enormous copy 


Daily Telegraph. Suggested to French- 
man by throwing page Daily Teleg7^apli 
overboard would be able test course 
and speed of Eiffel Tower. “ Old, mon 
G67i6ralfi said Frenchman, “ vous avez 
Vair t7'd$ spiritueV Beplied French- 
man was exceptionally gentil and threw 
leader page Daily Telegraph overboard. 
Fi*enchman took copy L'Aini d7i Peuple 
from pocket and threw front sheet of 
that over. Both drifted rapidly astern. 
Judged speed of Eiffel Tower about 
seven knots. ‘^Formidable ! ” said 
Frenchman. “ Unpeu trop vite.” 

Agreed cordially, but that moment 
diversion caused by nice American stand- 
ing next us, dressed plus fours and 
guide-books, who said last night had 
dreamed threw self off Eiflel Tower 
and now was darned sure he would if 
looked down much longer. Pointed out 
this was dangerous. Suggested wisest 
course stop looking down. American 
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said “Surely.” But while saving Amer- 
ican’s life lost sight of Daily Telegraph. 
Frenchman suggested American throw 
page New York Herald overboard sym- 
iDolise efforts energetic three great na- 
tions exterminate war and consecrate 
sacrifices unbelievable of France. Ameri- 
can said “ Surely.” Did so. Just then 
saw’ old woman with telescopes. Hired 
three telescopes, franc each, and found 
D.T. and U Ami du Peuple floating close 
together over Champ de Mars. ‘ Mean- 
while Neio York Herald developed sur- 
prising turn of speed. Eapidiy over- 
hauled D,T. and A.P, and went along- 
side. Considered this formidable and 
said so. Frenchman agreed and said sym- 
bol of tenacity prodigious of American 
nation pressing itself to assistance 
France and England torn to pieces on 
field of Mars in first struggles of war 
without precedent. American said 
“ Surely.” Just then wind changed and 
three papers set off together towards 
heart ot Paris. “ Extraordinaire .' ” said 
Frenchman, 

All watched carefully through tele- 
scopes see where Allied leading articles 
would alight. Travelled long way, 
hovering time to time. At last, great 
excitement, saw all three descend to- 
gether Place de la Concorde. 

So stunned by thrilling phenomenon 
none of us could make remark. French- 
man led way speechless to bar and 
ordered champagne. Then raised glass 
and said we came from regarding spec- 
tacle unforgettable which rendered testi- 
mony of union irrefragable three nations 
entwined permanent embrace inspired 
by sacrifices mutual. American said 
“Surely.” Girl behind bar said none 
of champagne had been paid for yet. 
Frenchman deep in next sentence so 
fumbled in note-case. Found had enough 
money pay for half champagne. Amer- 
ican paid rest. Half expected Frenchman 
see symbol in this, but no. Kissed Amer- 
ican and self both cheeks and descended 
Deuxieme Etage, where photographed 
arm-in-arm v/ith flags. Parting foot of 
Tower Frenchman said, “ATo??. General 
you have erase|^loriously the senti- 
ments very disa^eeable provoked by 
this espece of a cork-screw M. Snow- 
den.” Formidable H Ameri- 

can said “Surely.” 

Friday, — Decided not drink cham- 
pagne great altitudes teatime again. 

A.P.H. 

*‘GOLF GRIP 
Customs op the Gbbat 
Push and Pull.” 

Morning Paper, 

An x\merican friend tells Mr. Punch that 
these headlines give an accurate idea 
of the methods of our Customs with 
his grips. 


COMPULSORY RETIREMENT. 

[The autumn fashion notes talk of ballroom 

dresses long enough to reach the ground.] 

This is official! I have done with 
dancing, 

My toe shall be fantastic nevermore ; 

The waltz, however dreamy and entranc- 

Shall fail to lure me to the bees’-waxed 
floor; 

Henceforth you will not find me in the 
fox-trot 

Matching my partner with a faultless 
step. 

Nor improvising some less orthodox trot 
With my accustomed pep. 

For I am old enough to be no stranger 

To days when every dancer knew the 
stress 

Of warding off the ever-present danger 

Of roughly treading on some maiden’s 
dress 


And breathing an apologetic mutter, 

While she, her smile obscured as by 
a cloud. 

Looked things that no^v she w’’ould not 
scorn to utter 
In public out aloud. 

And should those days return, as is 
predicted, 

The peril ’s one I ’m not prepared to 
face 

Now dancing space is much, much more 
restricted 

Than used to be the ante-bellum case. 

If ballroom draperies once more are 
flowing, 

I might be proven clumsy, gauche 
and crude, 

And so (this is official) I am going 
While yet the going/s good. 


“LfAYv’X ^VorlK.” 

Gaideniiig Paper, 

A suitable occupation for grass widoYVs. 
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A DIFFICULT LANGUAGE. 

The case of the young man named 
Alfred Washington, \¥ho, on the point 
of entering for his Tinal Examination in 
House Agency — I refer to the Theory of 
Astonishing Premiums— leapt with a loud 
cry over 'W ateiioo Bridge and perished in 
the Thames, has called the attention of 
the public once again to the severe courses 
of study required in this particular profes- 
sion. There can be little doubt that in 
adding to their verdict of Stucidefrom 
insanity caused by overstrain ” the rider 
that examinations in house agency 
ought to be simplified, the coroner’s 
jury voiced an opinion which will be 
very generally upheld. 

Quite recently a young man came to 
me in despair about the thesis on ‘‘Bijou 
Abodes ” which he was submitting for 
his doctorate, and I have before me, 
as I write, a short lexicon or glossary 
in which the technical terms used in 
“orders to view ” or specifications of 
house propel ty are arranged side by 
side with their ordinary English equiva- 
lents. I quote a portion of it hereunder, 
and when it is remembered that the 
whole of this diflicult phraseology has 
to be mastered by the young student 
in the very first month of his pupilage, 
we can scarcely wonder that cases of 
nervous collapse and brain fever quite 
often occur. 


AnciiiTECiuriE (a) Exterior, 


Brick 

Part-brick . . . 

Stucco . . , . 

Stone 

Hideous . . . . 

Wy 

Temble . , , . 

Cottage . . . . 

House . . . . 

Country bouse . . 

Portion of house , 

Tiny 

Small 

Plain 

Tumbledown . . 

Damaged • . . 

Dilapidated . . . 

Outhouse. . , . 

Tool-shed . . . 

Hen-roost . . . 

Without Drains 
Balcony . . . . 


Georgian 

Period 

Well-built 

Palatial 

Imposing 

Important 

Tudor style 

House 

Ilesidence 

Edifice 

Maisonnette 

Compact 

Commodious 

Handsome 

Old-world 

Picturesque 

Bom antic 

Garage 

Space for garage 
Out-buildings 
u>e Bomantic 
Solar lounge 


ARCBITECTURE fb) IXTEIilOR, 


Wainscot 

Fireplace . , . 

Cupboard . . . 

Fault ..... 
Inconvenience . . 
Basement . . . 

Damp 

?, Two sitting-rooms . 

. 'bed-rooms 


Panelling 
Hearth 
Cloak-i’oom 
Feature 
Character 
Bee Well-built 
see Old-world 
T\\o to three Be- 
ception-rooms 
Five to six Bed- 
rooms 


Passage .... 

Lobby 

Alcove .... 

Loiuige Hall 

Ivitchen and Larder 
IGtchen, Larder and 

Offices 

Pantrj^ .... 

W ell- appointed 
offices 

Bath 

Modern conveni- 
ence 

Sink 

see Bath 

Pipe 

see Sink 

Papered .... 

Papered and plus- 

Bedecorated 

throughout 

tered .... 

Entirely do. 

Bats ..... 
Provided with elei- 

see Period 

trie light . . . 

Luxuriously fitted 

Tap 

Labour-saving 

contrivance 

Bell 

see Tap 

Hat-pegs .... 

see Bell 

Boiler 

see Bath 

Dry-rot .... 

see Georgian 

Environs. 

Tree 

Orchard 

Trees 

Timber 

Flower-bed . . . 

Garden 

Field ...... 

Meadow 

Fields 

Estate 

Path 

Drive 

Separate .... 

Standing in own 
grounds 

Lonely «... 

Secluded 

Up on a hill. . . 

Delightfully situ- 
ated and com- 
manding an un- 
paralleled pros- 
pect of several 
shires 

Down in a hole . . 

Delightfully shel- 
tered from the 
prevailing winds 

Blasted .... 

see Bad Language 

Brook 

Biver 

Ditch 

More than fifty 

Trout-stream 

years old . . . 

Bich in historical 
associations 

Shrubbery . , . 

Woodland 

Paddock .... 

Park 

Geology. 

Mud 

Sand 

Clay 

see Mud 

Subsoil .... 

see Clay 

Mejs crements. 

Tvv'o miles . . . 

One mile 

One mile . . . 

Half-a-mile 

Half-a-mi’e . . . 

Adjacent 

Quarter-mile , , 

Stone’s-throw 

Half-hour . . . 

Five minutes 

Twenty minutes ) 

Less than five 

Fifteen ,, f 

Ten „ 

minutes 

Five minutes . . 

Opposite 

J og-trot .... 

W^alk 

lUlSCELLANEOCS, 

Hard to Dispose of 

Unprecedented Op- 
portunit5'- 

AVliite Elephant . 

see above 

Commonplace . , 

Superior 

Tolerable , . , 

Highly Desirable 


Queer Distinctive 

Nondescript . . . Artistic 

Inland .... Easy reach of sea 

Hopeless .... see Tudor style 


I In conversation with a well-known 
house-agent I have discovered that, in 
despair of mastering these rudiments 
of their trade, many quite promising 
pupils drift away to the allied profes- 
sions of political journalism, company 
promotion and the recommendation of 
popular cigarettes. Would it not be 
possible, I ask, to do away with some 
portions of this obsolete terminology 
and so lighten the labours of the neo- 
phyte? — Bvoe. 

"SPESHUL NOMS,” 

The pipe band from the neighbouring 
town was playing for the local flower- 
show and with streamers flying was 
marching down the High Street. In 
front strode a diminutive figure — a 
small boy perhaps. He proudly carried 
a threepenny Union Jack, which ha 
held at arm’s-length above bis head. A 
cheeky and unnecessary small boy, I 
thought ; but when he got nearer I saw 
that he was a little old man. His 
wizened face was hairless and his deep- 
set little eyes gave him a blind mole-like 
appearance. His thin tight lips were 
set in a fixed grin. 

The band performed a complicated 
evolution which brought them into a 
circle with the big drummer in the 
middle, and the little man was swal- 
lowed up in the crowd. 

Later in the evening I heard the 
ringing of a hand-bell, and there he was 
again, paper in hand, standing in the 
middle of the street. He was the town 
crier 1 

The criers as a race must be nearly 
extinct, but I bad hoped that they were 
disappearing with their glory intact. 
Biufl* hearty men in ample capes with 
voices booming over an eager crowd, 
“ Oybz ! ” But here was a little ghost 
taking on their mediaeval duties. He 
held no roll of thick parchment ; he had 
no cocked- hat. A dingy dinner-bell and 
a sheet of flimsy paper ..covered with 
spidery pencillings were his stock-in- 
trade, and his voice a high piercing 
falsetto. 

“ Speshul no’is,” he cried. ‘ ‘ A sairvice 
will be held. . . Long pause. The 
rain had played on his paper until it 
was only a soggy mass and the little 
pin-head eyes could no longer decipher 
the sprawling writing. The old system 
had failed. 

I went home and turned on the wire- 
less. A clear deep voice, beautifully 
modulated, rang through the room : 

“ Exchange - Telegraph - and-Central- 
N ew s. Before the general nows we have 
a special announcement to make. . . 
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Barman. “ ’E ’S always got a coppkr oe two in his pocket, but ’e nevee does no work.” 

Well-informed Party. “No; but he goes round telephone-boxes pressing Button B for forgotten pennies ” 


The dogs work through the bracken, 
gorse and bent, 

The Cornish partridge 'seems to have 
no scent ; 

You clamber over banks, through hedges 
scramble, 

Get stung by nettles, scratched by thorn 
and bramble; 

You toil all day and never fire a cartridge, 

You stream with sweat and cui'se the 
Cornish partridge ; 

At last you reach the road, dejected, beat, 

And with a whirr he rises at your feet. 

While you have been pursuing him afar 

He has been dusting underneath your 
car. 


Wheeeeeee ! Wheeeeeee ! Crackle ! 
Crackle 1 Despairingly I turned it off. 
There are times when my wireless has 
moods that no one can control, but 
through the window I heard a shrill 
treble — 

“Speshul no’is. A sairvice will be 
held at three-thairty to-morrow in the 
Parish Kirk.*' 


The Avuncular What-not-to-Do. 

” The bride’s aunt and uncle and the happy 
couple afterwards left for the Isle of Wight.” 

JEast-Count?'y Pajyer. 

Such a take-off is calculated to make 
any couple ecstatic. 


THE CORNISH PARTRIDGE, 

The Cornish partridge knows a thing 
or two ; 

He does not act as partridges should do. 

His ways are weird, his habitat is 
quaint. 

His antics would exasperate a saint. 

You try the grass-fields, clover, stubble 
{arisli ) ; 

There might not be a partridge in the 
parish. 

You walk each field of green crop (i.c., 
roots), 

And all that happens is — ^you soak your 
boots. 
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TUC ocvnuniAi^iAAi MAMcyr route, I would hold myself in readiness. 1 I resumed my book. The drowsy 
THt PdYbHULIIbItAL muMtilT. Unseen by my victim I would loiter in hum of the train contrasted pleasantly 

**Wait for the psychological mo- the corridor until I judged his condition with Simpson's vapidities. Soon, no 
ment,” Simpson is continually exhorting to be sufficiently receptive, and then, doubt, the tiresome fellow would be 
us ; and the importance of applying the with a few well-chosen words, plunge returning to torment me with a long- 
precept to everything has of late become him into a perfect agony of dismay." drawn account of Harris’s discomfiture, 
a mild obsession wfith him. Caged in He paused impressively. “Torquay, Sir? " inquired a passing 

a railway compartment the other day “I can see no possibility of failure," ticket-inspector. 

we groaned when a chance reference he resumed, serenely unconscious of I nodded. “By the 'way," I said, “in 
to practical joking started him on his our growing restiveness. “ The poor the rear coach you will probably dis- 
favourite topic. fellow, calmly assuming that he was cover a young man frothing at the 

“It is a simple fact," he stated in a moving rapidly in the direction of Tor- mouth with rage and tugging frantically 
compelling voice, “ that with a few words, quay, would hear a voice in the corridor, at the communication cord. Two friends 
at the psychological moment, I could a loud and convincing voice (mine). To of mine are amusing themselves, some- 
delude either of you into believing im- his ears, and penetrating his sluggish what childishly, by telling him that the 
plicitly any statement, however pre- brain, would float the words, ‘ Yes, the train does not go to Torquay.” 
posterous, that I cared to make : that Torquay carriages left us at Bristol,’ The ticket - inspector displayed so 
we are in the wrong train, for example." followed by the petrifying remark, ‘ Our lively an interest in the scheme that I 


posterous, that I cared to make : that Torquay carriages left us 
we are in the wrong train, for example." followed by the petrifying n 


Collins and I smiled our polite seep- first stop is Minehead.’ Simple,” com- described it in full detail. 


ticism of this claim. 

“ The poorest joke," insisted Simpson, 
“ becomes infallible if 
the time and place are 
chosen with discrimin- 
ation. Let me illus- 
trate my point," he 
continued, deftly mov- 
ing a book out of my yp 
reach. “ If at this mo- 
ment I were to put to 
you that time-honoured 
query, ‘What’ll you 
have?’ you “would fVv 

merely assume, with ^ J ^ 

every reason, that I had jg 

goneoff my head. But “ ^ 

let us suppose that Col- ’ ' ^ 

lins is sleeping peace- 
fully in his comer and 
at the very instant of ' 

waking this absurd ^ 1’ 

question is thrust at ^ „ 

him Taken off his ,„4.'‘“OnGH 

guard, his mind a more ten-thousand 

complete blank than 

usual, he would reply without hesita- 
tion, * A large Scotch-and-soda.’ Extra- 
ordinaiy, isn’t it ? ” 

“It would be more extraordinary,” 


mented Simpson modestly, “ but, I sub- 
mit, highly ingenious." 





“ Of course,”! said in conclusion, “ the 
psychological moment may not yet have 
arrived.” 

The ticket-inspector 
considered the point 

F quite gravely. 

“It is unfortunate 
for your friends,” he 
said at last, “if they 
really have booked for 
Torquay. The rear 
coach has no connect - 
7 gangw^ay and will 

slipped from the : 
train at Exeter.” 






Commercial Candour. 

“ ’s Hotel. Din Bailee - 

and Cabaret, IO5. 6d.” 

Advt* in Daily Pa'per, 


I said, “ if his reply was, ‘ A glass of (and obtained) the immediate repetition 
water.’ ” of the query which had figured earlier 

But Simpson was not to be deterred in the discussion, 
by flippancy. “ I would guarantee the “ Who do you think is in our train ? ” 
same result,” he remarked, “if either of he asked me a fe\v moments later, 
you were wrapped in thought or, which “ George Harris ; I saw him looking out 
is more likely to occur, deeply immersed of a window in the end coach.” One 
in a book.” eyelid flickered suspiciously, “We’re 

I reached hopefully for one. “Try goingtoworktheMinebeadjokeonhim ; 
something on me,” I suggested. “Oon- Simpson says he ’s an ideal subject.” 


ton “It is most ungracious 
I n ^ from another > 

1 ^ , , , . . , seaside resort to throw mud 

Cl'iit) Colleague [to 'player who has been mca-jpaaiiated by opponejits’ star- at Clacton; he would be 
?/mw). “Ought to think yourself lucky, you ought. You‘ve had a much better employed in 
TEN-THOUSAND-POUND KICK IN THE BACK OF THE NECK.” . solving the same problems 

; : ; — — with which he is faced with ! 

Our arrival in Bristol provided a even greater acuteness in his own town of 
welcome respite from this flow of elo- Southend-on-Sea .” — Letter in Daily Pamper, 
quence, for Collins, observing a refresh- People who live in Southend can’t afford 
ment-room within easy reach, demanded to throw mud. ! 


of the query which had figured earlier ^ “Owing to the Nushki Eailway line beyond 
in thp di':;cus5=i5nn Quetta being blocked by a bolster, railway 

uwf ^ li- 1 • • . . on traffic is disorganised.”-Jn^mnP^xper. 

W ho do you think is in our tram ? These pampered sleepers again ! 

he asked me a few moments later. t f ^ 

“ George Harris ; I saw him looking out “A Holiday Tour in East Africa. 
of a window in the end coach.” One The journey includes the hills and valleys 

eyelid flickered suspiciously, “We’re Kenya, the great expenses of industrious 

goingtoworktheMinebeadjokeonhim ; • • ^''—African Pajper, 

Simpson says he ’s an ideal subject.” Poor propuganda ! 


vince me, when I am utterly engi-ossed, “ I am presuming,” Simpson covered .. ; — 

that W'e are not seated (as we earnestly himself, “ that he doesn’t know that the ational Gash Eesisters.” 

trust we are) in the Torquay train.” real Minehead train leaves here in half- rni . , wcio7t aaogue, 

/‘That is a little unfair,” protested an-hpur's time.” They must mean two Income-Tax ob- 

i Simpson with dignity. “But I coxild A trifle pained by my refusal to ac- ”7 77 -; T" 

the joke successfully on any other eornpny them, the pair set oil doam the contaS musical woito of 

m the tram— at the psycho- platform. I saw them approach the iueluding first manuscripts of Cicero, Tacitus! 
iQgiW; moment, of course. Soon after rear coach with the utmost stealth and, and Titus Livius. ’’—DaiZ?/ 

BfisW. which is,” he explained as the train began to move, disappear We wonder if the movement in Cato 
I “#n*impoHant junction on our inside it. Major was included ? 




CHEQUE. 

The wedding-present problem would 
be all very well if it were not for the 
number of “half-friends” — acquaint- 
ances of ash-tray standard — who get 
married from time to time. This in 
itself would present no real difficulty 
were it not for the blatancy of the Press 
in publishing the list of presents. You 
send along the ash-tray and this sort of 
thing happens in the paper : — 

Bridegroom to Bride : Onyx and Plat- 
inum Grandfather Clock. 

Bride to Bridegroom : Diamond and Irid- 
ium Deg Kennel. 

Bridegroom’s Father to Bride: Plan- 
tagenet Sandstone Earrings. Grand Piano. 
Cheque. 

Bridegroom’s Mother to Bride : Terrific 
Car. Cheque. 

Mr. Phihp Apricot: Ash-tray.” 

And multitudes of cynics, scanning 
the list, mutter, “Here’s old Apricot 
doing it on the cheap.” 

Now, however, the problem is solved, 
and I willingly hand on the solution, 
discovered all unwittingly, to all those 
fellow-sufferers whose sensitive natures 
have been shaken by the incongruous 
placing of their ash-tray. 


Poor old Travis was getting married. 
The thing had been well advertised but 
somehow or other it was not until the 
evening before his last dawn that I re- 
membered it. I also remembered that 
he had once expressed great admiration 
for an ash-tray of mine — one of those 
that extinguishes cigarettes instead of 
leaving them to smell like the next- 
door gardener s bonfire. 

The shops were closed by this time, 
so there was nothing for it but to send 
him the money for the thing, just to 
show that I had not forgotten him in 
his hour of need. Seizing my cheque- 
book, I requested that my good bank, 
with its millions of reserve, paid-up 
capital and so on, should disgorge ten 
shillings and sixpence sterling in favour 
of D. V.‘ Travis, Esq. With the same 
slip of the pen I wrote 

Deae Bingo, — All the best. Here- 
with, wherewith to purchase ash-tray 
like mine. Sansomes of Eegent Street 
have them. Yours, P. Apeicot. 

When I opened the paper the day 
after the event, there was old Bingo 
complete with bride stepping brightly 
from sacred edifice. I glanced at the 
account and down the list of presents : — 


“ Bride’s Father to Bride : Sapphire Cum- 
merbund. ' Cheque. 

Mr. Philip Apricot : Cheque.” 

There I ^vas in bold print, level in 
prestige with bride’s father, apart, of 
course, from the little matter of the 
sapphire whatnot. 

Since this triumph I have tried it 
again w'ith ever-increasing success. In 
one case a well-directed half-guinea put 
me level with — 

‘‘ Saloon CwU*. Pedigree Alsatian. Cheque.” 

Another time I w^as next to — 

“ Inlaid Bedroom Suite. Cheque.” 

No more will I wallow with “ Match- 
stand,” “ Plated Tin-opener ” and “Out- 
glass Nutmeg Cracker,” but proudly 
rear my head in the je%vellery and auto- 
mobile departments. 

Why We Don’t Become Millionaires. 

“ Sir Thomas Lipton began his trading 
career in Glasgow. ‘ 1 worked twenty- five hours 
a day, remembers Sir Thomas.” ^ 

Indian Paper, 

‘‘Great Clacton *Ckiirch choir have stuck-” 
Essex Paper. 

That is of course the danger of bees- 
waxing the pews. 
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VOLUMES OF TROUBLE. 

Do you know what fluxions are ? 

I inquired, glancing up from the maga- 
zine I was reading. 

“For fluxions,” replied Alister Mao- 
alister, “you have to see infinitesimal 
calculus, and I have never seen it, be- 
cause I am confined for my general in- 
formation to fal-fies.” 

“ ‘Fal-fies’? ” 

“ Outside of fal-fies,” said Alister, “ I 
am what you might call an ignorant 
working man, but inside of that I have 
more knowledge than a university pro- 
fessor.” 

He left the room and returned with a 
bulky volume entitled Pnrdic's Encyclo- 
Ifceiia , Yol. Y. — Fal-Fyz. 

“I plough right through her every 
winter,” said Alister. “She was gifted 
to me hy Sandy Drum- 
sha\v. 

“It happened like 
this,” he went on. 

“When his Aunt Mar- 
tha died Sandy got her 
bookcase ; and one 
morning when he was 
going dowm to Glasgow 
to sell a cow he said to 
his wife, * I think w’e 
should get some books 
for our bookcase.’ 

“‘That is just what 
we should dae/ says 
Mrs. Drumshaw, w^ho 
was an Ayrshii'e wmman . 

‘Andgetbigyins, Sand^y, 
because it is a big book- 
case.’ 

“He saw from tbe 
papers that there was 
an auction sile to be held in a 
bouse in the suburbs, and after a lot of 
walking he found the place. It was the 
big house of a wealthy business gentle- 
man who made his money by always 
going bankrupt. In one of the rooms 
Sandy got his eye on a pile of strong 
hefty-looking books, and he just waited 
beside them until the auctioneer came 
into the room, followed by a crowd of 
wild fat women and two or three shabby 
'wee men. 

“ ‘ Now,’ says the auctioneer at last, 
* what am I offered for these ten volumes 
of Purdies Encyclopcedia on the table 
over there beside the gentleman from 
the Highlands ? ’ 

“ ‘Half-a-crown,’ roared Sandy at the 
pitch of his voice, putting the fear of 
, death into all the fat women, 

I “ ‘Gone for half-a-crown/ says the 
auctioneer, thinking no doubt that it 
' might be as well to get rid of a fierce 
wee chap like Sandy as soon as possible. 

“Sandy was* so proud of his smart 
: work that be was outside the front-gate 


before he realised his circumstances. It 
took all the strength of his arms to 
hold up his books, and he was loaded 
with them from bis waist to the point 
of his chin. He had also a long white 
beard and a nasty cold in the head. ^ 
“There w^as a policeman standing 
there and a man leaning against a barrow . 

“ Says Sandy to the man at the bar- 
row, ‘ How much would it cost to carry 
these, books to the nearest tramway- 
car?’ 

Half-a crown,’ says the man. 

“ * That is as much as the books them- 
selves have cost me,’ says Sandy, very 
indignant. 

“Then he w^ent up to the policeman, 
and says he, ‘How far is ib to the 
nearesb tramway'-car ? ’ 

“ ‘ There are no tramway-cars or 
buses allowed, within two miles of this 


district,’ says the policeman. ‘ We are 
most terrible exclusive.’ 

“‘What am I to do?’ says Sandy, 
with bis voice getting very weak. ‘ I 
have to catch the train for Auchter- 
brose.’ 

“The policeman looked at Sandy’s 
beard flowing over Purdie's Encyolo- 
pcedia, and says he, ‘I believe if you 
could find a circus you might get taken 
on as a representation of Niagara Falls.’ 

“This brought on one of Sandy’s 
sneezing fits, and in two shakes his 
books were scattered all over the road, 

“ However, the policeman was a 
decent young fellow and he loaded 
Sandy up again, ‘Now,* says the 
policeman, taking him by the shoulders 
and turning him round, ‘if you go 
straight along in that direction you will 
be all right,* 

“But Sandy got so dizzy with ex- 
haustion and discomfort that he could 
not keep himself from turning round 
corners, and at last he bumped into a 
big red -faced man. 


“‘I am sorry,’ says Sandy, ‘but I 
did not see you.’ 

“‘That is all 'right, comrade,’ says 
the man. * Have you got a boil on the 
back of your neck ? ’ 

“ ‘ I have not,’ says Sandy, ‘ It is 
my beard that is caught between two 
of my books. I wish you would get it 
out for me.’ 

“ ‘ Pnrdids Encyclopcedia ? ’ says this 
chap. ‘ These books are of no use to you 
at all, comrade. Have you read Das 
Kapital ? ’ 

“ ‘ I have not,’ says Sandy. ‘ These 
books are not for reading ; they are for 
the bookcase.’ 

“ ‘ Youmustread DasKapitalei^t once,’ 
says the red-faced man, ‘ and learn all 
about Socialism.’ 

“‘I do not want to learn about 
Socialism.’ says Sandy; ‘I am a Con- 
servative. Can you tell 
me if I am near the 
tramway lines ? ’ 

“The wild fellow 
glared down at Sandy. 
‘Are you prepared to 
die ? ’ says he in a terri- 
ble tone of voice. 

“ Sandy staggered 
back and his books 
crashed to his feet. ‘ArJe 
you threatening to 
murder me ? ’ says he. 

“‘I am putting a 
case,’ says the Socialist. 

‘ Are you prepared to 
die with no provision 
made for your wife and 
family, who would 
starve under the present 
capitalist system ? ’ 

“ ‘ There is always 
plenty of provisions in my house for my 
wife and family,’ says Sandy. ‘ If you 
threaten me any more I will call a 
policeman.’ 

“ ‘ Policeman ! ’ roars the Socialist. 
‘ We are going to have all the policemen 
hanged from the lamp-posts, and you 
along with them, you dirty little scab I’ 

“ Sandy picked up one of his books 
for self-defence and looked round for a 
policeman, but in the feverish condition 
he was in he seemed to see nothing but 
lamp-posts, and he took to his heels 
and bolted for his life, leaving all the rest 
of Purdie's Encyclopaedia behind him. 

“ He came round to see me the next 
night and presented me with the book. 
He told me he could not bear the sight 
of it. ‘ Me and the wfife have decided, 
Alister,’ says he, ‘ that v^e will just use 
the bookcase for keeping the dishes in.’ ” 


“Fobeiddek Fhuit Sales.” 

Daily Paper. 

It ’s bad luck on poor Eve, who bought 
hers at such a price. 
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Costwmer (explaining article to lady), “You see, Moddom, in a ckeation such 

AS THIS, ONE irUST CONSIDER ALL THE WHOLE OF THE TOUT ENSEMBLE, 


“Sviss Channel Attempt.” 


LONGS AND SHORTS. 

If I had been made a high man — 

I wouldn’t say more than that ; 

I ’m not much drawn 
To masses of brawn 
And muscle that turns to fat : 

AVe ’ll say, e.g,, 

Some sis-feet-three, 

Or a trifle more in a hat : — 

I should fall no doubt to a small girl, 
While thoroughly well aware 
That an average kind of a tall girl 
Would suit me down to a hair ; 

But if fate says “Go” 

You haven’t a show, 

Though it vron’t work out as a pair. 

If I had been made a small man — 

It needn’t be overdone, 

Though men who are short 
Are of fine report ; 

There ’s Eoberts, of course, for one ; 
Some five-feet-two 
Would probably do, 

Or, for argument, five-feet-none : — 

I should cotton, I ’m sure, to a high girl, 
AVhile keeping the fact in sight 
That a trim little, slim little spry girl 
Is best for a man that height ; 

But if fate takes charge 
The small to the large 
Is a law, though they don’t look right. 

But, being a half-and-half man — 

I make but a modest claim, 

Though Apollo, I hear 
(The Belvedere) 

Had a moderate length of frame ; 

I could, as a fact, 

Be more exact, 

But I shan’t, if it ’s all the same : — 

I shall go for a twixt-and-tween girl; 

However extremes may meet, 

I ’m convinced that a medium “ mean ” 
girl 

AVith me would be far more neat ; 

I shall pass my life 
AVith an even wife, 

And we shan’t look odd in the street, 

Dum-Dum. 

A Posthumous Apology which Impends. 

“ Whitman (Walt) Leaves of Grass, cr. 8vo, 
crig, cloth (a trifle loose).'' 

Bookseller's Catalogue, 

“At Tainworth, yesterday, Herbert was 

summoned for not reporting four cows \vhich 
appeared to be su:ffering from emancipation at 
Tamwortb on August 5.” — Birmingham Paper, 

No legislation will ever stop the modern 
girl kicking up her heels. 


“Construction of the submarine in which 
Sir Hubert Wilkins hopes to explore the 
depths of the Poplar seas will begin soon.’^ 
Hereford Paper. 

We generally employ a motor-bus for 
this work. 


Amor Omnia Vincit. 

“ Powerless before the hearty stroking of the 
California star, Miss Greet was eliminated 
from the tournament, 6-2, 6-2.” 

Tennis Beport in American Paper, 


Commercial Resignation, 

“To Our Ccstomees. 

W'e have great pleasure in placing before you 
our Seed Catalogue and take this opportunity 
of thanking you for your liberal patronage and 
trusting your solicitor may be favoured with 
your usual valued support, which we always 
merit .” — From Indian Seedtnan's Catalogue, 


Headline in Jersey Papei . 
Does this refer to the Straits of Geneva ? 


“o;T3t<9[ uapu^Kaqa uoa\ eq P[o-.ii 20 a-oa\.!J u sy 
at jMaiichester in a canter.” 

Evening Paptn . 

On his head, in fact. 


“Mr. Richardson, Treasurer of the Misers' 
Federation, raised a point of order. ...” 

North-Country Paper, 

His must be a personality w’hich in- 
spires a lot of trust. 
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THE CITY-A NIGHTMARE. 

They made me a director, 

I dreamt it in a dream ; 

I was a print collector 

And owned a salmon stream. 

They made me a director 
Of companies one or two ; 

I did not fear the spectre 
Of Nemesis — ^would you ? 

They made me a director 
Of companies two or three; 

I bought myself a sector 
'.Of Sussex, near the sea. 

Thej’^made me a director 
Of companies three or four ; 

I had a man named Hector 
To answer the front-door. 

They made me a director 
Of companies four or five ; 

The beams of my reflector 
Lit up the laurelled drive. 

They made me a director 
Of eompanies five or six; 

1 me a staunch protector 
Of meal-fed pheasant chicks. 


They made me a director 
Of companies six or seven ; 

No shareholding objector 
Opposed my path to heaven. 

They made me a director 
Of companies seven or eight ; 

The income-tax collector 
Knelt down before my gate. 

They made me a director 
Of companies eight or nine ; 

I drank the golden nectar 
And had no other wine. 

They made me a director 
' Of companies nine or ten 

•Jl 

“ Hullo, police-inspector ! 

Good morning, plain-clothes 
men 1 ” Evon. 


Retrodressiog. 

“ For SAiiU 

An entirely new Singer sewing machine, 
several sound fig-trees.” 

Advt. in Harbin Paj^er. 

The business is evidently tailoring and 
outfitting (old style). 


Smith Minoe again: Translation 
of Foi-tuna Belli, “Pot-luck.*' 


Statements which will Surely be 
Regretted. 

“ If the advice were given to-day, to anyone 
feeling tired and slack to eat a good dish of ice- 
cream, laughter would probably greet the 
advice, but if persuasion could efiect the carry- 
ing out of the advice the laughter would not 
last long or be repeated.” 

Ice-Cream Trade Pamper. 


“ : . . An expert commission of engineers, geo- 
logists, and hydrographers has selected a point 
west of Tarifa from which to begin work on 
the Straits of G-ibraltar tunnel. It would be 
only two miles longer than the Simpleton 
tunnel .” — Nevj Zealand Paper, 

xAnd hence about five miles longer than 
the St. Dotard. 


“•Harry Roberts, ship’s husband, said he 
mot ]Martin before the vessel was due to sail.” 

South Wales Paper. 

We have always w^ondered if “mate” 
sounded quite respectable. 


“ In ancient Greek it was regarded as a lit- 
erary grace always to attach the same adjective 
to certain nouns or proper names. Thus , Dawn 
was always and inevitably rosy-fingered, and 
Athene could be relied on, in the pages of 
Homer, to be consistently ox-eyed.” 

Literary Paper. 

And the modern Athene can, of course, 
be relied on to be largely peroxide. 
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MR. MAFFERTY HAS TROUPLE WITH 
THE WIRELESS. 

‘‘It's the wreck an’ shadow of me- 
self I am,” said Mr. Mafferty. “Me 
bones is water, me brains a furnace, 
I'm destroyed surely by reason of the 
wireless. I can’t sleep an’ I pass the 
night dreamin’ evil dreams. It ’s the 
truth I ’mtellin’you without the word of 
a lie. I wouldn’ t wonder, now, if a man 
of your respectability, Mr. Heather, 
would be drawin’ erroneous conclusions 
from the sight of me tremblin’ hands an’ 
me bloodshot eyes, but you ’d be wrong 
if you did. It ’s not the liquor at all 
but the wireless. Let you sit quiet 
wdth your milk-an’-soda an’ I ’ll tell you 
the tale. 

“ I ’ve been sufferin’ lately with the 
influenza. An’ I took the sickness in the 
house of a friend, Mr. Latimer by name, 
that lives in a flat on the Southern 
shores. It ’s a ground-floor flat, with a 
back-yard beyond, or a spacious garden 
as you’d call it in your strange country. 
Now I can’t endure to lie in me bed, 
Mr. Heather, except in the mornin’. An’ 
on the third day, before the fever left 
me entirely, it’s frettin’ I was to be 
risin’ up an’ goin’ about me business. 
So one evenin’ me friend Mr. Latimer 
brings up the grand new wireless set 
he has an’ puts it on a small table at 
the bottom of me bed for the occupation 


of me restless mind. It ’s a grand an’ 
beautiful little creature of the portable 
variety, with no masts nor wires nor 
telephones nor nothin’; an’ that ’s a quare 
unnatural thing, I can understand the 
wireless when it has wires everywhere, 
Mr. Heather, but when it’s no more 
than a small box in the middle of the 
room, by the holy Saints, Mr. Heather, 
it makes me hot an’ cold all over to look 
at it, an’ it burstin’ vdth music an’ the 
news of the day, 

“An’ that ’s not the worst. Among 
the taps an’ switches of it, Mr. Heather, 
there’s a small little red light that 
shines only when the tap ’s turned on, 
the way the owner wdll know it ’s 
working an’ he deaf. It revolves also, 
Mr. Heather— by me uncle’s pigs, there ’s 
nothin’ it don't do except dance, I’m 
thinkin’ — it revolves gracefully like a 
fine lady in front of her glass, an’ you 
point the sharp end of it at Paris or 
Liverpool or Scandinavia or what way 
you will. 

“ Well, Mr, Latimer left me with this 
unnatural little box talkin’ a great 
Talk on the Care of Bees an’ glarin’ at 
me with its one red eye like it might 
be the Cyclops talkin’ in his sleep. 
Now that’s a quare disturbin’ thing 
for a man to see in a darkened room, 
Mr. Heather, an* he in a poor state 
of health — a small box with a red eye 
discussin’ the care of bees in a bass 


voice. Me temperature rose, me pulse 
fluttered, an’ I lay in me hot bed 
gazin’ at the red eye like a small bird 
kscinated by a great serpent. After 
a small while, Mr. Heather, I thought 
the red eye was bigger than it w^as 
before ; an’ the longer I looked the 
bigger it was: it grew bigger an’ 
bigger, Mr. Heather, like the lights 
of a motor-car coming down the Glen 
of Gilray, till it was as large as a 
saucer at the latter end. 1 know 
it’s the truth I’m tailin’ you, for 
wasn’t the whole room full of a scarlet 
radiance , an’ I sweatin’ with terror in 
the midst ? It ’s not meself could speak 
or cry out for fear the big feller in the 
box would hear me and maybe eat me 
alive. An’ then, Mr. Heather, believe me 
or not, but it ’s the livin’ truth, the little 
box began turnin' romvd. It turned 
round slowly, an’ I thanked me good j 
angels, for the red eye went round -with ^ 
it, an’ instead of the great voice boom- 
in’ about the bees there was the sweet 
slip of a French girl singin’ at Paris ; 
an’ singin’ a naughty song, says I, by 
the tone of her voice. Well, maybe 
you’ll say the table was imeven, an’ 
that ’s the reason of it ; but if that was 
the w^ay of it wouldn’t the box stop 
somewhere at the latter end? It never 
stopped at all, Mr, Heather, 

“It went on turning’ round, Mr. 
Heather I An’ before the next breath 
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Lady (who has just returned to the village after her honeymoon). ‘‘Well, John, I suppose my elopement was a nine- 
days' WONDER IN CtEANTHAMPSTEAD ? 

John. “Ay, that it were, INLvrm. Leastways it would ’a* eeen if Sam BOiLE’s dog- ’adn’t gone mad same day.“ 


of me body there was the' red eye fixin’ 
me again," an’ the big feller with the 
bees, an’ he still revolvin’. They went 
round faster the second time, an' faster 
again the next ; an’ there they were, 
Mr. Heather, ’ chasin’ round the dark 
room, faster and faster, eye an’ no eye, 
treble and bass, French an’ English, 
and I swimmin’ in the sweat of me 
bones vvith the terror of it. An’ that ’s 
how they found me, in a dead faint, with 
the fever on me. 

“'Well, I was nursed an’ nourished 
maybe seven days, an’ when I was out 
of me bed they gave me the wireless 
again. In two days, Mr. Heather, 1 
was in love with the little creature. I 
don’t know a short wave from a long, 
I couldn’t tell you the meanin’ an’ pur- 
pose of a valve at ad ; but it ’s a pleasin’ 
power surely to be in Paris one minute 
an’ Copenhagen the next, an’ you sittin’ 
aisy at Eastbourne. It ’s fine to turn 
on a great orchestra with a twitch of the 
thumb an’ switch off a prosy talker in 
the middle of his observations. 

“ Well, after a few days I was con- 
valescent an’ movin’ about the house. 
An! Saturday last me friends went into 
tixe country for the \s eek’s end an’ left 


me alone with an old housekeep*er. 
But I had me darlin’ wireless, an’ in 
the afternoon, Mr, Heather, I turned 
it on, for the comfort of me soul, an’ 
it lonesome. There was a sad fel- 
low talkin’ a great talk on the Func- 
tions of the Carburettor; but there 
was gay music to follow from one of 
the fine hotels, an’ I thought why 
wouldn’t I carry the creature into the 
garden behind, for the day was warm? 
I locked up the small little door at the 
side where the switches is an’ the red 
light itself,^ for fear it would catch in 
somethin’, an’ I walkin’. An’ away we 
went. Now that ’s a quare unnatural 
sensation, Mr. Heather, to carry a talk- 
in’ gintleman about the house, an’ he 
shut up in a small box no larger than 
a stamp-collection. Turnin’ this way 
an’ that on the stairs, you ’d hear his 
voice quare an’ muffled at one corner 
an’ bellowin’ at the next, but talkin’, 
talkin’ 'about the Carburettor. By the 
powers of evil, I thought I ’d mm'dered 
a man an’ had his head in a hand-bag 
protestin’ against me cruel proceedin’s. 

“ Well, me temperature rose a small 
piece, but I spent a pleasant hour with 
dance music on the long waves an’ four 


fine fiddlers on the short. After that it 
was the Children’s Hour, which is no 
meat for a grown-up man, an’ he 
convalescent. So I carried the Aunts 
an’ Uncles within an’ looked for the key 
the way I ’d open the little door an’ 
switch them out of me life. An’ 
hegoh, Mr, Heather, I couldn’t find the 
hey ! Oh you ’ve no call to be laughin’, 
Mr, Heather. Were you ever left 
alone with the Children’s Hour, an’ 
you a sick man, with no way of switchin’ 
it off ? That ’s a terrible experience, 
Mr. Heather. I went into the next 
room an’ shut the doors. But in a small 
flat you can hear everythin’, an’ wher- 
ever I went I’d hear them 'Uncles 
boomin’ about the fairies. I went back 
an’ smothered the Uncles with cushions 
but they went on talkin’. I turned the 
flat inside an’ out, huntin’ for the key. 
Maybe you ’ll ask why wouldn’t I break 
open the door with a hammer, but it *s 
not meself would be destroyin’ the 
property of a friend, an’ it delicate. 
Moreover the housekeeper wouldn’t let 
me. I sent a telegram to Mr. Latimer 
but he never had it. An’ that key was 
never found at all, Mr. Heather, till the 
noon of Monday in the back of a chair. 
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Ai^jyrentice, ** LOOK HERE, TOtr chaps. It*s all tery well for silly 

PASSENGERS TO mSTAKE THE SKIPPER FOR A STEWARD, BUT WHEN THEY TAKE 
ME FOR ONE IT ’S GETTING A DASHED SIGHT TOO THICK.” 


All evenin’ we had the dance-music, an’ 
the solemn Talks, an’ orchestras, an’ 
comedians, an’ chimes, an’ dance-music, 
an’ the news, an’ dance -music. An’ if 
we turned it another way there was 
foreign singin’ an’ terrible cracklin’ 
noises an’ the ships signailin’ at sea. 
After eleven there was dance-music 
again, an’ after twelve there was experi- 
mental dance-music. I wrapped the 
creature in cushions an’ buried it under 
the coal. But all night there ^vas 
whistlin’s an’ howlin’s cornin’ out of 
the coal, the way you ’d think it was a 
small child buried alive. I couldn’t 
sleep, for it was on me nerves. The old 
housekeeper locked herself in an’ had 
the hysberics. On Sunday mornin’ the 
neighbours called an’ complained. Sun- 
day w^as the worst. The first moment 
I heard an old hymn strugglin’ in the 
cellar I took the creature out ; for it ’s 
not meself would be responsible for 
suppressin’ Divine Service under the 
coal. Me temperature rose an’ I was too 
ill to leave the buiidin’. All day we had 
cantatas an’ sermons an’ sacred music. 
I never heard so many sermons before, 
an’ the old housekeeper havin’ fibs in 
her room. Me friends came home in the 
mornin’ an’ it ’s unconscious they found 
me. An’ that ’s the reason you see mo 
the wreck an’ shadow of me former self. 
It ’s a glass of old port I ’ll take with 
you, I ’m thinkin’.” A. P. H. 

IN ST. JAMESES PARK. 

When journalists reiterate 
That England ’s in a parlous state | 
For lack of larger trucks, 1 

Instead of sighing, weeping, wailing, j 
Grousing or impotently railing ! 

I have one remedy unfailing — 

I go and watch the ducks. 

They are immune from human ills, 
Exempt from taxes, tailors’ bills, 

Or underwear that rucks. 

Water they drink with w-ise sobriety ; 
Their diet is of vast variety, 

They never seem to know satiety, 

These blithe eupeptic ducks. 

They know not Garvin’s purple prose, 
Nor does great Torqubmada pose 
For them his weekly crux ; 

They have no packing or unpacking, 

No cooks who ^call for constant 
sacking, 

No doctors (though they’re prone to 
quacking), 

The self-sufficing ducks. 

In iridescent hues arrayed, 

For art or artificial aid 
They simply don’t care shucks ” ; 
The little grebes, so bright and merry, 
The sheldrakes ruddier t^han the cherry 
And smarter than a trim-built wffierry, 
Are truly perfect ducks.” 


I love the children’s “paddling-pool,” 
But even more the cheerful, cool 
And blameless Clan of Clucks, 

Who, heedless of the gulls’ arriving 
With raucous cries and greedy striving, 
Instruct their fluffy broods in diving — 
The undefeated ducks. 

How many shades of lordly mien 
Still haunt St. James’s pleasance green, 
Fair dames and gallant bucks ! 

But chiefly Charles, unwise yet wdtty, 
Who prompted many a ribald ditty. 
And near the centre of our city 
Founded a home for ducks. 


“However, with this we are not dealing in 
the course of the present expedition. There 
w'ill be no landing parties. Our business is 
wdth the great waters, with tests of alcohol- 
inity, salinity, and life at various depths.” 

Sir Douglas MAWsoNm Australian Paper. 

The best test for alcoholinity is toeing 
the straight line. 


“Leigh-Wood, their anchor man, finished 
fully fifty years ahead of Chandler who ran the 
last relay for Griquas . in South 
African Paper of Athletic Match, 

But what a pity he didn’t make his 
century. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

"‘The Cociv-Eyed World” (Gapitol). 

The motto of one of the early film 
enterprises — was it that one Yvfaicli 
posed us in observation cars to watch 
mountains and lakes rush past ? — was 
“We put the world before you.” The 
motto of ninety per cent of the talldes 
that now fill the cinema-houses might 
be, “We put Americans before you.” 
Not that there were fewer Americans 
in the old movies, but since they were 



WHISPERS OP LOVE. 
Top-Sergeant Flagg . . Mr Victor ]Mc- 
Laglen. 

Sergeant Harry Qmtt . Mr. Edmund Lowe. 

silent we did not think so much about 
their nationality. Being silent the5?’ 
might, although the scene was Ameri- 
can, have been importations. In fact, 
they often were; Charlie 'was, for in- 
stance, and Valentino. Also the old 
movies divided the interest between 
background and drama ; the plots were 
laid in strange or beautiful places ; life 
was going on ; there was diversion. In 
the talkies, when voices are super- 
imposed — and mo]*e than superimposed, 
for they are almost all and the setting 
nothing — we are conscious of a new 
impact; it is no longer a picture, hut 
a presentation of personalities, and all 
American. 

To me the American voice can be 
intensely attractive and moving, but it 
can also be discordant and monotonous, 
and the great fault of The Goch-Eyecl 
W'orld at the Capitol is that so much of 
the talking, for two full hours, consists 
of an exchange of bickering insults 
and threats between two Marines in 
tones so loud that one’s ear is both 
wounded and weary. Nor is there any 
real relief, for Yvhen these very casual 
, and undisciplined warriors are not 
vilifying each othei*, the light-o’-love 
whom they pursue in rivahy is being 
so gWringly promiscuous and untrue 
that our dislike of their voices is turned 


to an almost unbearable impatience with 
their imbecility. 

It is a double mystery why so much 
money should have been spent on this 
picture. To begin with, its story almost 
never rings true, and never less so than 
in its descents into sentimentality. And , 
second^, it offers the rest of the world 
such deplorable specimens of the Ameri- 
can Marine. It is possible that Top- 
Sergeant Flagg and Sergeant Quirt — 
bullies, liars and lechers — are typical: 
but even so no good purpose is served 
by the public display of such dirty 
linen. Personally, doubting their exist- 
ence in real life, I resent the fact that 
so many people are going to get a false 
idea. 

Cynical and disenchanting as the 
entertainment is, one hour of it might 
be amusing; two hours are assuredly 
far too much. What, however, the 
actors have been told to do they do 
well. Mr. Victor McLaglen as Flagg 
barks and snarls and booms along with 
a bitter seriousness ; Mr. Edmund Lowe 
as Qmrt is less defiantly vocal, but is 
also t i resomely yet convincingly abus ive. 
I see from the printed story that when 



Marine flora; or, tropical 

FRUIT. 

Mariana Elenita . . . MiSS LlLl Daimita. 
Sergeant Harty Quirt Mr. Edmund Lowe. 

these two antagonists are reconciled at 
w^hat looks like being Quirt's death-bed 
— an incredible scene as played — Quirt 
stipulates that, if he recovers, the truce 
is off. That excellent and characteristic 
touch is not in the film ; nor (happily) 
in the film does a love-sick boy die with 


the song, “ So dear to Me,” on his lips 
— as the programme version makes him. 
The other prominent part — the utterly 
unashamed and patently fickle light-o’ 
love — is played by Miss Lili Damita 
wuth all her usual voluptuousness, and 
more. Of the rest I liked best the funny 
Swede, Olson, of Mr. El Brendel. It is 
a pity that the skirmish in the marshy 
forest, in which most of the combatants 
bite the mud, was too dark for attacker 
to be distinguished from defender. 

It was an exercise in contrast to 



A CONVERSATIONAL CALF. 


visit afterwards the Avenue Pavilion, 
which has become a stronghold of the 
silent film — the Theatre of the Deaf 
for which I once pleaded — and see the 
first Chinese picture to be displayed in 
England. The title is Rose ofFu-Chui, 
and the direction is entirely Celestial. 
With every wish to commend this story 
of virtue and industry exalted and 
turpitude brought low, I must wam- 
ingly add that the tempo is very slow 
for European eyes, and there is much 
repetition. The fatal thrust in the duel 
between the representatives of Good 
and Evil (on very old ponies) becomes 
almost unbearably overdue, while the 
two armies, fighting hand-to-hand with 
mediaeval weapons, spend what seem 
to be hours in doing each other no mis- 
chief. . E. V. L, 

Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“ Selection : ‘ H.M.S. Pianoforte ’ {SulUvan), 
Mrs. E. 

From Concert Programme in Indian Paper. 

“Within a fortnight, estimates are to he 
received for demolishing six hundred houses 
and the 4,000 persons who will be displaced.” 

Teclmical Paper. 

The rotating trafidc system in Trafalgar 
Square might have iDeen specially de- 
signed for this work. 






OUR DOMESTIC ALIENS. 

Shall there be no green thought and 
no green shade 

To mend a temper getting slightly 
frayed ? 

Oh, come with me and let us go among 

Green things with Hi and Kwo and 
Min and Tung, 

Who dwell in open country, staying 
put 

In their champaign. It measures one 
square foot 

As nearly as its area can be found 

By any art ; their little world is round. 

Nor could their little world upon the 
whole 

Be otherwise. Pray step inside the 
bowl. 

They have, you see, a little field of 
moss, 

A little bridge that they may go across, 

A fragmentary mirror as a lake ; 

And there is Foo the Fish, a dolphin- 
hake, 

Basking beside the convoluted shell 

Whence the serene and shining w^aters 
well. 


N ow look. Below that rough and rocky 
ridge 

There runs in the direction of the bridge, 

And passing by the oak-tree, small but 
fine, 

The little thuya and the little pine, 

A roadway, Down its gently winding 
course 

Comes Kwo, a-gallop on a kind of horse. 

Thence to the path that runs along | 
a ledge 

Beside the pool, with lavender as hedge. 

Here Min, who titubates beneath a 

log, 

Defies a vivid pink-and-yellow dog 

Guarding the bridge. This animal is 
Hi : ^ 

He barks without the faintest notion 
why. 

Next to the pleasant alcove, .overhung 

With tormentilla. Here is pretty Tung ; 

Frocked like the frog and jewelled as 
the jay 

She simpers almond-eyed the livelong 
day 

And hears how elegantly Too can sing : 

He plays upon a lute ; it has a string. 


Too is a fellow whom I quite forgot 
Until this minute. You have seen the 
lot. 

Inane, inanimate, they merit praise 
By their remarkably inhuman ways ; 
For they can promenade with pleasure 
where 

The wild-flower grows and they can 
leave it there. 

Free are they from intent to raise in rows 
Intolerable little bungalows, 

N or meditate, to house their sober heads, 
The use of corrugated-iron sheds ; 

Tins into ditches still they scorn to 
dump 

And have not yet put up a petrol pump. 
0 inmates of a region that is green, 
Careless and earless, paperless and 
clean, 

You keep secure the country peace, and I 
Shall praise you, having solid reason 
why ! 


When Motoring is Really Fruity. 

“Motoeing Hint. 

When the last of the strawberries has been 
gathered the protective netting should be re- 
moved and all the old straw litter collected 
from the bed .” — Oxford Paper. 
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-P , is now Duke of ‘Wlirttemberg, 5/iss his purpose he surrenders to the Duke 

AT THE FLAY. Finance Minister and all-powerful coun- the ooe woman who has touched 

“Jew Siiss ” (New), cilior. There follow brief exhibitions of his heart. “ No nibbling,” says the 

jSlii. Ashley Dukes, making Herr exercised arbitrary power and of his Duke with the coarsest implications, 
EUCHT\vANGER’sJ'e2y;Sd’ssintoastaoe- accomplished technique as pander to shrewdly suspecting that his much- 


Feucht\vanger’b J'e2y Siiss into a stage- accomplish 
play, knows his job too w^eli to fall into I his master, 
the mistake of most adapters — 
the overcrowding of characters 
and scenes, the dragging in of 
sundry isolated patches of dia- X 

iogue with no space to develop 
fully any theme or any character, NjH 

and no real attempt at focus. 

Hence the blurred rigmaroles 
that so often result. Mr. Dukes 
has jettisoned more than half 
the novelist’s characters, has 
pared down the tangled story to / 

its essentials (he has perforce 
cut deeper than that), and, with 

the exception of the ballroom V 

scene, which has its sufficient 
excuse in its possibilities as 
spectacle, has refused to hold \ 
up the action with undramatic 
irrelevances. He has in fact / 

based a play upon certain out- 
standing themes in his author’s uB^ 

heavily-loaded novel. His work 
therefore holds together as these - 

affairs seldom do, and within gV 

the limits imposed upon him 
by the sheer necessity of ultra- 
compression has succeeded in 
presenting a coherent, skilfully- 
planned and intrinsically inter- 
esting stage-play. r- , I 

HerrFEUCHTWANQER’shistoi-- ' 

ical romance does not, however, ' «ss 

depend on its story for success, 
but on the brilliant or sombre detail 
of its embroidery and the subtle 
intricacy of the gradual unfolding 
of motive in his complex hero and 
a half-dozen other of his crowding 
characters. Mr, Dukes may be said i 

to have contrived a simplified poster- { 

sketch based on a detailed architec- | 

tural drawing, though that ineta- A 

phor does less than justice to Herr yl 

Peuchtwakger, with liis shrewd 
sense of the dramatic and picLur- 
‘ esque qualities of his subject. 

The story is presented to us in five (^({ 
scenes — admirably decorated by Mr. ) 'uMA 

Aubrey Hammond and effectively 
' dressed by Mr. Herbert Norris. 
lQthepump-rcomatWildbad,Pn7Zce u^S 

Field-Marshal Karl Alexander, at j| 1 
cardswithanEnglish nobleman from HB^k 

the Embassy and losing more than 1 
his poverty makes bearable, accepts 
from the handsome J osef Siiss Oppen- 
heimer the loan of a heavy purseful 
of ducats. This is the rich Jew’s 
^paramount investment. He looks SOOTHIN 

* W his interest in power rather then SMOO 

in gold, ... In the second scene he Jew Sitss . 

, I sits at the Treasury. Karl Alexander Naemi {his d 


technique as pander to shrewdly suspecting that his much- 
Tn pursuance of his main I experienced Minister has provided him 

before now with his cast-off’ 




K-)5 



THE MAN WHO PULLED THE STBINGS. 

Karl Alexander Mr. Frank Harvey. 

Je%a Siiss Mr. Matheson Lang 




.4^‘^c--PGtv-''"'' iT r\ 

SOOTHING HEH DISTRESSES AND 
SMOOTHING HER TRESSES. 

Jew Siiss .... Mr. Matheson Lang. 
Nacjui {his daughte?) Miss Peggy Ashcroft. 


mistresses — and apparently not 
much resenting it. 

Scene 3 : The Ballroom of 
Siiss' s House in Stuttgart. — It 
is the night of his contrived 
surrender of his loved Magdalen 
Weissensee to his Prince’s lust. 
He has bought her father’s con- 
nivance with the promise of 
high office. Tactful glimpses 
of various other disedifying ar- 
V rangements in the sphere of 
j private morals are here vouch- 
/ safed us. This is the Jew at 
^ the height of his power and 
glittering magnificence. 

Scene 4 shows us his lovely 
young daughter in the woodland 
retreat where he has hidden her 
from the corruption of the Court. 
Councillor Weissensee, seeking 
revenge for succumbing to the 
temptation of the Jew’s bribe, 
betrays the girl’s retreat to Karl 
Alexander, with a tragic result 
which was beyond the intention 
of the little-souled councillor. 
Over the dead body of his child, 
who has leaped to death from 
the tower to escape the Duke's 
lecherous importunity, the Jew 
feigns forgiveness to his genu- 
inely appalled and penitent sove- 
reign and vows his revenge. 

Scene 5. The revenge. ^heDuke 
is impatiently waiting for the courier 
announcing the success of his (rather 
too vaguely outlined) anti -demo- 
cratic stroke of policy — a policy con- 
trived by Siiss and craftily engin- 
eered so as to fail ignominiously and 
bring ruin upon the hated master 
and upon himself. To both it brings 
death: to Karl Alexander death by 
stroke of apoplexy ; to the Jew 
death at the hands of his enemies 
in Court and market-place. 

A cruder affair naturally than the 
original and omitting altogether the 
last tragic days of the Jew’s life, 
when what is best and truest in his 
nature and in his racial and religi- 
ous inheritance rises triumphant 
over his moral failure. 

This spirited picturesque play wiil 
probably be best enjoyed by those 
who have not read or have only 
read with a running eye the novel. 

Mr. Matheson Lang’s leio was an « 
impressive figure, but I cannot think 
it suggested the underlying greatness 
which is the ssei et of the original. His 
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SZ/ssisamereglifeteringheroof romance wifcs, gamblers and roues are conveni- ableness in the circumstances goad her 
— or little more. Mr. Frank Harvey’s ently gathered three of E^nma's future to unmask her batteries in earnest and 
(and Mr. Ashley Dukes’) Karl Alex!- lovers — Captain Wtlleit Payne, of His to leave his house in triumph the 
ander also was just a rowdy, lecherous Majesty’s Navy ; Sir Henry Fetlierston- affianced wife, with His Majesty’s espe- 
oaf, but definitely entertaining at that, haiigli, the hard-riding and hard-drink- cial consent and blessing, of the elderly 
Miss Joan Maude bad little scope to ing Sussex squire, and the cold but not Ambassador. 

suggest the hidden fires in the betrayed wholly un amiable prig, diaries Greville. And then at last we come to Naples 
Magdalen, and was a little difficult to The Abbess puts her pretty protegee and to Nelson — Nelson wanting sup- 
hear from Bow Q ; but she made her in- through her paceswith a vievr to making plies and getting them through the 
telligent attempt not without success, the bidding brisker, but it is a mere acci- direct intervention of the beautiful 


reading 


unprotected 


Captain* i 


sacred books and the teaching of her midnight, with the inevitable result author, who loyally veils his demi-god’s 


great-uncle, Bahhi Gabriel — was a very 
moving piece of work. 

Mr. Dukes and Mr. Lang between 


according to the accepted code of that weaknesses, has invented for those who. 


unsentimental day. 


prefer the warts and wrinkles to be left 


We next see her bullied and shamed out of their heroes’ portraits; and finally 


them have certainly made a best-seller 1 before his friends, her spirit broken, by 1 very domesticated and rather too 


of this. The production 
is intelligent and of a 
magnificence that sug- 
gests old times. T. 




Emma Hamilton in a 

manner^ convenient for ^ 

few cuts, "add a little 

bowdlerising sauce and ^ nwiT^ 

present us with the by 

no means uninteresting EMMA’S DILEMMAS, 

if shghtly emasculated Suggestion for a musical-comedy ending : Emma and clior 
and grossly romanti- do not leave me; never deceive me!” 

cised result.^ Waiting Captain Willett Payne, BN. . . . Mr. D. A. Clai 

with some impatience sir Henry Fetherstonhangh . . . Mr. Frederick 

for the entrance of Nelson Mr. Leslie Bai 

J5Jw7?ia’5 hero, for 'sybich Emma Hart Miss Ne'\ 

the first two Acts were Hon. Charles Greville .... Mr. Ion Swinl] 

a prelude, I found mv- William Hamilton . • • . • Mr. Norman M, 

self, when the little man ’^Emma sings this song in the First Act. 

with the sleeveless arm 

at last appeared, a littleinclined to wave I the gross Fetherstonhangh; then un 

iM j In j i.1 ^j* '77- 


consciously heroic, say- 
ing good-bye to his 
adoi'ed Emma while the 
coach is waiting for 
Portsmouth — and Tra- 
falgar. 


^ ineffec- 

il* ^ Ixa^re expected some in^^ 

( UiJItL ^ ‘ n timations of the later 

& c,., character of the insati- 

able huntress of men 

EMMA’S DILEMMAS. and of the gifts of fcem- 

Suggestion for a musical-comedy ending : Emma and chorus of lover^;, “ Oh, perament that made 
do not leave me ; never deceive me ! ” her so inordin ately suc- 

Captain Willett Payne, BN. . . . Mr. D. A. Clarke-Smith, cessful. As for the later 

Sir Henry Fetherstonhangh . . . Mr. Frederick Lloyd. Emma, the arrived, the 

Nelson Mr. Leslie Banks. all-conquering heroine, 

rt Miss IVLary Ne'wcomb. ‘‘the Bacchante,” we 

Niarles Greville .... Mr. Ion Swinley. simply couldn’t be per- 

m Hamilton Mr. Norman MacO wan. suaded that she existed, 

’^Emnia sings this song in the First Act. and the interest passed 

to Mr. Banks’s spirited 

the gross Fetherstonhangh ; then un- and physically plausible portrait of the 
der the protection of Greville in his great Admiral with the feet of clay. 


Emma Hart .... 
The Hon. Charles Greville 
Sir William Hamilton . 


Mr. D. a. Clarke-Smith, 
Mr. Frederick Lloyd. 
Mr. Leslie Banks. 

Miss IVLary Ne'wcomb. 

Mr. Ion Swinley. 

Mr. Norman MacOw'an. 


’^Emnia sings this song in the First Act. 


my programme and huzza like a true- der the protection of Greville in his great Admiral with the feet of clay, 
blue Briton of the old school This per- pleasant little house in the Edgware Mr. Ion Swunley’s careful Greville, 
haps was due more to the intrinsic Eoad, learning how to write and with Mr, Glabke-Smith’s cheerfully brutal 
appeal and old memories of the heroic dijficulty to spell and (off stage) the Captain Payne, Mr. Frederick Lloyd’s 
legend than to the chronicler’s arrange- more advanced polite accomplishments frankly brutal Fetherstonhangh were 
ment of it ; but he had done his part of w^hich she made such adroit use. w^ell done. And I liked Mr. Leahy’s 
in working up the climax and had given Here too is struck that disedifying bluff Trowbridge and Mr. Tom Eey- 
us no real reason to feel bored. bargain whereby the embarrassed Gre^ nolds’ jolly little study of a sailor ser- 

I think we should not much have ville surrenders his mistress for a time vant. T. 

missed the first scene in Budd’s to his wealthy uncle in consideration of 

kitchen, with pretty and almost unbeliev- the payment of his debts. Emma is ^‘The Merchant of Venice ” 

ably unsophisticated Emma Hart and but nineteen, and for all her harsh ex- (Little). 

her amiable colleague dressing up in perience may be still the completely un- The financial crisis in north-eastern 
their mistress’s finery and giving a little sophisticated affectionate girl not stis- Italy which followed the collapse of the 
entertainment for the benefit of a pedlar pecting the implications of her Naples Antonio group of speculators and the 
of trinkets and garters. But when we visit. But we can’t help doubting it. curious legal proceedings resultant there- 
get to the house of the Abbess — ^which She returns, slightly apologetic for from have had an effect upon English 
is to say Procuress — of Arlington Street, the developments at Naples and still thought and language which it is almost 
Mrs. Kelly, the affair moves more professing her preference for Greville, impossible to estimate. Never does the 
briskly. Here in this gay assembly of whose reproaches and general unreason- well-known criticism that Shakespeare 
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is simply a string of quotations seem 
so masterly and profound as during the 
performance of The Merchant of Venice ; 
and when to the shower of familiar 
cliches is added the usual mental diffi- 
culty of resetting in metre the blank 
verse lines that some of the actors in- 
sist on trying to turn into prose, there 
is little leisure for paying attention to 
mere histrionic skill. ‘‘ Come, come 1 ” 
says conscience to the mind, remember 
this is drama.” But the mind is per- 
petually asking itself whether English 
journalists or English essayists could 
have existed without this convenient ! 
hoard of aphorisms to rifle at will. 

Shylcclc at the Little Theatre isplayed 
by 5^Iiss Lucille L\ Verne, and I did 
not find her too feminine, except at cer- 
tain moments of extreme despair, to 
interpret the ferocity and malignity of 
the role. One is always rather sorry 
for Shijlocl'. The terrific penalties to 
which he found himself liable at the 
end, and his woeful ignorance of the 
niceties of Venetian law, seem to miti- 
gate our natural ire, and a faint con- 
sciousness every now and then that the 
poor old man is a lady only serves to 
enhance the pathos of his predicament. 
It would have been a fitting offset, per- 
haps, to the unsexed usurer if Portia 
could have been played, as she was 
played when Shakespeare created her, 
by a boy, and as she has indeed been 
played by countless boys at Speech 
Days ever since. But Miss Virginia 
Pemberton’s Portia, with a faint 
American accent, w’as a very agree- 
able and competent performance, 
most attractive of all — though not in 
the least like a 3 ’oiing gentleman — 
when she came from Padua and took 
silk, Mr. E. Halliday Mason did 
plenty of justice to the fiery oratory of 
the Prince of Moi ccco, though it seemed 
more than usually doubtful whether 
the casket which he chose was really 
made of gold. Poor Prince of Morocco I 
What feeble arguments they w’ere that 
led him to Ins final selection, and how 
un-sheikh-like was his submission to 
the terms of the will 1 As Lancelot 
Gohho Mr. Andreav Leigh seemed to 
enjoy himself, and was quite sufficiently 
amusing; but I liked Mr. Tristan 
Eawson’s Bassanio best of all. He 
seemed able mo&t easily to assimilate 
and become master of the rich lines 
that he had to utter, to depart furthest 
from being a mere vessel for the out- 
pouring of those jolly good things that 
Shakespeare perpetually said. 

Either as a tribute to the novelty of 
a ^he-Shylock or for some other and 
mote recondite cause the percentage 
of women to men in the audience (T 
am speaking of the third night) was 
about fifty to one. Evoe. 


PRODIGIES: 

Their Detection and Management. 

Is your child in any way exceptional ? 
Is he different from other children ? If 
the answer to these questions is Yes,” 
it is extremely probable you are shelter- 
ing an infant prodigy under your roof. 

But how are you to know, so that 
you can take the proper steps to exploit 
or protect (in this case the words are 
interchangeable) your infant ? 

Only the expert can tell you. The 
following hints were obtained from the 
father of little Buntyheim (age six), who 
is now playing (I forget what it is, but 
it is to capacity) at' the Albert Hall. 

The Beginning. — At six months (or 
earlier) the child will begin to say ‘‘Goo- 
goo,” varied by “Boo-boo.” Count the 
“Goo-goo’s,” allowing one “Goo” for 
A, two “ Goo’s ” for B, and so on. (The 
“Boo-lioo’s” are used as stops.) Try 
various questions. Eor example, “What 
wfill you be when you grow up ? ” ^ If 
the answer (in this code) is “ An engine- 
driver,” your child is very ordinary. If, 
on the contrary, he says, “ A man,” he 
is certainly worth training. (If a girl 
gives this answer you have of course 
translated the code incorrectly.) 

The Next Step. — ^Enter the child for 
one of the numerous “child beauty” 
competitions. (It is immaterial whet her 
the contest; is hold on a pier or on the 
back page of a newspaper.) Should he 
win a prize, honourable mention or 
have his picture displayed, he is a dud. 
No prodigy worth the name has ever 
had his picture displayed until it was 
too expensive for the average pier com- 
mittee or newspaper magnate (in this 
sense they are interchangeable) to buy. 
Then. — At eighteen months one of 
three things will happen : — 

(1) The child will have a passion- 
ate attachment for a toy violin and 
will bang this on the dog’s head and 
yours (if you let him) until it breaks. 
At once you must chain np the dog, 
reverse the child, buy a real one (a 
violin, I mean) and commence train- 
ing. Give him five seconds at first, 
gradually increasing to ten hours at 
two years. (Most successful prodigies, 
in the “rate of dollars’ ” class, have 
had more than this.) 

(2) He will talk. Yen will in this 
case be struck by the similarity be- 
tween his dialect and that heard in 
the latest talking film. Encourage 
him and take him to a film magnate, 
who will (probably) stand you a cham- 
pagne lunch. 

(3) He will pei:sist in sitting on 
the piano and thumping the notes 
with clean fingers (a very good sign). 
If he does this with sticky fingers 
throw the piano away, it will never 


be any more use to you. As a check 
it is worth while taking him to a shop 
and letting him hear a quantity of 
gramophone-records (until the assist- 
ant tires of putting them on). Should 
he scream, take him out, he is no good. 
But if he breaks any, pay for the 
damage (you can afford to smile) and 
debit his account. 

At Three. — If he has not yet appeared 
at the Albert Hall or been favoured, by 
a call fi’om Madame Tussaud, consider 
the films again. Does he make faces? 
Does be put his tongue out ■when the 
doctor is not there, and so on ? If he 
does, take him to a film magnate (a 
different one, as it is unknown for these 
majestic creatures to stand tivo cham- 
pagne lunches). You may get a free 
passage to Hollywood. You must be 
prepared, however, to receive a cheap 
return to Elstree. 

Lastly — About bumps. If no success 
has hitherto attended your efforts you 
have not worked bard enough. Eemem- 
ber no prodigy is made in a day or even 
a year; it takes years and years of 
flogging (yourself) to get a Queen’s 
Hall pitch. However there is no need 
to despair. 

Some day your infant may come to 
you with a bump on the back of his 
head. If he is crying and says he fell 
down, take no notice.’ Genius often 
smites one unawares and it would seem 
like a fall (to him). 

Watch him carefully. Give him straw- 
berries-and-cream (out of season), ices, 
ginger-beer, parties, chocolates, model 
railways and the like, (Inserted at the 
request of Buntyheim, jun.) 

If your child still shows signs of 
animation he is in truth a prodigy. 


THE WICKED UNCLES. 

I don’t know why uncles have always 
been wficked. Ever since the days of 
fairy tales their history is one long 
record of arson, murder and abduction. 
History books arc full of their crimes. 
I he stage reeks of them. Even in the 
children’s very own pantomime the 
wficked uncles slink on and sing most 
villainously. 

Of course they don’t commit the 
obvious sort of crime nowadays. They 
do not snatch our infants from us and 
abandon them in a forest. The modern 
uncle finds an outlet for his criminal 
tendencies in giving presents. A lot 
can be done by the cunning selection of 
seasonal and birthday gifts. 

They begin with a gift of a toy-trum- 
pet “to keep the little beggar quiet,” 
but of course they don’t stay to hear 
the little beggar being quiet with a new 
toy-trumpet. A toy-trumpet is a nasty 
insidious gift. 
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END SEATS AND ANGLES. 



The view from an end seat at the theatre can be devastating enough — 



BUT AT THE PICTURES ... I 


Consider the effect of a toy-trumpet 
on a child’s psychology. If we take 
his trumpet away (as we probably shall) 
we are filling him full of inhibitions 
and suppressed complexes. A sense of 
frustration will poison his mind. In 
later years he will suffer loss of memory 
and will-power, and he will probably 
end as a member of the criminal classes. 
And all because w^e have (purel^^ in self- 
defence) taken away the little trumpet 
which a wicked uncle gave him. 

On the other hand, if we don’t take 
it away, he may gro-w up with a trum- 
pet complex. He may join a brass band 
and make depressing noises outside 
respectable houses on Ghristmas-Eve. 
But more probably he will play a saxo- 
phone at the local Palais de Danse. 
This, you must admit, is serious. 

Of course it may not be a toy- trum- 
pet. It may be a camera. With this 
the innocent small boy learns to produce 
pictures of headless men, recumbent 
ladies with any amount of foreshortened 
legs, cows browsing quietly on the roof 
of the church, and all those freaks which 
can be produced with a small camera. 
A lad trained to use a camera like this 
is quite likely to end up at Chelsea, 
where he would produce green men with 
legs like pillow- cases, one-eyed ladies and 
four-dimensional cows. 

Or, again, the wicked uncle, assuming 
the mantle of the author of Self-Help to 
conceal his guile, may buy his innocent 
victim a money-box. This will not 
make him grow up into the cashier of 
a bank. On the contrary. A money- 
box is an outrage on a child’s sense of 
justice. He puts in a penny and nothing 
happens; not even a piece of damp 
chocolate comes out. He has been 
robbed. The problem occupies his mind 
for days, and in the end he steals a 
knife from the kitchen and burgles his 
own money-box. By this .time his 
character is ruined. The w^orld is full 
of beach-combers and remittance-men 
whose characters were ruined by the 
present of a money-box. 

But of ail the appalling gifts the 
wrorst is the scooter. Not much harm 
in a scooter, you wall say. Yet it is 
full of guile. It contains the germ of 
mechanical locomotion. 

The business doesn’t stop at an ordin- 
ary scooter. There are super-scooters 
with f.w.b. and cellulose finish, and 
no modern youngster will be contented 
to propel a painted wooden scooter, 
sticky with varnish, without demanding 
a new model with all sorts of gadgets. 

The super-scooter will not satisfy 
any healthy child long. A child’s bi- 
cycle is the next step, and before many 
months have passed we shall have to 
buy him a real bicycle. And you know 
where that will lead. 


All these young men in greasy over- 
alls who tear along arterial roads with 
the throttle open, carrying on their grids 
fluffy young things in synthetic silk 
stockings, w^ere once nice little boys in 
sailor suits to whom uncle gave a red- 
and-yellow wooden scooter. 

We don’t want Peter to grow like 
that. We don’t want to wait in fear 
and trembling for a call from the hos- 
pital summoning us to his bed, or even 
to that of a pedestrian that he has 
mangled. We don’t want to see him in 
court getting his licence endorsed, and 
most certainly we couldn’t contemplate 
one of those fluffy young things as a 
dan ghter-in-law. 

Peter has four uncles and only one 


birthday a year. You ’d think one of 
them would have given him a useful 
present. A cricket bat, for instance. 
They must surely realise that bats get 
broken. 

But no, uncles must work off their 
wickedness complex, and Peter must 
have his character ruined by toy- 
trumpets, cameras, money-boxes and 
scooters, when he might have learned 
to put his leg well across and play a 
straight bat. W. B. R. 


“The, police are now searching for a tall 
man with tapered fingers, ambidextrous, and 
possibly with only one arm .” — Daily Pape 7 \ 

The two hands on this arm ought to be 
a kind of clue. 
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Ticlet-lns]j2Lior (severely) . “Tins ticket is two days old.” 


Brami-faccd Passenger ^‘Akd I daeesay it ’ll be a month old before this wretched train gets anywhere.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clei'ks,) 

It strikes me as a little early in the day to tackle The Life of 
George Meredith (Chapman and Hall) in the degage modern 
manner ; and Mr. B. E. Sencoubt has my sympathy in his 
attempt to approach a more or less official biography on the 
strategic lines of M. Andre Maubois’ Ariel. On the official 
side he is, I think, the right man for the task. He shares 
to an adequate extent Meredith’s opinion and the opinion 
of Meredith’s circle on Meredith, and, though he tempers 
this with critical reservations of his own — their penetration 
and efficacy increase as the study proceeds — he apparently 
finds no hardship in conceding to the stature and solemnity 
of his subject all that Victorian piety could have demanded. 
Fortunate and wise in his acquisition and use of new material, 
he admirably depicts the novelist’s conquest of the world 
of elegance,” that verdant and leisurely terrain on which 
the author of The Egoist and Bichard Feverel surveyed the 
interminable manoeuvres of upper-middle-class passions. 
Side by side with the accomplished and analytic Meredith, 
he portrays Meredith the poet, Meredith the lover of 
nature, maintaining a difficult equilibrium. Mr. Sencourt 
is soundly appreciative of his hero’s early verse ; and here 
again, as with letters, essays in criticism and the personal 
confidences of friends, he is lavish with new material. He 
notes that Meredith attempted to infuse prose with the 
subtler aroma of poetry,” and appraises with delicacy and 
discernment the result for good and evil on Mebedith’s 
work. But he has not, I feel (and here he falls short of his 
master, M. Maurois), taken sufficient advantage of the 
natural pattern which this conflict of poet and man-of-the 
world provides to unify a study more valuable for facts and 
judgments than for vision. 


The Man in the Street, unless he happens to have moved 
in financial circles, may very possibly never have heard so 
much as the name of Mr. H. Osborne O’ Hagan, whose 
Leaves from my Life, in two stout volumes, has just been 
issued from the Bodley Head by the house of John Lane. 
Nevertheless in the City bis name in pre-War days was 
one with which one might perform miracles; and who 
shall say that these stray notes from an active and success- 
ful life are not as well worth reading as the memories of 
most admirals, generals or men of letters? Indeed, the 
making of money is to most of us a more entrancing 
business than the pursuit of science or art. What can be 
more fascinating than to learn how one reiches those 
Olympian heights where thousand-pound notes seem to 
drop from the skies into the lap of any stray gentleman 
who happens to effect an introduction or who may have been 
considered hardly treated ? In such circles young O’Hagan 
seems to have obtained a footing quite early in life and to 
have attained a remarkable popularity. The amount of 
arbitration he was asked to carry out between rival com- 
panies and others is amazing. Whenever any dispute arose 
his name rose at once to the lips of either side. And all 
this arose from a berth as junior clerk in a civil engineer’s 
office at the magnificent salary of ten shillings a week and 
the habit, formed young, of reading The Times right through 
every day. Thus, he says, may a strenuous youth correct 
any lapse in his education and rise from small beginnings 
to the giddy height of a financier to whom the most far- 
reaching schemes are brought day by day for his kindly 
consideration. Mr. O’Hagan has jotted down, without 
much arrangement, a lot of interesting material. Personally 
I enjoyed parts of his scattered Leaves. He met many 
interesting figures and gives his opinion of them very 
frankly. He is equally open about his own failures, for he 
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had a few, and about his ‘‘medical” 
life, as he calls it : how he wrestled 
with and more or less overcame gout, 
biliousness and other such enemies that 
assail the business man. On the whole 
he has written a not uninteresting 
book, but surely rather longer than it 
need have been. 

Fifty Years ivith the Bod, by John 
Stieling, 

Is for wranglers of anglers who are 
Out for salmon and sea-trout and 
herling 

And bulltrout and brown trout and 
char 

In the Highlands, and for these pro- 
fessors 

John would safeguard the fish where 
they go; 

And his beck has been published by 
Messrs. 

P. Allan and Co. 

Our author’s the Trout’s politician, 

The Member for Salmon, who will 
Speak up at a Eoyal Commission 

Or draft you a Parliament Bill ; 

Yet heknow^s of technique and of outfit. 

He knows of the time and the place, 
And he knows how to catch you a 
trout fit 

To fill a glass-case. 

With a couple of excellent papers 

On the salmon’s, the sea-trout’s 
strange lives, 

Here ’s the book of the greenheart that 
tapers, 

Here’s the book of the lure that 
contrives 

The trick that’s straightforward or 
ruseful — 

In short, John has got me in debt 
With a work that’s as varied and 
useful 

As any I ’ve met. 
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Eaw Servant (ushering co%ipU into rocmi^. “Me. and ]\Ies, Bennett, Muai, an’ 

WE ’EE EIGHT OUT OF BUTTER I ” 


Black Boses (Heinemann) is the symbolic title which 
Mr. Francis Brett Young has given to a story of tragic 
love set in the Naples of forty years ago. Paul Bitchie or, 
from another point of view, Paolo Bicci — the son of an 
eccentric Englishman who had wandered for no apparent 
reason into southern Italy, married a daughter of that 
land and departed as abruptly as he had arrived — goes to 
the city of beauty and odours to seek his fortune as a 
painter. He experiences all the traditional vicissitudes of 
the artistic aspirant, hacking for rascally dealers and the 
like ; and he falls in love with the rather enigmatic young 
woman 'svho tends his humble lodging. It is the awaken- 
ing and progress of that love, under the shadow of two 
menaces, to a terrible conclusion which is Mr. Brett 
Young’s main theme, and, though this may not be one of 
its author’s major works, lacking the satisfying spacious- 
ness which makes Poidrait of Glare and My Bfvther 
Jonathan so notable, ib entirely justifies the high opinion 
which all good critics had formed of him long ere he wrote 
those masterpieces. The story takes an immediate and 
certain hold on our interest and advances with a steady 
crescendo of intensity which does not preclude a delicate 


play of humour; and its few figures are very clearly seen, 
albeit through an envelope of glamour which one hesitates 
to call poetic only because it is so essential a quality of an 
admirable prose style. The simple device by which we are 
made to witness a boy’s tragedy through the perspective of 
an elderly man’s memory heightens the effect of a tale of 
“old, unhappy, far-off things.” 

It is difficult and to my mind unpleasant to imagine 
a country whose brightest young things are not only film- 
fans but creators, actors and producers of films into the 
bargain. If England is going to dabble in this dire extension 
of the cult, I devoutly hope it will be in the unambitious 
fashion once presented by Mr. Punch, whose “Hostess 
Showing Home-made Film ” forms the frontispiece of 
Scenario Writing andProducbig for the Amateur (American 
Photographic Publishing Go.). Nothing ho w^ever is further 
from Miss Marion Norris Gleason’s aim than to bestow 
her benediction on the animated domestic snapshot. She I 
is but to conduct the amateur as near to Hollywood as he 
can get for tuppence, and I am hound to admit that she 
does her job extremely well. Photographic technique is 
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not her affair — that has been sufficiently dealt with. The 
standard oi the professional scenario is dolefully below 
standards of mechanism and interpretation — what hinders 
amateurs from providing something more attractive ? The 
answer is not far to seek. I note that while Miss Gleason’s 
chapter on the Dramatic Construction of a Scenario” is 
a fascinating piece of exposition, her actual scenarios — 
a score of them — are entirely undistinguished. The dis- 
crepancy does not arise, I feel, from any shortcoming on 
Miss Gleason’s part. It arises from the fact that her 
principles are largely the principles of dramatic narrative 
in general ; applied to the cutting of the film cloth, they 
produce the inevitable reach-me-down. I did not discover 
until her last chapter but one that she regards cinemato- 
graphy as having established its claim to be considered 
‘‘ an art.” I should have thought her preliminary admission 
that it can deal with emotions but not ideas would have 
definitely relegated it to a more sub-human level. 


where a stronghold might be planted in the country of the 
enemy.” The enemy was the Oxford Movement as embodied 
in Dr. Woodwabd and the schools which his influence created. 
Two years later the “stronghold” was ready to receive 
boys, and in Trent College, 1868-1927 (Bell), Mr. M. A. J. 
Tarveb tells us of the victorious struggle which the enter- 
prise of those enthusiasts entailed. At first all went well 
with the new school, but misfortunes followed and Trent, 
though it did not reach its last case, was in grave dangtr of 
doing so. Then J. S. Tuckeb, at the age of twenty-seven, 
came to the rescue, and Mr. Tabver clearly shows how 
liberally this young man possessed the vital qualities that 
Trent in its years of crisis required. Mr. Tucker emerges 
from this book a fearless leader, and the tribute paid to him 
makes a deeper impression because it is written by one who 
fully realises that even headmasters have their failings. A 
graceful style and a happy sense of proportion and of humour 
combine to make Mr. Tarver an admirable historian. 


Miss Anne Corner’s novel. Deeper Yet (Longmans), is 
well worth reading, in 
spite of a touch of ama- 
teurishness here and 
there, because the pro- 
blem with which it deals 
is, in various forms, a 
common one and not 
often approached from 
quite the angle she has 
chosen. The fighting- 
men broken in our late 
war were broken in 
many different ways, 
not always obvious to 
the casual glance. Jack 
Chalmers, Miss Cor- 
ner’s hero, had become 
a victim to a drug, but 
the underlying reason 
for that was a form of 
shell-shock. Now wo- 
men too w^ere broken by 
the abnormal condi- 
tions of the war years, 
and Paulme, his wife, 
apparently quite sound 



“Whit way have ye no finished your cough-mixture, Sandy?” 
“Ah dinna need tae, Faither; ma cauld 's better.” 

“WEEL, ye had better gang OOT again and get Y’OUR feet wet. 


was yet unable to face his trouble with him, as an unhurt 
woman might have, simply with love and comradeship. 
So when things became very bad she pretended to be about 
to become a mother, with the hope of giving him an incen- 
tive to resist temptation long enough to get the drug out 
of his system; and Jach, aware that she was lying and 
horribly upset about it, went to a man-friend and found 
just the help he needed. In spite of their mistakes both 
husband and wife are attractive characters, as far as the 
author sketches them in, and I was glad when, after a 
period wdien each seemed to sink the other Deeper Yet in 
trouble, their marriage became a truly happy one. Miss 
Corner sends Patdme to the Basque country for a rest-cure 
and takes the opportunity to write some charming descrip- 
tions of it. Her characterisation, though slight, is pleas- 
antly diversified, but I am inclined to think that she has 
invented Jack's drug to suit his circumstances. Are drugs 
often, I wonder, in real life quite so regular and obliging in 
their habits ? 

On a summer day of 1886 “four gentlemen alarmed for 
the future of the race ” arrived at Trent and chose a site for 
a school. This quartet was an advance party “seeking 


Although Mr. Weston Martyr, in Not Without Dust and 

Heat (Blackwood), is 
mainly concerned with 
the sea and with those 
who go down to it in 
ships, you will find his 
thirteen stories both a 
varied and a choice 
collection. Beginning 
with “A Sleeping 
Draught,” in which the 
skipper of “a strictly 
utilitarian and econo- 
mical tramp ” tells an 
exciting and pathetic 
yarn, Mr. Martyr pro- 
ceeds, in “A Little Sail,” 
to show a delightfully 
restrained and quiet 
humour. But the 
stories which prove him 
to be an original and 
remarkable teller of tales 
are “ White Poison,” 
“ Sparring Partners ” 
and “A Contact with 
Reality,” all of which 


are told with an admirable economy of words and the nicest 
sense of values. I have not read The Southseaman, Mr. 
Martyr’s previous book, but these tales incline me to believe 
that its publishers are justified in calling it a “ classic.” 

Mr. Punch gives this short but cordial greeting to the re- 
printed work of three of his contributors: Blue Feathers, 
by E. V. Knox, illustrated by C. L. Stampa (Chatpo and 
W iNDUs) ; If Dogs Could Write, by E. V. Lucas (Methuen) ; 
and Gay Go Up, by Miss Rose Esleman (Methuen). 


JOHN PEEL. 

(J. Ce7itenary Tribute). 

Those who have bartered their load of care 
Eor a glorious draught of the open air 
Have never regretted the deal, 

And as long as a hunting lilt is sung, 

As long as a bright-eyed partner ’s swung, 

As long as a feathering hound gives tongue 
And a spur is hung on the heel, 

So long shall a company old and young 

Keep living your fame, John Peel ! W. H. 0. 
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ing morbid books, a medical writer tells marriage, has caused a widespread feel- 
of a young girl addicted to this type of ing of relief in business circles. 


“Not often do you see two world literature who went into uncontrollable 
figures like x^rnold Bennett and hysterics on hearing a funny story. We 


H. G. Wells at the same first night,” regard it rather as an instanc( 
says a writer of theatrical gossip. The danger of telling funny stories, 
mere possibility of such a treat, how- 

evei*, sustains the queues. In including the Gladstone 


hysterics on hearing a funny story. We A famous soprano has told an inter- 
regard it rather as an instance of the viewer that she has had the waist-line 


,nger of telling funny stories. of her dresses raised. Contraltos, of 

course, have to be careful to avoid 
In including the Gladstone statue, singing below the belt. 


The Zoo has acquired two aye* ayes. 


in the Strand, in his latest '^^round- 
about ” schemas, the Minister ofTrans- 


Bichaed Terry describes the 


When asked for their name the keeper port is believed to have been actuated quiet of his voyage in the Arctic seas as 


replies that the answer is in the afifirm- by a desire to commemorate appropri- 


ately a master of circumlocution. 


Five pounds' worth of damage is said Sir W. Aebuthnot Lane declares 
to have been charged to the members that he cannot see any moral distinction Our feeling with reference to the 

of a London club who threw everything between the person who takes too much installation of telephones in schools at 
they could reach at a mouse which steak-and-kidney pudding and the one Newport (Mon.), with the object of 
appeared in the dining-room. The more who drinks too large a quantity of interesting the children in their use, is 
correct procedure is to notify the secre- whisky or champagne. As yet, how- that a grave responsibility will rest 
tary, who will then summon the club ever, social reformers have shirked the upon the authorities if these young- 
cat. ,,, i I sters become confirmed 


ideal for his purpose of harmonising a 
I psalter. The conditions would assist 
[ him to put the ‘«psalt ” into psalter. 


Our feeling with reference to the 


The latest crank is 
the man who is going 
about boasting that he 
continued to have his 
-hot bath all through 
the heat wave. 


Addressing the Celtic 
Congress on the sub- 
ject of folk-song in the 
Western Isles, the Bev. [ [ 
Kenneth MacLeod 
said that when he heard 
unaccompanied songs 
in a city hall he often 
wishedthat someonebe- 
hind the scenes would 
turn on a water-tap to :^rienc 
simulate the sound of goes^' 

the sea and the hill- Prcud 

streams. Try folk-songs 

of the Western Isles in your bath. 







telephonists. 

I can never roll my 
umbrella with anything 
like the professional 
neatness, says a gossip- 
writer in The Evening 
News. Even gossip- 
writers have theiiTimit- 
ations. 

An engineer declares 
that even the ringing 
of a small bell causes 
thousands of wireless 
waves. Then we know 
a lot of waitresses who 
are rotten receivers. 


Friend. “And YOU mean to say you made this car yourself? Why, v n- • . 

IT GOES LIKE CLOCKWORK.” AocorcLmg to a woman 

Proud Oicner. “Op COURSE IT DOES, That’S what it goes by.” writer, in Society circles 

there is a new theory 

problem of the steak-and-kidney pud- that a marriage will be successful if a 
ding addict, pet dog is taken to the wedding, A 

similar superstition has long existed 
Stringent orders for the suppression with regard to taking a bridegroom. 


One theory with regard to the 
enormous footprint of early man which 


has been discovered on the Limpopo of noise are issued in Budapest, but it 

Biver is that it is that of a direct is understood that a lenient view would Mr. Gordon Bichaeds, the flat-racing 

ancestor of the man who arrives late at betaken of discussions of the Treaty jockey, rode his one-hundredth winner 
theatres. of Trianon. .j. of the season at Birmingham. It is a 

^ ^ surprise to us to know that 

kn. actress recently stated that she Motorists near Nairobi are reported there are winners nowadays, 
had not read All Quiet on the Western to have been held up by a “ pride ” of 

Front. Other actresses are sorry they sixteen lions. It would, of course, be A post-office official tells us that all 
did not think of not reading All Quiet a terminological error to speak of a the ink supplied for the use of customers 
on the Western Front. “ pride ” of pedestrians. is made in England. So it is ink, is it ? 

^ ' :;i il; i\t sit 

, . i . . . * 

In being measured for his new car a A new club, limited to fifty members, “It is no use letting yourself get 

well-known racing motorist has set a has been formed for milk-roundsmen in rattled at the telephone,” says a writer, 

good example. Beady-to-wear cars are West London, but they have still to We always rattle that little hook thing 
apt to be too tight across the chest. decide upon a distinctive yodel. instead. 

J’C * * ‘ 

“Eyebrows can be trained,” we read. Judge Turner, at Westminster Kansas City woman is reported to 
Mr. George Bobey will agree that it County Court, by pointing out that have shot her husband because of his 
is all done by kindness. love-letters written by a man on his bad play during a game of bridge. If 

firm's notepaper would not render the we are ever killed that way, we should 
As an instance of the danger of read- firm liable for breach of promise of like to be buried with simple honours. 


VOL. CLSXVIl. 


Q 
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ODE 

In a somewhat stilted and archaic 
Manner addressed to the Eight 
Honourable J.Eamsay MacDonald, 
NOW IN the United States of 
America. 

0 first, unless I have been misin- 

formed 

(And that I rarely am), 

Of English Premiers to breast the brine 
To the great land of Freedom and No 
Wine 

(Pitt never did, nor Pam), 

By sweetest impulse warmed 
To make the Berengaria, Canard Line, 
Another Argo of more rich design, 

And bring like Jason back the Golden 
Fleece 

Of Universal Peace. 

Eamsay — say ! Eam, 

Here where the autumn leaves are fall- 
ing now 

On to the street from many a plane- 
tree bough, 

Messing the people’s boots, 

And the mild sun yet lingers in a year 
Goodish for corn, though bad for roots — 
(Meat will be also dear, 

But not plum-jam; 

There is a glut of fruits) — 

Here on the wet side of the Atlantic 
foam 

1 from my simple home 

Send out my blessings and a wafted 
kiss, 

Hoping they will not come amiss ; 

Send out my fond salutes 
To Thee and Uncle Sam I 
Good hunting and good spoil ! 

Let calm Minerva with the steadfast 
gaze, 

Companion of thy Days, 

Be always with thee on Columbia’s soil, 
And Vulcan, God of Toil, 

Whose wont it ever was to hate the 
braggart Mars 
That bore away his Queen, 

Sit ever in thy cars 
IsHBEL and thee between ; 

And Hermes, Lord of Counsel, with 
the winged feet 
Also reserve a seat, 

However much the Party may surprise 
Hoover’s expectant eyes 
When it rolls down the street ! 

Let Prudence on thy head 
Shower blessings but not pride, 

And Eare Aplomb that this and that 
way turns, 

Whilst thou art overfed 
With peaches and ice-cream and 
terrapin 

Till Curved Satiety distends the skin. 
With Caution be allied, 

And Ehetoric with large mellifluous 
urns 

, Be oonstanl; at thy side ! 

I Yield not too much, nor take, 


In the effusive pouring of goodwill, 
Whether or no the cocktails shake, 

Or only the strange chill 
Of woollier drinks, that cause the 
front to ache, 

Thy banquet Bumpers fill : 

Push with unsparing Hand 
Behind thee like the deuce 
Publicity’s inexorable Pen, 

Yet not too rudely, knowing how and 
when 

All that stuff should be canned 
And where it has its use. 

Till, in her dismal den 
Bellona howling for a ruined Trade 
Writhen amidst her Coil of Snakes is 
laid, 

Nursing a broken cruiser for a toy ; 
And none but Shearer there 
To fondle her cold hair. 

But thou, 0 Boy, 

Parting from Hoover wdth a perfect 
Press, 

With Unity and Unvain gloriousness, 
And sped by halcyon airs 
Bringing, besides the Tourists named 
above, 

The nymph Disarmament, soft child of 
love. 

And Sound Economy, her Sister neat, 
And Friendship, w'hom we sure are 
pleased to meet, 

Eeturn anon ! 

Step up the cabin stairs 
From thy imperial suite, 

Shake Thomas by the hand. 

Shake Arthur Henderson. Shake 
Snowden. Land. 

Then let us all get on 

With Home Affairs. Evoe, 


MERRIE ENGLAND. 

[“ The country fair is still one of the charms 
of rmal England. . . . theold Widecombe Pair 
on Dartmoor attracted a very large number 
of visitors. ... I heard Italian, French and 
the typical Yankee twang mingle with the 
Devon, Cornish and Somerset dialects.”— 
Paper.^ 

Next Year’s Forecast. 

( Ovei heard on Dartmoor.) 

Voice. Molto piacevole, questo Vidi- 
combo ! 

Voice. Tiens, Maman, regarde-moi 
done la jument grise qui ports les sept 
vieiilards ! C’est 6patant ! Et comme 
elles sont minces, les hanches ! On dirait 
un revenant. 

Voice. Donne-moi la programme . . . 
ils s’appellent Jean Stuar, Pierre de 
Gurnay, Danielle Viton, Arr6 Arque et 
son oncle, Thomas Cobl6 . . . Tiens, 
tiens, tiens . , . mais que 9a veut dire 
an’ all ” ? Peutetre un kne, mais je ne 
le vois pas. 

Voice. Ee-markable spectacle, Marne. 
I ’m glad we done these tors before we 
hit the breeze for home. 


Voice. Betcha, Pop. What ’s a tor, 
anyway ? 

Voice. It’s what we come to see. 
Guess them things on the skyline ’s the 
ones. 

Voice. They ’re vurry, vurry small. 
Don’t look half the height of the Singer 
building. 

Voice (to Local Ancient). Pardon, 
Monsieur, mais auriez-vous la bontd de 
m’indiquer 

Local Ancient. Eh? 

Yolel. Haw, haw, haw! 

Local A. I hate them dratted fur- 
rineers. 

His Grand‘daughter. Come your ways, 
my deaur life, do ’ee now. 

Voice. Pardon, Mademoiselle 

Local A. Leave the maiden bide, yu 
bitter old weed ! 

Voice. Ohe, Luigi ! Com’ e bellissima 
la piccola 1 

Luigi (fervently). Sicurol 

Local A. Drabbit it, I ’ll throw ’ee in 
vuzzen I 

Voice. Aw, get off your foot ; you ’re 
standin’ on ib, Grand-dad. The guy 
don’t mean nothing. 

Local A. Who ’ee calling ‘‘Grand- 
dad ” ? Where be tu ? I ’ll b^ash ’ee 1 

Yokel (delighted). There’s zummat 
oop, Garge 1 

Local A. 'Tis them from down-along. 
Main an* queasy my innards du be at 
sight of ’un. 

Voice (Shrerp shire). I partly wish, in 
all good sadness, ’twere time for a bite. 

Voice (Hamburg). Aber, Trudi, mein 
Magen knurrt. 

Voice (Oldham). I said to landlord, 
“’Tis a mucky trade th’art doing, 
drawing beer for Frenchies,” I did, an’ 
all. 

Local Bigioig (opening Fair). . . , and 
it is a happy augury that to-day, sur- 
rounded by our well- loved tors, we 
should be joined by those from other 
lands — from France, from Italy, from 
America, from (pausing) Germany — 
united in the common bond of pleasure, 
learning in laughter to understand each 
other as perhaps no 

Voice. Qu’est-ee qu’il dit ? 

Voice. Aw, shut up an’ let the poor 
dub throw his mouth. 

Local A. Fair make me bile boil, 
them furrineers du ! Eachel. 


Vulpine Amenities. 

“Early morning fox was widespread, parti- 
cularly in Central Europe .” — Yorkshire Paper, 

So they ’ve started cubbing there too. 

“Vacant, through Talkies.” 

Advt. in Manchester Paper. 

We have suspected for some time 
that a good many talkie fans were 
slightly “mental.” 



A SYMPATHETIC GALLERY. 

Mh. Baldwin. “HULLO! YVHEN DO YOU EXPECT TO GET OUT OF THAT?” 

Mb. Thomas. “OH, ABOUT NEXT EEBEUAET.” 

Me. Baldwin. “WELL, GOOD LUCK! I WAS THERE FOR YEARS AND NEVER GOT OUT, 
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THIS WEIGHT BUSINESS. j 

Frances told me I was looking very ' 
thin and that I must go and weigh 
myself. 

I said I had and that I was eleven 
stone ten ; but as that had been a long 
while ago she refused to pass it as stop- 
press. 

‘‘ I "m sure you 've gone down a lot 
since then,” she continued, and added : 

And mind you weigh yourself on the 
same machine, because they vary.” 

Will you come and watch me do it ? ” 
I asked shrewdly. 

‘‘Of course not, silly.” 

“ Good 1 I 'd better make it a week- 
end then. I expect the Withingtons 
will put me up.” 

“ What on earth do you mean ? ” 

I explained. I had recollected — as 
Frances evidently had not — that the 
last time I weighed myself was on the 
platform of a railway-station in Kirk- 
cudbrightshire, when I was staying 
with a certain Mrs. Withington, I had 
also recollected — and this time Frances 
evidently had too — that Mrs. Withing- 
ton’ s daughter June was a most attrac- 
tive girl. Taking it all round it seemed 
a good excuse. “Dear Mrs. Withing- 
; ton, I shall be in your neighbourhood 
I weighing myself next Friday and should 
love to drop in if I may ” 


“You’d better start afresh,” said 
Frances, with a touch of frost. “Go 
and weigh yourself at your club and 
then you can make a record of it.” 

I sighed. I had once told Frances 
that there was in my’ club attached to 
the weighing-machine a book for mem- 
bers to note down their weights. I 
remember I had laughed heartily at the 
idea at the time. Little did I think that 
one day I too should be thus brazenly 
flaunting my fluctuating avoirdupois 
before the curious eyes of my fellow- 
members. 

So just before lunch the next day I 
strolled up to the club weighing-machine 
in a shamefaced manner. It was not 
in the least like the machines I knew, 
for it bad a padded seat, a notched rail 
and weights like enormous brass coins. 
I crept into the armchair and picked up 
a thing like an overfed hiliostrcn. It 
was marked “ 8 stone,” but I ’ll swear 
it wasn’t as much as that really, because 
I lifted it quite easily. Then I took 
some small change marked “ 2 stone ” 
and “ 1 stone.” After a quarter-of- 
an-hour I established the fact that I 
was more than eleven stone and less 
than twelve, and was going to leave it 
at that when an interested page-boy 
pointed out that there was a blob of 
brass on a hook which ran along the 
rail and marked the pounds. Between 


us in a tense hush we got my weight 
to eleven stone five pounds. Not a bad 
hour’s work. I broke ofl for the lunch 
interval. 

After lunch I came back and solemnly 
entered it up in the book. At this point 
my pride was rather dashed by finding 
that the entry just ahead of me was 
“ Lieutenant-Colonel Able-Oorpusty — 
Ifist. Ojlb. ” Though personally I should 
have called it sixteen stone without 
boasting, I confess I admired the spirit 
of that “QJlb.” It showed that he 
was evidently a stickler for detail. How- 
ever, I couldn’t compete with that. I put 
down my modest score of “list. 5lb.” 
and added “Not out” in brackets to 
intimate that I was a trier. 

I broke the news to Frances, waited 
breathlessly for a week and tried again. 
This time I was eleven stone seven. 
Colonel Able-Corpnsty had dropped to 
sixteen stone, and 1 wondered if he were 
ill. I entered up my improved score 
with a pardonable flourish of triumph. 

Frances, however, rather damped me. 
She said, “But of course you were still 
wearing your summer underclothes the 
previous week. This time you had your 
winter ones.” 

I hadn’t thought of that and we de- 
bated the matter. As I obviously could 
not take a set of undergarments down 
to the club to weigh them by themselves, 
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G)andmother (to flapper just ret wned from a wedding). “\Yell, aiY dear, what 
SORT OF WEDDING WAS IT?” 

Flapper. “Oh, a pretty bixdjng sort, I should think. The jolly old 
Bish did it hdiself.” 


we decided that it would be best for rae 
to put on summer things again next day, 
before either my weight or the weather 
had altered very much, and go and see 
what I made myself then. 

I did. I made myself, first, darned 
cold, and, secondly, eleven stone seven — 
exactly the same as before. This, as you 
will admit, was puzzling. The m} sfeery 
was not solved till I remembered that 
on the former occasion I had weighed 
myself before lunch, but that now the 
ceremony had taken place after a heavy 
meal. A new factor had entered into 
this weight business ; in short, it was 
not half so easy as it looked. However, 
I noted in brackets after my three en- 
tries w^hether it was with summer or 
winter underclothing and before or after 
lunch, took a copy of the figures and 
went home to work it out. 

By the middle of the afternoon I was 
regretting I had not paid more atten- 
tion to Quadratic Equations when at 
school. By tea-time I had discovered 
that my equations seemed to be quin- 
tatic rather that quadratic. The only 
point that emerged cleaTly was that 
I should have to go down again the 
next day before lunch and again with 
summer underclothing. 

This, however, proved impossible 
because, owing to a severe cold, I had 
to stay indoors, I did not visit the 
club for five days, and by then I had 
adopted winter underclothing for good. 
But with consummate shrewdness I 
weighed myself before and after lunch 
and entered both results in the book 
with a note to that effect. To be pre- 
cise, I weighed myself twice before 
lunch, because the first time I found , 
that the record book was inadvertently 
on the seat with me. It weighed 
about three-quarters of a pound ; but 
that is neither here nor there, 

I then settled down in the club silence- 
room with paper and a pencil. I had 
now the following six equations : — 

St. lbs. 

(1) ici 4- s (summer underclothing) = 11 5 

(2) 102 + "^0 (winter underclothing) =11 7 


(3) 102 + 5+2 (lunch) = 11 7 

(4) W'i w b (book) = 11 7| 

(5) -h 11 64 

(6) iCi + w + l =11 74 


Almost immediately I discovered 
with pride that my lunch weighed one 
pound; but by four-fifteen it had been 
borne in upon me that not even yet had 
I got enough equations to give me my 
weight. Evidently I needed two spare 
sets of underclothing and the assistance 
of a chartered accountant. . . . 

At five-twenty, however, I got a brief 
note from the secretary asking me to 
desist in future from using the Weight 
Book for private remarks and calcula- 
tions, as members had complained. . , . 


That was Colonel Able-Corpusty, I 
bet, the spoil-sport ! I now abstain from 
the book myself but I watch his record 
carefully, and I rejoice to see he is 
practically fading away, for he was 
only 15 st. 13| lbs. this week. In the 
meantime I weigh myself on a Tube- 
station machine while waiting for the 
Highgate trains to whizz past, and my 
weight varies as usual — that is to say, 
sometimes I am wearing a great-coat 
or carrying a parcel, and sometimes 
Prances has a foot on behind me for a 
joke. — A. A. 

Muscular Christianity. 

“Near the line he passed to Heaven, who 
scored, for Parsons to convert.” 

Birmingham Paper. 


Things Which Might Have Been 
Expressed More Courteously. 

“Young woman working as governess in 
Ireland would like to meet some intelligent 
people .” — Weeldy Paper, 


No Man is always Wise. 

“ Reuter telegraphs that in their message 
published on page 4, Naval Inquiry in Wash- 
ington, the name of Sir William Weismann 
should have been spelled Wisemaii. 

Sir William Wisnian denies that he either 
wrote or caused the letter (referred to at the 
inquiry) to be written .’’ — Manchester Paper. 


“The buying and selling of children of 
parents in indigenous circumstances is nothing 
surprising in itself—it is a custom as old as 
China .” — Hcng Kong Paper, 

Indigence is, of course, indigenous in 
China, 
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MR. PUNCH’S TALKS. 

Chamber Music. 

[Eeswning our series of Talks on Music, 
Mr. Haddock, ivlio has been studying 
in Paris, is now going to give you a 
talk on Chamber Music ; after tohicli 
tee go over to Birniingliam for the 
udiijpyet races. Good afternoon, every- 
body, GOOD afternoon,) 

One reason ■why I am going to talk 
to you to-day about Chamber Music is 
that I have received a charming present, 
being Vol. I. (A— H) of CobheiVs Gyclo- 
irniic Survey of Chamber Mtisic, edited 
by W. W. CoBBETT and published by the 
Oxford University Press. This is a 
large and handsome book, bound in blue. 
It is not often that I receive sohandsome 
a present, and if anyone will give me 
a Eolls-Royce or a copy of the New 
Encyclopcedia Britannica I will talk 
about them too. 

Mr. W. CoBBETT, whose acquaint- 
ance I have the honour to enjoy, is a 
well-known and munificent “amateur” 
of music. The marks of his charming 
and cultivated personality are plainly 
visible upon Cobbeifs Cyclopedic Sur- 
vey, The frontispiece is a picture of 
Mr. W. W. CoBBETT playing the violin 
among some very beautiful ladies, who 
are playing other instruments or gazing 
at Mr. W .W. CoBBETT . There is an article 
on Mr. W. W. Cobbett by Mr. W. 'SV. 
CoBBETr. The editor, Mr. W. W. Cob- 
bett, has written on the Cobbett Com- 
petitions and Commissions; and there 
is a short note on the Cobbett Free 
Libraries by the same author. The 
Cobbett Lectures, the Cobbett Medal 
and the Cobbett Prizes at the Eoyal 
College of Music are modestly dealt 
with ; while in the ai'ticle on W. W. Cob- 
BBTT Mr. W. W. Cobbett expresses his 
reluctance to discuss the life of Mr. W. W. 
Cobbett on the ground that ib has 
I already been touched upon in the articles 
by Mr. Cobbett on “ Chamber Music 
Life,” “Phantasy” and “Violin ” (q.v.). 
But the work also contains many 
references to Chamber Music, as such ; 
and that is the topic of this talk. As 
Mr. Donald F. Tovey says in his 
scholarly “ General Survey,” “ Chamber 
Music has meant ' different things at 
different periods.” Originally, of course, 
Chamber Music meant the kind of music 
which no one would venture to commit 
except in the privacy of his, or her, own 
chamber or home. (In the sixteenth 
and seventeenth centuries it was known 
as “Private Musicke.”) It was among 
monarchs, and, as 
Mr. BtrWARD J. Dent writes in his fas- 
cinating aiticle, “ Beginnings,” it came 
to mean “the music belonging to the 
household of a prince, as opposed to 
Eoe a ehutich or a theatre.” 


In these free clays, of course, the 
thing has come out into the open, and 
now, for you and me, there is no doubt 
about the significance of the term. 
Chamber Music is the kind of music 
which has to be suffered at very classy 
parties before one can get to the buffet. 
Chamber Music nearly always means 
a white tie and gilt chairs. The com- 
pany, as a rule, tends definitely towards 
the mediocre, for at these parties the 
I hostess likes to work off those of her 
friends who are too refined, immobile or 
advanced in years for a young people’s 
dance ; while few of the younger gener- 
ation can be persuaded to sit still and 



The Old Lady of Threadneedle Street (to 
Mr. Snowden). “Glad to see you’ve no 

OBJECTION TO SAFEGUARDING- 3IE I ” 


listen to sonatas and that sort of muck. 
A good Chamber Quartet is much less 
expensive than a good Jazz Band, I be- 
lieve (I can find nothing about prices in 
The Cyclopedic Survey), and does not go 
on for so long. With careful handling 
therefore a clever hostess can get her 
guests out of the house by eleven or 
half-past and save a sit-down supper. 

Further, there must be a reverent hush 
during good Chamber Music ; so that 
for long periods both hostess and guests 
are spared the strain of conversation. 
These parties therefore become increas- 
ingly popular towards the end of the 
Season, and during the montli of July 
many jaded pleasure-seekers in Society 
get their only sleep daring the lengthier 
sonatas and concerti grossi. 


The procedure at sucli a party is as 
follows : The string quartet is placed 
under a bright light in the big drawing- 
room and surrounded by gilt chairs from 
Harridge’s. (The string quartet for 
two violins, viola and ’cello has been 
said to provide the purest and most 
spiritual revelation ot Chamber Music 
and perhaps of all music ; but nobody 
would guess this by looking at the 
players. This is because, although 
Britons born and bred, they are gener- 
ally made up to look like delicate but 
unscrupulous foreigners; for this, they 
have found, exacts respect. Indeed, a 
regrettable strain of foreign influence ; 
runs through the whole of Chamber 
Music, and many of the best-known 
sonatas were written by Italians. Cer- 
tain renegade Englishmen have written 
sonatas too ; but these are kept in the 
British Museum, while their composers 
give music-lessons.) 

The largest footman is posted at the 
buffet door with a programme of the 
music and orders to admit no one until 
the last note of the last movement of 
Mr. Scarlatti’s Op. 10 in A flat minor 
is sounded. The first guests to arrive are 
hustled as near to the quartet as they 
will go, where they are placed bolt-up- 
right on the gilt chairs and told not to 
smoke. There is always a tendency to 
cluster near the door, and old hands 
have been known to slip out at the end 
of the first movement of a sonata, 
clapping loudly and pretending that 
they think the sonata is ended, though 
they know very well that there are 
probably some fifteen movements to 
come. The host, therefore, who does 
not pretend to be musical, is generally 
posted at the door to shoo back any 
bolters ; also to lure or bully into the 
room those late-comers who modestly 
linger on the landing outside (and 
smoke). 

All this agony escapes the notice of 
the arch-fiends in the middle, who sit 
there fiddling away while smart London 
is burning, or, at any rate, very hot. 
They do not wear stiff shirts and white 
ties ; they do not have to sit perfectly 
still on gilt chairs ; they have a sensible 
costume, can move freely about on their 
axes and thoroughly enjoy themselves. 
No wonder Mr. W. W, Cobbett, in 
his charming and philosophical article 
on “The Chamber Music Life,” says 
“ Chamber Music makes for happiness.'' 
Ah, but whose 7 

So much for the procedure of these 
parties. As for the substance — well, 
I can only repeat that my impression 
is that nearly all Chamber Music was 
written by aliens, particularly a man 
called Scarlatti. I await with interest 
the second volume of the Survey (I-S), 
when I shall be able to confirm my 
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suspicions. A composer with the un- 
English name of Bhahms seems also to 
be mixed up in tlie business ; indeed I 
find that no fewer than twenty-seven 
closely-written pages are devoted to 
this man, who has for many years been 
wanted by the Whitechapel police. 

This volume, by the way, consists of 
five - hundred - and - eighty - five two- 
column pages, which will, I think, 
surprise many subscribers to these 
Talks when they remember that it 
covers only half the alphabet. Who 
would have thought there was so much 
to be said about Chamber Music ? How- 
ever distasteful the activities which it 
records, one has to confess that it is 
a monumental work, and does credit 
to the energy and enterprise of Mr. 
CoBBETT, who is now eighty-one. 
Those, in these days not numerous, 
citizens who can endure the sound of 
stringed instruments played in concert 
without the assistance of saxophones, 
coal-scuttles or bowler-hats will find 
this volume full of interest, information 
and delight. One of the endearing quali- 
ties of Mr. CoBBETT is a sense of humour, 
which generously peppers the most an- 


dante pages. He actually has an article 
on Humour in Chamber Music, a notion 
which I confess had not occurred to 
me. “ I have been surprised,’* the 
Editor "writes, to find bow many com- 
posers have made humour a feature of 
their musical programme,” and he gives 
a list of soi-disant humorous works,” 
some of which I should very much like 
,to hear at the next musical party I am 
invited to (if any) ; for instance : — 

Graf (or Grauf), Carl Friedrich : 
Economical duet for two performers on 
one violin. Op. 27. 

Neumann, A. : Comic Quartet. 3 v. vc. 

Bichter, Auq. : Humorous string quartet. 

Sechter, Simon: Musical pleasantry for 
string quartet, Op. 6. 

Wetzel, Hermann : Humorous Seren- 
ade. 

Hermann, A.: Duet, 2 v., Dno Comiqiic, 
No. 1 starts at the beginning and 
No. 2 at the same time at the end, 
playing the same part reversed. 

And then they say that Germany is 
not a humorous nation ! 

This Talk, by the way, may be quoted 
as Op. 65,481. Good afternoon, every- 
one — good afternoon. A. P. H. 


Our Hardy Septingentarians. 

“ Dressed only ill pyjamas and a singlet, a 
man about 700 years of age wandered along 
the streets of Goulbiirn eaidy this morning in 
the rain and cold .” — Sydney Paper, 


“She confessed afterwards that she was 
really very nervous, but she sat with her sister 
in the front row, wearing a bright blue frock, 
without a quiver .” — Daily Paper. 

Which raises the question, Do toxophi- 
lists use caddies ? 


“ A splendid feat of aviation was performed 

by^ IMrs. William , when she reached a 

height of 95,000 feet in the Hawke’s Bay Aero 
Club’s de Haviland Moth.” 

New Zealand Paper. 

Mr. Punch earnestly hopes that the 
Puffin Island Helicopter Circle will not 
disregard this challenge. 


^ “ The supply of dentures to British and In- 
dian ranks is only warranted when definite 
military inefficiency is caused by the loss of 
teeth. The loss of teeth in itself does not 
justify the supply. This is specially applic- 
able in those cases falling under sub-paragraph 
(c) (i) of both paragraphs, when front teeth 
only are knocked out in organised games.” 

From Indian Army Orders. 
Thith theemth grothly unfair. 



YO'O coui-D i-et us have some cast-off clothes foe our jumble SALE-OR ANYTHIN-a 

YOU DON T "WANT. 
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ONE DAY IN MANY LIVES. 

(With achioioledgments to “ The 
Daily Express^) 

A Domestic Servant (Not Oubs). 
When I rise ia the morning at six 
o’clock and fling open my window to 
the morning sun I ieel a rapturous con- 
tent. All is peaceful. I share the world 
with a fleeting milkman or two. I stand 
for a few moments in quiet contempla- 
tion. . . , 

My day? It is a busy one, and in- 
cludes the cleaning of rooms, the cook- 
ing of meals, the answering of doors and 
aflectionate attendance upon my mis- 
tress. Ah'eady, as I rapidly clothe my- 
self, my mind is upon my duties. I 
descend and open the door to let in the 
cat. It purrs and rubs itself against 
me. I stoop to stroke the gentle feline 
creature. 

And now, as I stand over the stove 
cooking the breakfast, I meditate upon 
my employers, those inscrutable people 
who govern my career. Of what do they 
think? What is their ultimate destiny? 
In a small way I too am bound up in 
that destiny, for I have been designed 
to serve them, to minister to their com- 
fort, to Alas I the bacon is burnt. . . 

it has even caught Are. I shall replace 
the loss out of my own pocket, . . . 

A PopQLAB Star of the Stage. 

I spring up at the first shrill call of 
the alarm-clock, for there is much to be 
done before breakfast. My room must 
be dusted and set in order, for I do not 
demand that others shall perform these 
menial duties for me. 

And now a little reading that will 
improve the mind. . . . Johnson’s Lives 
of the Poets or the fair prose of Carlyle 
is my delight. Next, I go through my 
morning’s mail diligently and, I hope, 
conscientiously. Many buddicg authors 
send their efforts to me and, though 
their plays lack all merit, I do not like 
to discourage these apparently youthful 
writers. I reply to them all individually. 

Breakfast over, I may repair to the 
theatre for a rehearsal, which I welcome, 
for perfection in one’s art— of the theatre 
at all events — is only attained by con- 
stant rehearsals. 

I am careful to arrive early. I have 
observed that a great deal of inconveni- 
ence and annoyance can be caused when 
the leading lady is not punctual. 

The afternoon I usually devote to 
visiting the sick or some obscure rela- 
tives who live, rather unfortunately, in 
Willesden, for this suburb is so far 
away from the West-End it often means 
a rush to get to the theatre in time. . . . 
My tosser comes forward . , . hastily 
I to put on my make-up. ... Out- 
side is the monotonous cry of the call- 


boy, ‘‘ Beginners all ready, please.” . . . 

I go on the stage . . . the plaudits of 
the multitude are in my ears. ... At 
last the curtain descends. I am free 
to go to my waiting car. As I pass 
the stage door-keeper he humbly touches 
his cap. 

“ Good-night, George.” 

“ Good-night, Miss.” 

And so another day has ended. 

A Eailway-Porter. 

x\lthough my duties are simple, my 
day is packed with interest and, I might 
even add, amusement. I am employed 
in the small station of a country village, 
but often I dream of the possibilities 
of being transferred to one of the great 
London termini. 

In the meantime I pay most careful 
attention to my duties, which • begin 
with the 5.30 milk-train to Vauxhall. 
Although we have only four trains a 
day, every passenger who ascends from 
or alights on our platform is of para- 
mount importance to me. Many of them 
who live in the district know me and 
exchange a few words or a friendly nod. 
Others to whom I may give assistance 
with their baggage often press upon me 
a coin of the realm. I am grateful for 
this. The lighter side of my calling 
evinces itself when passengers — often 
elderly ladies — get into the wrong train 
or when luggage, flung too urgently out 
of the van, bursts open on the plat- 
form. . . . 

The 9.30 p.m. down train, which stops 
at all stations, is drawing in. . . . Slowly, 
almost imperceptibly it draws nearer. 

. . . Yes, it is advancing. . . . Slowly, 
slowly it pulls into the station, and 
with what sounds like a great sigh it 
stands at rest. 

One passenger descends. I step for- 
ward and take his ticket. There is a 
long pause. Slowly, as if gathering its 
forces for the onward journey, the train 
begins to move. It drilts out of the 
station* . . . the red tail-light winks at 
me. 

It is the last train of the day and 
time for me to go home. 

The Editor op a Humorous 
Publication. 

My real day commences when I am 
seated at my desk contemplating the 
pile of manuscript that is awaiting my 
attention. The pile is vast, for most 
people who strive to appear in print 
believe that they can write humour — 
because it is so easy. I turn to my 
task with joy 

[Who told you that ? — Ed.] 

E.A.K 

“ Teachers Want Gorpoeal Punishment.” 

Headline in Provincial Paper. 
Smith Minor assures us that he would 
be very glad to oblige them. 


ON WHITE HORSE HILL. 

He strides across the stark shire, 
The Horse that ’s old indeed, ^ 
The old White Horse of Berkshire, 
The old white Berkshire steed; 
Could she be better palfreyed, 

Our maid Eomance, than by 
This old White Horse of Alfred 
Who threw the Dane a die ? 

King Alfred by the ingle 

He dreamed for English sakes; 
That night he gave no single 
Concern about the cakes ; 

King Alfred, come the morning, 
He cooked the Danes a course, 
And for the day’s adorning 

He carved the old White Horse. 

The wise chalk he did delve it 
With mighty rune and rhyme, 
And stalled our Steed in velvet 
Of sacred turf and thyme; 

He looked across the valley 
And eve was gold, yet he 
Sat down and dreamed a tally 
Of golder morns to be. 

He dreamed of bells in steeples, 

Of conquerors and kings, 

Of parsons and of peoples 
And peace and happy things ; 

Ho dreamed them all to credit 
Of old White Horse that (oh 1 
He stood him up and said it) 

To grass shall never go. 

And true he dreamed his dreaming, 
And true we ’ll see it still 
While shadow shapes go streaming 
From hill to quiet hill ; 

And, while their skylarks shall up 
In song for you and me, 

Shall old White Horse go gallop 
To all eternity. P. E. 0. 


Our Benevolent Butchers. 

{( 

Purveyor Best English Meats. 

Humane Slaughteeing. 

A Trial Order Solicited.” 

Advt. m Parish Magazine. 


Winds that Back in the Night. 

“The hurricane arrived there on Friday 
afternoon from the west, and the wind blew 
with great violence until the middle of the 
evening. There was then a four hours’ lull. 
At midnight the wind blew more violently than 
ever and continued to blow hard throughout 
Thursday.” — Daily Paper. 

It seems to have blown even the week 
inside out, 

‘ ‘ Mr. A. J. , the Hon. Secretary, reported 

that a Eawdana taxpayers’ assessment, which 
, had been suddenly raised to ten times the 
amount (owing perhaps to a clerical terror) , had 
been reduced to the old amount.” 

Ceylon Paper. 

Our curate, on the other hand, is quite 
a good chap. 
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"And WHAT -S MOBE, ’E CAN’T GIT OUT OF IT, MrS. GREEN. ’E »ASN’T GOT A LOOP-’OLE TO STAND ON.» 


A FUNERAL 

I SOMETIMES wonder what ought to 
be done with a fire; whether, for in- 
stance, it should be cleaned and dusted 
from week to week and have those 
parts of it that are not properly fire 
taken away from it. 

Often as I lie awake in the morning 
I hear a sound of aeroplanes circling 
very low and swift above the roof of 
my house. It is not aeroplanes. It is 
the vacuum-sweeper sweeping the floor 
of my study ; but it never tries to sweep 
my study fire. There is no vacuum- 
sweeper, I imagine, so rapacious and 
so strong that it could be turned on to 


my fire without destroying its digestive 
machinery. 

1929, of course, has not been an ord- 
inary year. In most years there have 
been days in June and even in July, 
miserable rainy days, when they have 
said to me, “ Don’t you want the fire in 
your study this morning? ” In Septem- 
ber too there have been such days. 

But this year my fire has not suffered 
from being wanted at all. Month after 
month its full rich life has gone on 
increasing, adding to itself bud and 
blossom unnoticed and undisturbed. 

There must be more than a thousand 
half-matches in my fire, many of them 
dating from the early spring. At about 


the time of the nesting of birds, I sup- 
pose, my fire was laid, though I do not 
remember that any birds actually nested 
in it.^ But pieces of crumpled paper, 
torn invitation cards and programmes, 
and a pencil (is it a pencil ?) and some 
cotton-wool and a cork, and a little box 
which may have had pen-nibs in it — 
these and many other things are there. 
It is not so much a fire as an auto- 
biography. 

*‘I wish you wouldn’t throw things 
into your fire,” they have said to me 
every now and then during the past five 
months. “You have a waste -paper 
basket and you have ash-trays.” 

No doubt I have. But it has always 
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seemed to me to be one of the natural 
instincts of man, dating probably from 
the cave period, to throw things in the 
fire. The fire is the heart of the home, 
the very centre and hub of civilisation, 
the place to which all things spent and 
weary most naturally gravitate, and an 
easier shot, in most cases, from the 
armchair. I am told of men who have 
been trained by kindness not to throw 
things into the fire during the summer 
time, but they must be a poor and thin- 
spirited kind of men. From such, I 
feel, wdll come the Decadence and the 
Decline. 

There is, on the other band, 
a kind of house where no fire at 
all is laid in the summer time, 
so that nothing can be thrown 
into the fireplace without be- 
coming conspicuous and the 
subject of constant rebuke. And 
there is a still worse kind of 
house where the fire is turned 
suddenly on by means of a 
switch, and the coal is made of 
black glass or some other irregu- 
lar material — a dastardly piece 
of deceit only suitable to those 
whose oak panelling is made of 
impier-maclie and for whom the 
works of Shakespeaee or the 
Confessions of St. Augustine 
contain a portable wireless set. 

But for good or evil my fire 
has seen spring pass to summer, 
and summer in turn fade away 
into autumn and there are match- 
stalks and pieces of manuscript 
and cigarette-ends in it, fraught 
with I know not how much 
emotional value, if I could only 
retrace the story of them all. 

One is familiar, almost too 
I familiar, with the detective 
of fiction. How eagerly, when 
brought into the room contain- 
ing the corpse, he runs to the 
fireplace to look for the fatal 
letter of the blackmailer, or the 
charred remnants of the will. 

If I were a corpse 'in my room 
now, and no more immediate motive 
for my murder could be discovered on 
the writing-desk — there is a good deal 
on the writing-desk — I can well be- 
lieve that the detective would have a 
lively and congenial task before him 
in sifting the contents of my fire. 
Carefully he would separate the cigar- 
I ette-ends of April from the cigarette- 
I ends of May, and the bills and corre- 
spondence of June from those of July. 
What records of hope, anger and fear 
would he not discover in this mute 
receptacle for all the orts and debris of 
a generous and noble life 1 

It would he a rather messy busi- 
ness. . , . 


I am told now that the different 
strata of my fire have been partially 
excavated at various moments during 
the past five months, and there would 
thus be large gaps in the great detec- 
tive’s chain of reasoning. But many 
links nevertheless in the sequence of 
events must have settled down so com- 
pletely between paper and wood, be- 
tween this coal and that coal, as to 
provide ample scope for his famous 
inductive powers. Why was this card 
so hurriedly torn, yet not completely 
torn in half ? How came it that five- 


hundred-and-sixty matches were only 
burnt a quarter of an inch below the 
head, and some three hundred others 
consumed almost to the base ? There 
is that single scrap of paper with the 
sole word Angela on it. Where is the 
rest ? How did that other letter con- 
tinue, the letter which begins : — 

Deab Sir, — I n further pursttance 
ofo2tr telephone conversation yesterday 
afternoon ? 

Is there some sinister meaning about 
the little box containing probably, but 
not certainly, pen-nibs? And the cotton- 
wool ? I feel that the cotton- wool would 
be a very mysterious clue. 


The grapes are gathered. The corn 
has come home to garner. All good 
things must have an end. My fire be- 
hind its little screen, my fire so full of 
random notes and obiter dicta, my secre- 
tarial fire, must perish also. It seems 
a pity. I find that the newspaper with 
which in early childhood it was laid is 
full of political forecasts about the 
General Election, and has an article also 
on the coming cricket season of 1929. On 
this frail basis it has continued to sup- 
port not only the bones of wood and 
the body of coal, but all the gradually 
heaped detritus of a drouthy 
year. It has seen the Labour 
Government in. It has seen the 
South Africans play. The be- 
ginning and the end of the Lon- 
don Season have meant no more 
to it than a little falling of soot, 
a few more cigarette-ends, a 
green artificial flower (I had not 
noticed that before), an invita- 
tion to dine. 

It has been the custom of 
writers and essayists to brood 
ponderously over a lighted fire, 
to see faces and fantasies in the 
glowing embers, to be plunged 
into sad reveries when they 
watch the vivid tongues of flame 
or hear the falling of a coal. It 
has been left to me, I think, 
to write so much (and so ten- 
derly) about a fire which has 
never been lighted at all. 

Never, alas 1 until now. Here 
will be a bonfire of dreams, a 
holocaust of memories. Fare- 
well matches; farewell cotton- 
wool I And yon, little scraps of 
correspondence; and y^ou, An- 
gela ; and you, last menu card 
of the Skelton Society, that have 
been with me so long! Flare 
up, little pen-nib box 1 It is 
autumn. Your hour has come. 

* ❖ 5',5 

F-f-f-f I Evob. 


The Emperor’s Old Clothes. 

(A Neio Fairy Tale,) 

“ IMr. MacDonald ■will occupy part of the 
suifc which was intended for the ex-Kaiser be- 
fore the war, when the Berengaria was a Ger- 
man vessel .” — Daily Paper. 

And yet Mr. MacDonald declares that 
there is nothing spectacular about his 
visit to America. 


Another Impending Apology. 

** Yesterday I received an invitation to Miss 
Eileen Bennett’s wedding on November 19. 

It is to take place at St. Margaret’s, West- 
minster, and the old church is likely to see 
more tennis stars than have ever congregated 
there before. That should indeed be a busy 
day for the police.”— Dai Z t/ Paper. 
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helmet and over his shoulders, to be touching the ground, an aerobatic feat 
OUTPOSTS OF EMPIRE. caught up at the waist with a neat I never hope to see equalled. But 

The Bee-keepers. leather belt. Private Ali scorned any since subsequent investigation disclosed 

The trouble began when a swarm of such concession to the principles of the presence of a gramophoi^-needle in 
wild bees invaded the Nukuku Mess at Safety First and handled those bees the canvas of the chair the affair cannot 
breakfast-time and attached themselves, with entire unconcern, pulling and push- properly be laid at the door of tl^ hive, 
after several preliminary and alarming ing them about in a way that made my Had things gone as George led me to 
feints, to a rafter. Personally I distrust blood run cold. Personally I was con- believe they would, we should now be 
bees, and when the commotion had sub- tent to look on from a distance, and consuming quantities of honey George 
sided a little and George had emerged the rest of the half-company seemed to even went so far as to speculate on 
from under the table, I issued orders feel as I did about it. the possibilities of making a polish out 

through the window that he was to There were one or two regrettable of the bees-wax and issuing it to the 
organise a counter-attack, under cover incidents, notably when a morose bee traops — but events turned out very 


unconsciousness 
stung to death. 


of a smoke-screen if necessary. — probably smarting under a sense or 

I had to leave it to George because 1 1 injustice at having been reprimanded 
had just remembered that 
some urgent correspondence I , 

demanded my immediate , ( r-KjlA yOsj' \ ^ 
presence in the orderly- I 
room; but an hour or so 

later, the camp being un- :1 ip . ■ sAy 

cannily quiet, I reconnoitred '■ '' 
the position, half exriecting 

to find that George had . ■ / w 

either smoked himself into 

unconsciousness or been v / ' 

stung to death. Instead I !'*' ■ 

found him superintending ^ V'’ ■! ' 

the construction of a large " '' '• 

beehive in w’hat I could only 'j ' ^ > 

consider dangerous prox- ' ^ ” i 

imity to my owm quarters, ^ ^ -p > j 

whilst his batman, Private A^. M 

Ali, was standing by com- '/ ' 

placently, almost hidden k P'lso 

under a loathsome mass of , V* 

bees, w^hich he subsequently ~ % 

inveigled into entering - 

George’s home-made hive. ’ .'i ' 

It appeared a perfectly S/- ’i 

peaceful proceeding, and y ” " ^ I 

George, reporting the blood- ^ V-''””" * ' 

less capture of the entire IS ■ 

invading force, was lyrical ' 

on the subject. It seems - ^ 

that an uncle of his had ' 

once kept bees, whilst "i. ^ 

Private Ali had been prac- "* " ' " - ._jrz: 

tically brought up in a hive. appaeition hieeued 

Honey, as George empha- 


probably smarting under a sense of differently. 

justice at having been reprimanded One hot morning I was w^atching Ser- 
geant Karoga as he crossed 
the square on his way back 
' , ^ to the orderly-room, when 

\ \ V \ aI executed a little leap 

^ into the air. Now Sergeant 

‘ Karoga is a model of military 

^ deportment and would no 
" ^ ^ more think of skipping 

' f square than he 


















% t 

''*Ay 


J. '4)::* 


*‘A GHASTLY SHEETED APPARITION EMERGED.” 


hands at once. But on this 
occasion he gave a whole 
series of skittish little jumps, 
and then broke into a trot, 
which rapidly developed into 
a hand -gallop, whilst as 
he went he slapped alter- 
nately at his head and his 
ankles. Finally he flung dis- 
cipline to the winds, let out 
a yell of anguish and fairly 
bolted in the direction of 
the Askari lines, his knees 
almost touching his chin as 
he went. 

This was not all. While I 
still gaped in amazement, an 
assorted group, composed of 
the Mess-waiters, the cook 
and a couple of unattached 
piccanins, broke cover from 
the neighbourhood of the 
kitchen and, heading east in 
a body, shot across my 
horizon like a comet. They 


sised, was too good a thing to be turned by the O.C. Hive for not pulling his were closely followed by Private Ali, 
away when it fell on us from the skies, proper weight of pollen, or failing to travelling solo and moving at a rate 
and he thought we ought to make the burnish his sting, or something — ^vented of which I had never believed him 

most of it. his spleen on our Mess- waiter as he capable, but which was leisurely com- 

Ihadmydoubts, confirmedlaterbyan was bringing in lunch, and we were pared to the speed of a stray Kaffir dog, 
unfortunate encounter with a straggler reduced to bread-and-cheese. which overtook him in a dozen yards 

from the hive who objected to my sit- Then there was the occasion when and vanished, yelping, in a cloud of dust 

ting on the chair he was occupying; but George’s pet monkey stuck an inquisi- long before Ali had dived head-first into 
George won his way and the bees were tive paw into the hive entrance, and the nearest hut. i 

duly taken on the strength. I must the quarter-guard promptly turned out About this time I was becoming con- I 
admit that they behaved very reason- in force. That monkey was last seen scions of an ominous droning noise, 
ably, beyond showing a disturbing par- travelling due west at incredible speed, punctuated by shrill cries from the 
tiality for the jam on the Mess table and, since it never returned to camp, Askari lines, when a sharp stab on the 
and my particular brand of brilliantine. George reluctantly struck it off the back of my neck emphasised the desira- 
George and Private Ali enjoyed them- strength as missing, believed killed, bility of retreat. I had just time to 
selves hugely.' They were for ever in- There was too the time when George, barricade the orderly-room before the 
vestigating the domestic secrets of the collapsing exhaustedly into a deck-chair, storm broke, and the triumphant bee 
hive, George attractively draped in a shot up almost to the roof of the Mess hordes occupied Nukuku without a 
mosquito-net, which cascaded from his and bounded out of the door without struggle. 






Indignant Lady {exhim^ig “Just look toat one of your carriage door handles His done ' ” 

Stahonmaster. “Um— SHOW us t’other one.’» 


For two hours I gazed from my win- 
dow on a deserted camp. Nothing 
stirred, and only the steady buzzing of 
the bees broke the stillness. I was be- 
ginning to wonder whether there were 
any other survivors when I observed 
Sergeant Karoga cautiously peering 
from a hut, after which he stole gin- 
gerly into the open. Seeing that he 
remained immune, 1 joined him, and we 
set out to ascertain the damage. The 
bees had evidently gone, and as the Ser- ’ 
geant and I strode unharmed through 
the danger zone black heads popped 
nervously out of hut doors and the 
skaken Askari crept out to join us. 

At the sound of our voices the door 
of the Mess opened very slowly and 
a ghastly sheeted apparition emerged 
and shuffled awkwardly towards us, 
squeaking and gibbering as it came. It 
was George, closely wrapped in a mos- 
quito-net, apparently on the verge of 
suffocation and manifestly unnerved. 

I unwound him, whilst he huskily 
related how he had inadvertently upset 
the entire hive when engaged in check- 
ing the supplies of honey on hand, or 
something equally futile (George has 
the soul of a quartermaster). His face 
yielded to treatment and eventually 


resumed its normal shape ; but we have 
never seen a bee since, nor shall we 
encourage it if we do, and as a honey- 
producing organisation George and 
Private Ali have gone out of business. 

SAFETY FIRST IN THE JUNGLE. 

A MOTOR-CAR charged three full-grown 
tigers near Ootacamund the other day. 
One tiger was laid out. At about the 
same time a motorist near Nairobi 
charged a party of ten lions, striking 
two of them. In the Nairobi district, 
it is said, lions are so approachable 
that motoring parties go out to watch 
them at their play, some pelting them 
with missiles to stir them into greater 
activity. 

The question is. Do these pebble- 
throwing parties and lion-charging en- 
thusiasts go properly equipped for such 
amusements 7 The average car is not 
strong enough, in our opinion. With 
the exception of a few creditable ex- 
amples among the charabanc type of 
vehicle, w^hieh are capable of colliding 
with the heaviest pedestrian without 
suffering serious damage, hardly a car 
on the road to-day could cope with the 
more massive fauna of far-distant lands. 


Hill-climbing tests are all very well; 
but the time has now come for elephant- 
climbing tests. Fifty miles to the gallon 
is little protection against a couple of 
galloping lions which are really hungry. 
What is the use of a Buskin Seven in 
the bush unless it is guaranteed to come 
to earth wheels first and intact after 
being tossed by a water-buffalo ? What 
is wanted is a car with panels that will 
not yield to the horn of the rhinoceros, 
with a bonnet that will not be knocked 
awry by the trunk of any passing ele- 
phant, with tyres that are proof against 
the gnawings of the famished hyena. 

Our jungle motorists must be pro- 
tected. Yet in the forthcoming Motor 
Show shall we find a single make of car 
whose bodywork will stand up to the 
grizzly bear, whose upholstery will defy 
the leopard's claws, whose framework 
will hold out against the embraces of 
the python or the anaconda, and whose 
radiator is guaranteed to leave an im- 
pression of its pattern on the hide of a 
hippopotamus ? 

Another Impending Apology. 

“Mr. T. Shaw’s Lost Watch. 

Missed After Seeing Premier Off.” 

Smiday Pajger, 



A DEAD BADGER. 

Tobn from your abode obscenely, 
Thrust upon the public eye 
(Which would have annoyed you 
keenly), 

Slaughtered badger, here you lie. 

Just a spent and piteous figure 
Done to death before your time 
By an irritated digger 
For a virtue, not a crime. 

All you asked was peace and quiet, 

To support yourself and cubs 
On an inofiensive diet 

With a useful turn for grubs. 

In this earth whereon you lavished 
Careful heather for your bed 
(Now, alas, exposed and ravished) 

You reposed till day bad fled. 

Only w^hen the sun’s diurnal 

Course was finished, you would fare 
Forth on wanderings nocturnal 
For a spot of food, and air. 

Badger, gentle-hearted badger, 

Lying in such evil plight, 

Though you wouldn’t hurt a spadger 
{Q(Tm£mg you’ve a healthy bite), 


E’en to you thex'e came disaster 
By a wholly sporting deed 
Which upset our worthy Master, 
Though it served another’s need. 

For to-day the hounds were running 
And the fox, no little done, 

Settled, with his usual cunning, 

That he ’d had enough, for one. 

Accident, which brought him your way. 
Drew him, slack of brush and limb, 
To your hospitable doorway 
As the very place for him. 

Did you, though he brought you danger, 
Though a beast of naughty fame, 
Spurn him as a total stranger, 

Shoo him out the w^ay he came ? 

No. However uninvited 
And unwelcome as a guest, 

You expressed yourself delighted. 

Took him in, and bade him rest. 

But his powerful scent betrayed him, 
And the bajBded hunt came round, 
All uniting to upbraid him 

For his having gone to ground. 

And — ^but why prolong the story ? 
Cruel hands with pick and spade 


Dug you out to share the gory 
Fate of him you thought to aid. 

He, no doubt, had been a sinner 
In a comprehensive way ; 

Liked a chicken for his dinner; 

Good at poaching too, they say ; 

Thus, regarded as a quarry, 

He had asked for what he got ; 

But in your case — ^were they sorry 
For the murder? They were not. 

Never paused to think how kindly 
Was the act that gave offence; 
Simply did you in for blindly 
Causing trouble and expense. 

Badger, hospitable badger, 

Fox and man have wrought your end, 
Man the slayer, fox the cadger — 

You ’re the gentleman, my friend. 

Dum-Dum. 

A writer in a daily paper points out 
that the seafarer has a clearer mind 
than the landsman, and that he also 
differs from the latter in having no 
daily paper. One theory of course is 
that fche mariner’s unclouded faculties 
are directly due to the fact that he 
suffers no Mail d'e mer. 



Punch, ok the London Charivari.— October 9 , 1929 . 



HIS FURRY FRIEND. 


Me. Aethue Hendbeson. “IP I’M TO LET YOU HUG ME, YOU MUST FIRST PROMISE 
NOT TO SQUEEZE.” 

Soviet Beae. “LET ME HUG YOU FIRST AND WE’LL DISCUSS THE OTHER MATTER 
AFTERWARDS.” 
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A PSEUDO-BROWN STUDY. 

{With apologies to Mr. Ivor Beowk.) 

Yesterday I went for the first time 

since its renovation to the Theatre 

and came away disappointed in more 
ways than one. The arrangement of the 
auditorium has been changed, I think, 
for the worse. In both the stalls and 
the circle the gentle slopes and easy in- 
clinations, so grateful and comforting 
to the feet of the tired and replete busi- 
ness man, have given place to a succes- 
sion of high steps ; in short, the whole 
place seems to have burst into tiers. Nor 

was the play good. The , hitherto 

a positive stronghold of reticent and 
powerful he-masculinity, has reopened 
with a somewhat watery melodrama 
which is continually striving to be a 
philosophical problem-play. The result 
is curious. 

The principal character is a General, 
who opens the ball by telling us the 
story of his life. When he was a boy 
his father, it appears, wanted him to 
go to Cambridge, and afterwards to 
take Orders, because there had always 
been a clergyman in the family. The 
boy preferred, however, to cut Cam- 
bridge and enter the Army, thus, as he 
does not appear to have noticed, begin- 
ning to take orders far sooner than he 
would have done otherwise. 

This first scene is full of talk, none of 
which has any bearing on the play as 
a whole. The General has no illusions 
about his calling. You can lead a force 
to the slaughter (he says in effect), but 
you mustn’t let it think. An American, 
a timid and ineffectual man (I doubt 
whether he could say “ say, bo to 
a goose), nevertheless disagrees with 
this, and, gaining confidence, releases a 
flood of uninformed philosophical jargon 
about the plurality of existences, all of 
which of course is so much caviare to 
the General. No conclusion, so far as 
I can make out, is reached. 

The second scene is at an inn, where 
we are introduced to an entirely new set 
of characters. Two agricultural labour- 
ers are seated at a table with pint-mugs 
of beer, while a soft-voiced Chinese gen- 
tleman talks to them about the General’s 
lurid past. He talks a great deal, and 
we gather that he dislikes the General 
very much; but before very long he 
leaves the inn, and for all we know re- 
turns to his native Peke district, for he 
does not appear again. The labourers 
are left staring a little disappointedly 
at their mugs: two hinds with but a 
single quart. Nevertheless the Chinese 
gentleman’s words would seem to have 
sunk in, for in the next two Acts things 
become very hot for the General in the 
best elephantine manner; but the Gen- 
eral does not complain. Old soldiers 



OF COURSE FRIGHTFULLY FAITHFUL. 


never sigh. The American does the com- 
plaining, loudly and incessantly bewail- 
ing the fact that he has been drawn into 
this unnerving business merely because 
he is staying at the General’s house. 
There is also an intolerably facetious 
parson who starts philosophical discus- 
sions with the American at moments 
when the General is in most need of their 
help. “ What is truth ? ” asks this jest- 
ing sky-pilot chattily, while the Gen- 
eral is being shot at two miles away. 
The American, that ever-present yelp in 
time of trouble, makes no answer, and 
so the parson tells us. 

Naturally it all comes right in the end. 
The General marries a young woman 
from London, whom we meet for the 


first time at the end of the second Act, 
and eventually settles down with her, 
after retiring from the Army, in respect- 
able suburbanity. Per ardua ad aspi- 
distra. z=========^^ 

“Dividend of 25 Per Cent. 

D. Gestetner, tke office printing and dupli- 
cating machinery manufacturers, whose busi- 
ness was converted into a public vompany in 
March last, is able to report a net profit for the 
year to August, 1929,” — Sunday Paper. 

Vive la vompagnie ! 


“Ship required to moor Thames-side as 
club : engineless, roomy, hulk perhaps.” 

Advt. in Daily Paper. 

We should insist on the hulk being a 
certainty. 
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HUMAN AND ANIMAL INTELLIGENCE. 

Since Alwin, Leonie’s young brother 
and my young brother-in-law, has taken 
to the study of science in his spare time, 
the conversation in the home circle 
when he is with us often reaches a high 
standard. 

The other day, for instance, the 
talk had turned on the question, 
“Do birds think?” Alwin maintained 
warmly and at some length that they 
did; he said that he had observed 
them doing it, and that the only 
difference between birds and human 
beings was that the former did it from 
below upwards, and the latter from the 
top downwards. Leonie said that his 
argument was very interesting and she 
was inclined to agree with it. Person- 
ally I found it a trifle obscure ; that is 
until Alwin explained 
that he had understood 
the question to be “ Do 
birds blink ? ” After 
that it was as clear as 
daylight. Leonie sud- 
denly appeared to lose 
interest in the conver- 
sation and confined her 
attention to a punc- 
tured stocking. 

Prom the blinking 
and the thinking of 
birds the discourse 
turned, as scientific talk 
will, to the intelligence 
of animals in general, 
and Posby, a neighbour 
who had looked in for 
the evening, contributed 
to the debate for the 
first time. 

“ I once had a cat,” 
said Posby, “ which before the incident 
I am about to relate had never shown 
signs of unusual intelligence. He had 
never caught a mouse, nor anything 
else for that matter, nor, as far as my 
wife or myself had observed, had he 
ever attempted to do so. And then one 
evening he walked calmly into the 
room in which we wore sitting with 
: a full - fledged cock-pheasant in his 
i mouth. 

“ The same evening I was sitting 
reading the paper when my wife re- 
marked, ‘ You know, I think Larkspur 
must be quite a clever cat after all.* 

“ ‘ Oh, yes,* I replied rather shortly, 
i for I was naturally horrified at the 
crime the animal had committed. 

“ ‘ I found him this morning,* she 
continued, ' lying in the attitudes of a 
Lakdseee lion on the picture page of 
the paper you *re reading. He was look- 
ing down for all the world as though he 
wia studying the pictures.* 

“ * ha 1* I laughed, more by way 


of politeness than amusement, and con- 
tinued reading. 

“‘Have a look at the picture page,* 
she continued, ‘and see if you don’t 
agree with me.* 

“ I looked at the picture page and put 
the paper down with a low whistle. 
Across the top was written — 

‘Pheasants Eligible for the 
Menu from To-day,* 

and underneath was a large photograph 
of one of these birds in its natural set- 
ting. Por the date of the paper and 
the date upon which these incidents 
occurred was October the First.” 

What Leonie and I would have made 
of this story I don’t know, had not 
Alwin hastened to explain (laying pecu- 
liar stress on the words in italics) that 
it is a common error in science to confuse 


cause with mere chance circumstance. 
He said that Posby *s story illustrated 
this well, for he had no hesitation in 
saying that it would he dangerous to 
deduce, for there was no proof, that the 
capture of the pheasant was the result 
of the way in which Larkspur had spent 
his morning. After that we didn’t 
attempt to deduce anything of the kind, 
of course. 

Posby merely laughed, and said that 
what struck him as extraordinary was 
that a cat could catch and kill a full- 
smed pheasant. He would never, he said, 
have believed it. And he laughed again . 

I *m not quite certain that he believes 
it now. I *m not sure that there ’s not 
more in Posby than strikes the ear. 
Alwin thinks that there ’s not quite so 
much, for he intimated to me afterwards 
that he thought him rather stupid. But 
then Alwin’s is a high standard, the 
standard of one who, as I say, has lately 
devoted much of his time — his spare 
time — to the study of science. 0. B. 


PHARMACY WEEK. 

October 12th — 19th is Pharmacy 
Week, “the chemists* first essay at 
national advertising.” And “ the public 
are to be invited to take part in a 
competition for a national motto for 
chemists.” 

It saddens me a little to see so level- 
headed a body of men descending to the 
common craze for slogan s. Are not their 
jolly miscellaneous shops and windows 
the best possible inducements to trade ? 

I never go into a chemist’s without 
wanting to buy the whole shop. And 
if only more of them would decorate 
their windows with those large and 
lovely red and green bottles, so rarely 
seen to-day, I should always he ill. 
Years ago I wrote a song about those 
chemist’s bottles, in which the mystery 
of their being was solved 
at last : — 

“But if the truth is 
what you want 
The truth is sweet 
and short, 

For one of them is 
Crime de Mentlie, 
The other one is 
Port. 

At even, when he feels 
like sin, 

He takes them from 
the shelf, 

He asks the naughty 
doctor in 

And just enjoys him- 
self. 

He fills a bumper to 
the brim, 

He lights a huge 
Havana 

And bawls the rude barbaric hymn 
To Ipecacuanha. 

All night they hold those hideous larks 
And horrily the street 

With pharmaceutical remarks 
Which I must not repeat.” 

And so on. Well, they are an un- 
grateful profession . Pour years ago also 
I wrote another song which is one long 
slogan, battle-cry and advertisement 
for the chemists. Perhaps the phar- 
maceutical world thought it flippant, 
for I see that “ flippant suggestions will 
be turned down.” So I have brought 
my song up-to-date and made it serious. 
In my judgment it bristles with slogans, 
and I wish to enter them all for the 
competition. Let the anti-toxin sound ! 

The Chemist’s Song, 

Pause, passer-by, and softly say 
“ Well, am I quite the thing to-day ? ” 
The human race is far from strong, 

And most of us have something wrong — 
Take It in Time 1 





M ' 


IN OLD LONDINIUM. 


Incensed Boman Official [to native servant) . “ Did I NOT order you TO have a bath ? ” 

Servant. “I have had it, your Excellency.” 

Incensed Boman Official. “Well, you’re not nearly clean yet.” 

Servant. “ May I remind your Excellency of that pithy proverb, so often on your Excellency’s lips : ' Rome 
WAS not built in a day ’ ? ” 


Are you as well as you suppose ? 

There is a pimple on your nose ; 

And many a spot that size, my friend, 
Becomes an abscess in the end — 

Take It in Time ! 

That little cough which you neglect 
Will mean pneumonia, I expect ; 

While Pyorrhoea lurks beneath 
Pour out of five of Britain’s teeth — 
Take It in Time! 

There are complaints which, if ignored, 
Attack at last the spinal cord ; 

And woe betide the child who scorns 
Our cure for Chilblains, Chaps and 
Corns — 

Take It in Time 1 

You would not wish to see your wife 
Dissected by the surgeon’s knife ; 

But that is what will happen if 
She don’t correct that tiresome sniff — 
Take it in Time! 

I knew a man whose horrid breath 
Untimely drove him to his death ; 

So I should gargle, Sir, with this 
Extremely pleasant dentifrice — 

Take it in Time! 

One moment. Madam 1 Try your weight. 
Ah 1 seven stone. You should be eight. 
But we ’ve a tonic, Ma’am, which may 
Prevent your wasting quite away — 
Take it in Time! 


Then ’tis impossible to tell 

If the inside is working well ; 

You would be safer if you chewed 

These little tablets after food — 

Take it in Time! 

Gold is a curse, we all admit, 

But you have not too much of it. 

Why waste it then on doctors’ bills ? 

You have the pains and we the pills — 
Take Both in Time. 

For nervousness, lassitude, debility, 
ancemia. 

Quinsy, sciatica, diseases of the shin, 

Rheumatism, dandruff, acute septi- 
ccemia, 

The colic and the croup 
The shingles and the stoop, 
Melancholy, flaiulejice — walk 7ight 

in ! I 

Don't shut the door tolien the horse is 
stolen ! 

Don't sit and toonder why the gums are 
swollen .( 

We have the one and only proved 
panacea 

For Sore Throat, Backache^ Asthma, 
Pyojrhoea ; 

We sell Face-Greams, Shaving-Brushes, 
Soap, 

Scents and Sponges, Hot-water-bottles, 
Hope. 

We 'll keep you thin, 
Adiposity's a sin; 


Or we ’ll keep you fat 
If you fancy that. 

IValk in, toalk in ! One penny pill 
Saves you a pound on the doctor's bill. 
Something's wrong, though you don't 
LOOK ill — 

Take it in Time 1 A. P. H. 

Anti-Feminism in the Free State. 

“Choice Damsels, 4d. per lb.” 

Advt. in Dublin Paper. 

“ Campoio landed a hard right to the ear, 
but was cautioned for hitting low.” 

Scots Paper. 

It sounds like a spaniel’s ear — one of 
those that trail on the ground. 

“Order has been restored after the rioting 
at Argos between the opposing fractions.” 

Evening Paper. 

It is understood that no quarter was 
given. 

“Sculooates (Hull) Guardians have decided 
to give tickets for bags of goals each week to 
necessitous cases over 60 years of age.” 

Scoti Paper. 

Old Garge, who plays centre-forward for 
our village, crowed when he heard this. 

“ I do exercises twice daily. Ten minutes 
when I come from my bath, ten minutes at 
night before going to bed, and then I play 
tennis.” — Fro7n interview 20 ith noted singer in 
Evening Paper. 

This is what is knowm as Soft -Court 
Tennis. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Melodrama and the South Seas. 

It is becoming increasingly clear that 
preliminary thought is insufficiently 
taken in the big movie studios. Grey 
matter is being shelved. Eor an in- 
stance of this want of due consideration 
I would cite Mr. Sax Eohmer’s Mysteri- 
oils Dr. Fu Manclm at the Plaza. If 
ever there was a series of incidents 
that should have had free untrammelled 
play, they are here. They clamour for 
brisk action and captions ; but the story 
having come under the producer’s eye 
after the talkie fashion had set in and 
not before, they have been cramped 
and confused by the conditions of the 
new invention. Even though every 
cinema theatre in the world were fitted 



CUP OF TEA, DART, DAGGER OR FUMES ; OB 
A QUICKLIME BATH?’* 

Dr. Fit. Manclm . . Mr. Warner Oland. 
Dr. Jack Petrie . . Mr. Neil Hamilton. 

with the latest speaking apparatus, there 
would still be just as much material for 
the silent screen as ever there was ; and, 
if the right treatment is given by the 
silent screen, as in the case, say, of The 
Four Feathers, the public will crowd 
to the result, as they are crowding to 
that, and forget that talkies exist. 

In my opinion the ample riches of 
The Mysterious Dr. Fu Manclm were 
thrown away directly it was decided to 
make it vocal. The dialogue is not good 
enough to compensate the audience for 
the loss of thrills caused by restriction 
of space and indifferent lighting. The 
screen performer who talks is seldom 
free in his movements. Also it re- 
inind^ us of the loss the English stage 
when that subtle and dis- 
; tinguished actor, Mr. O. P. Heggie, left 
1 this country for other shores, to settle 


eventually at Hollywood; for it is he 
who plays the part of Nayland Smith, 
the detective who at last brings Fu 



Dr.Fu (having takeyi poison). “I *M another 
OF life’s failures— only got fourteen 

OUT OF MY FIFTEEN INTENDED VICTIMS.” 

Manchufs career of malignant hypnotism 
and lurid crime to a close. That it 
should end was, to me, a source of 
regret, for the wicked Chinese doctor is 
far more interesting and valuable than 



An UNRECORDED MOlilENT IN THE EDUCA- 
TION OF THE NAIVE OWNER OP THE PLANTA- 
TION. 

Joranscm .... ]\IR. DONALD CRISP. 

Henry Shoesmith . Mr. BAJ^ION Novarro. 

the fussy Englishmen with American 
voices, in an incredible pasteboard 
seaside castle, whom he is stealthily 
pursuing and doing in. As for the little 
girl, daughter of a British officer in 
Pekin during the Boxer riots, who 


grows up into the heroine, living either 
under the Doctor’s care in China or in 
Limehouse — she develops a voice even 
more American still, although her so- 
called protector, played by Mr, Warner 
Oland, intones with the Oriental gravity 
proper to religious revenge and meti- 
culous turpitude. 

The inclusion of a funny man, exter- 
nally imbecile, in this kind of thriller 
seems now to be an established rule. 
There is one in Bulldog Drummond at 
the Tivoli, and here, amid Mr. Sax 
Eohmer’s sensationalism, is another, 
played by Mr. William Austin in the 
same manner, and equally acceptable 
to the audience. Mr. Tom Walls, 
stepping out of A Gup of Kindness at 
the Aldwych, might have something 



Villain of “ The Pagan ” [cft^osshu} the Styx, 
to Lr. Fib Manclm). “Well, chum, they ’ve 
DONE US IN AS USUAL, BUT IN OUR OWN 
LITTLE WAYS WE WERE A COUPLE OF THE 
LADS ! ” 

pertinent to say about Mr. Austin’s 
mest successful joke. 

If The Pag an is still in the programme 
at the Empire I strongly advise you to 
see it. The setting is Hawaii or a 
neighbouring paradise of waving palms ; 
the central figure is the comely Eamon 
Novarro, a lotus - eating, half - caste, 
three-quarters-naked youth, who owns 
most of the island but is so careless of 
his possessions and so much fonder of 
idling than responsibility that he signs 
a document giving to a white trader in 
a pith helmet (the unfailing type) all 
his copra rights for nothing. An im- 
‘ probable incident, especially as only the 
day before the trader had kicked him off 
his yacht and 'called him foul names. 
The two other characters in this glam- 
orous and romantic play are Tito, 
the trader’s ward, also voluptuous and 
half-caste and very charmingly im- 
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Mistress. “ Whose was that man’s voice I heard in the kitchen ? ’* 
Maid. “Oh— ’M—MY brother — ’m.” 

Mistress. “What is his name?” 

Maid. “ Er— I think it ’s ’Erbert, ’m.” 


personated by Miss Dorothy Janis ; and 
Madge, a white woman with doubt- 
ful antecedents who acts as goddess 
out of the machine. The story is 
skilfully balanced between South Sea 
raptures and European avarice, the 
idyllic passages among the waving 
palms, only a few yards from buses 
and evening newspapers, being almost 
unbearably alluring. Nothing could be 
prettier than these two children — they 
are hardly more — in their unconscious 
courtship, with the “Pagan Love Song,” 
which all London will soon be whistling 
and humming, as an accompaniment. 
For, though the story is silent, depend- 
ing upon the good old-fashioned cap- 
tions, it has the advantage of sound, 
and the singing of this song will perhaps 
be its greatest attraction. I will not 
unfold the plot, merely saying that the 
film gets more and more exciting and 
not less so, and that we come away 
envious as well as happy, and thinking 
of the shark as one of the most blessed 
of God’s creatures. E. V. L. 


PLUS-FOURS. 

The prophets extolled 
Man’s pride in his legs 
When of muscular mould ; 

Not like Mr, Wegg's, 

Not shrunk to the semblance of 
spindles. 

The sorry dimensions of pegs. 

Oh, well may the maid 
Of Philistia laugh 
At Samson afraid 
Of revealing his calf. 

When his new and ridiculous raiment 
Hides up its most opulent half. 

They may have been planned 
By the French or the Yanks, 
But I fearlessly brand 
Their creators as cranks 
For reducing us all to the level 
Of weaklings with skeleton 
shanks. 

They ’re the foe of all sports 
For the young and the strong, 


By discouraging “shorts ” 

And assuming it ’s wrong 
To refuse to play games in a garment 
That ’s floppy and sloppy and long. 

I am frugal of hate. 

Bat I own there are scores 

Of people of weight 

Whom my spirit abhors, 

And I hold in especial abhorrence 

The man who invented plus-fours. 

A Comprehensive Policy at Last ? 

‘ ‘ Insurance. — Insurance against thirty-party 
risks should be a condition of a vehicle being 
licensed.” — Fi om article in Daily Pa;per. 

Anticipation’s Artless Aid. 

“Jersey Journalism in 1809. 

The newspaper in qu3stion which is a 
modest four-page journal, while folded meas- 
ures 13 inches by 9, and nominally printed 
in the French language, there are a percent- 
age of notices and paragraphs in English, 
several of which read rather q^uaintly to we 
of the twenty-first century.” — Jersey Pa])er, 

Us of the twentieth is also struck by 
the quaintness. 
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His daughter Fay has married a sur- practically, in the only way intelligible 
AT THE PLAY. geon of so unlikely an aspect and of so and convenient ? Certainly, says 

“Happy Families'’ (Garrick). dull a wit that nobody could ever, ex- Daphne, but you must announce our 
The Misses Audry Oarten,Wavei^ey cept by inadvertence, entrust him with liaison in Ipie Times — or words to that 
Garten and Jane Boss who are respon- even a minor operation. He does indeed general efiect. This is, as he points 
sible for Happy Families, are adroit promptly slay the only patient that we out, a course commonly discouraged in 
manufacturers of bright lines and swift- know, on indirect evidence, to have fallen under-secretaries. Why not be discreet 
running dialogue of a —like your father, for 

familiar semi - incoher- instance ? We began 


running dialogue of a 
familiar semi - incoher- 
ent character all very 
true to life. If some 
of the lines, as for in- 
stance, apropos of wills, 
“ It ’s so easy for a man 
to die and so difficult 
for a woman to live,” 
and “Where there’s a 
will there’s no way — 
unless you’re in it,” 
have rather a spurious 
sort of sparkle, others 
are of the true metal for 
light empty comedy, 
and till the middle of 
the second Act we all 
felt, I think, that the 
play was going well. 
We didn’t quite realise 
till then that this was 
meant to be a tragedy, 
with grim skeletons 
grinning from the cup- 







mm 

* 





I'WiMW’i 


Father of Hapjiiy Family. “While you’re under my roof I will not 

HAVE YOU COPYING MY MORALS.” 

Daphne Beresford MiSS AUDRY Carten. 

Oscar Beresford Me. Allan Jk^yes. 

Fay Willoughby Miss Adrianne Allen. 


to dislike this young 
man. As for Daphne, 
she upbraided him pas- 
sionately in open lounge 
and noisily bade him go 
out of her life for ever 
and ever, as she was not 
that sort of girl. After 
all she has an abjectly 
devoted young baronet 
to fall back upon, a 
handsome guileless 
youth, who does not ask 
lor love, but only to be 
allowed to take care of 
her. Though a little 
irresolute and appre- 
hensive on the eve of her 
wedding-day she still 
persists, to his naive 
surprise, in marrying 
him, even though her 
brother-in-law’s ready 


boards in three apparently happy fam- into his hands. Fay is also carrying knife has removed the legal obstacle to 

.I. .1 . T -• j. • 1 1 j, 1 : 


iiies and that we were to bo shown 
a new technique of indignation in the 
virtuous heroine, very enlightened and 


late Georgian. 


There is first the Beresford family — 
widowed father and tw’o daughters. 


Oscar Beresford is an adventurous just secured an under-secretaryship, 
financier who sails dangerously near the He presses his claim with ardour. Will 
wind in the City, and at home talks very Daphne not prove her love for him 


on an intrigue with her best friend’s her union with the under-secretary, 
husband in her best friend’s house. We It is never quite fair perhaps to give 
are inclined to make every excuse for so flippant an account of serious plots, 
the poor girl. But to tell truth it isn’t really serious. 

Daphne's passionate friendship is for Time that should have been taken (and 
a brilliant young politician who has there is never much time to spare) in 


making us understand the characters 
was wasted in idle, if engaging, chatter. 


heavily of his honour, insists that his 
daughter Daphne shall never again 
see the young married man whom she 
loves intensely but with due and honest 
observance of the letter of the law; 
moreover threatens to drive her forth 
penniless into the 'world if she does not 
do his bidding. Point is added to his 
homilies by the fact (which we know, 
while his daughters for the moment do 
not) that he has long been carrying on 
an intrigue with his best friend’s wife 
and has only escaped the Guildhall dock 
through the convenient suicide in prison 
of the one man who can give evidence 
against him. While he is still ignorant 
of his guilty accomplice’s death he pro- 
poses to look after the poor man’s wife 
and family while he is in prison, and 
make it w^orth while for him to keep 
silence. When he learns that this 
sportsman has not only conveniently 
removed himself but destroyed all in- 
criminating evidence, with sound busi- 
ness instinct the shrewd fellow thinks 
better of it. He is in fact a peculiarly 
disgusting person. 


Daphne not prove her love for him I think these young ladies capable of 

giving us something very good in the 

f way of very light comedy. The trouble 

is that they try to carry too much sail, 
and founder. 

The N ew York Theatre Guild recently 
exhibited to us a dangerous but divert- 
ing trick of lively production— duologues 
where both characters talk at the same 
time. But they used the device with 
extreme discretion. Here we were 
offered long passages in which two or 
more of the characters were briskly 
trying to blanket each other’s wit at the 
bridge-table while two others 'v^ere sing- 
ing at the piano. All very natural and 
for all I know the practice at a hundred 
bridge parlours in the town. But art, 
as artists are always telling us — though 
we have no ears to hear — has nothing 
essentially to do witli imitation — no, not 
even the art of the actor. 

Miss Constance Collier’s sketch of 
the motivelessly malicious mistress of 
the heavy father was excellent. Mr. 
Allan Jeayes foundikfr. Oscar Beresford 
Julia Humst (Miss Constance Collier) little too much for him — which was 
t PLAYS Happy Family Bridge. honestly not his fault. Mr. Jambs 
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Eaglan put a very real sincerity into 
a brief final passage with his beloved 
and got laughed at for his pains — 
which should larn him. And Miss 
Kathleen Harrison won merit as a 
rather downright, eccentric parlourmaid. 
Miss Audry Garten, who played the 
serious heroine with evident sincerity, 
acknowledged on behalf of the syndi- 
cate of young authors the audience’s 
friendly call. T. 

‘‘Sorry You’ve Been Troubled” 
(St. Martin’s). 

That experienced mystery - monger 
and sound stage-craffcsman,Mr. Walter 
Hackett, gives us a most ingeniously- 
contrived puzzle in Sorry You've 
Been Troubled, and works it out 
with no failure of plausibility 
until perhaps just near the very 
end. 

Bidgeioay Emsioorth, traveller, 
epicure and squire of dames, 
returned to London after long 
absence, has settled his baggage 
in Eoom 502 in the Grand Hotel 
and comes down to the tele- 
phone-lobby, where that admir- 
able young woman, Miss Phoebe 
Selsey, is presiding at the busy 
switchboard with unruffled cour- 
tesy and unfailing discretion. A 
table for two is engaged at the 
restaurant of the moment. Alas 1 
all his old adventurous com- 
panions, rung up one after an- 
other by the discreet Phoebe, 
have ranged themselves. There 
is nothing doing. The dis- 
consolate Emsxoorth returns to 
Eoom 502. 

Phoebe, whom nobody ever 
takes out to supper, not, we 
guess, because she wouldn’t be 
an excellent companion but be- 
cause she has too much self- 
respect or is too shy to fly those 
signals which the more enterpris- 
ing of her sisters know so well how to 
display to their pleasure and profit, often 
dreams a foolish dream that one of these 
days just such a man as this kindly 
lonely will come from the ends 

of the earth and the romance of her life 
will begin. But naturally, if you not 
only are but look respectable and per- 
haps just a little dowdy, these things 
don’t happen. She turns wistfully to 
her flexes and plugs, and Emsivorth 
meanwhile arrives in 502 to find the 
door open between his room and the 
next, and through the door sees the dead 
body of a man. 

We, who know more than the returned 
traveller, for there have been busy goings 
and comings of various characters, beau- 
tiful women, agitated and seemingly un- 
satisfactory men — we too assume there 


has been foul play. Emswcrth retains 
this view, even when he has been 
informed by the manager that he is mis- 
taken and probably drunk ; when more- 
over a personable but rather sinister- 
looking young man explains (as to a 
man of the world w^ho wouldn’t spoil 
sport) that as a matter of fact there is 
a fair friend of his own in 503, and — 
well, need he go on ? Dissembling, Ems- 
xvortJi assures him that he needn’t, and 
sets his wits, which are not of a very 
high order, against the evidently des- 
perate criminals by whom he is sur- 
rounded. 

But why (we begin to wonder) should 
the admirable Miss Selsey be so de- 


finitely bent on thwarting him — so 
blandly and so skilfully? The dead 
man we now know is a financier. Is 
there some dastardly money plot and 
is this shy smooth-tongued girl in it ? 
Then surely no one can ever read 
character from face and voice again. 

With remarkable ingenuity and with 
the praiseworthy co-operation of the 
players who infect us with just the 
right amount of suspicion as to their 
motives, Mr. Hagkett lays his false 
trails and in the best spirit of this 
game plays fair with us. It may be 
a little ingenuous of me, but I confess 
I sat really absorbed in the puzzle, and 
not till near the end had I a suspicion 
of the real solution, which was none the 
worse for being simple and much the 
better for having been guessable yet 


not guessed from the first. I cannot 
obviously say more about the matter 
without betraying the author and any- 
one wdio will take my advice and go 
and see this excellent show — and that 
would be unpardonable. The only flaw^ 
I could find was that wliat the financier’s 
secretary did with the revolver would 
not obviously have deceived our expert 
medico-criminologists — as he very w^ell 
know^s. 

Miss Marion Lorne {Miss Phmbe 
Selsey) is always interesting to W'atch. 
She has a great sense of character and 
I a genuine sense of comedy. Her quiet 
smile and her quiet effortless method 
generally are most effective. Miss Selsey 
is in fact a genuinely lovable 
young w'oman. Thepartofi^iJ^e- 
loayEmsivorth (Mr. Hugh Ware- 
field) fits the agreeable Wake- 
field formula. If Mr. Egbert 
Holmes hadn’t been so skilful 
we should have missed much of 
the pleasure of suspense in this 
business. And I thought Miss 
Diana Wynyaed made of Lady 
Sheridan a most attractive and 
credible young woman. I can 
commend this affair unreservedly 
to both simple and complex per- 
sons. T. 


In aid of the Surgical Supply 
Dep6t, which makes all kinds of 
surgical appliances for hospitals 
and necessitous cases, a Sym- 
phony Concert will be given at 
Queen’s Hall, on Monday, Oc- 
tober 21st, at 8.30 p.M. The 
London Symphony Orchestra 
will appear, conducted by Sir 
Hamilton Harty, and Miss 
Katharine Goodson will be the 
pianoforte soloist in Beet- 
hoven’s “Emperor” Conceito. 
The chief orchestral number will 
be Tschaikovsky’s Fifth Sym- 
phony. The Concert is to be 
under the immediate patronage of Prin- 
cess Louise, Duchess of Argyll. Tickets 
may be obtained from Queen’s Hall, 
or from the Surgical Supply Depot;, 
23, Upper Phillimore Place, 


THE NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

The growing tendency to telephone 
rather than to write a letter is going to 
make a great difference to biographies 
of the eminent ; and such of us as are 
so old-fashioned as to like the leisurely 
perusal of personal correspondence are 
destined to a thin time. A foretaste of 
our frustration will be found in the 
slender volume entitled The Life and 
Telephone Messages of Sir William 
\ Livexoire, KB.E., which Messrs. Knew- 
1 style and Eush have just published, 



THE HAN WITH THE TELEPHONE COINIPLEX. 

Phcehe Selsey Miss IMabion Lorne. 

Bidgeioay Emsworth . . . Mr. Hugh Wakefield. 
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where machinery plays a part hitherto 
•unknown in such works. The mes- 
sages, I may say, have been collected 
with the greatest pains by Sir William’s 
very capable and assiduous biographer, 
who has interviewed scores and scores 
of the dead man’s friends in the search 
for conversations over the wire worthy 
of perpetuation. But for their co-opera- 
tion the book would be slim indeed. 

Into the details of Sir William’s rapid 
rise from obscurity to power and wealth 
there is no need to enter. It is all too 
recent history. But he had his private 
life as well, as this fascinating work 
brings out. Bor instance there is his 
radiant domesticity. Although his 
widow could produce no example of the 
■written word, her memory was exact 
as to the charm of his messages, for 
even during his courtship this remark- 
able man, this typical modem, preferred 
the telephone to the pen. “ He would 
ring me up several times a day,” she 
said, ‘^to assure me of his affection, 

‘ I love you. Kid,’ was his favourite 
formula.” 

Business was indeed far from being 
all. Sir William was glad to turn aside 
now and then from the rigours of finance 
to the alleviations of literature. It was 
on the morning after listening-in to 
Mr. Edgar Wallace that, his secretary 
records, he ordered all Mr. Wallace’s 
works on the lowest possible terms. 
Speaking on the telephone later to his 
sister, he said, *‘I’ve bought all Wal- 
lace. A great fellow. When I’ve got 
time I’m going to read him.” Alas, 
this treat was not to be. Before that 
eagerly-looked-for leisure could arrive 
the blow fell. 

It is doubtful if Sir William Livewire 
would ever have been a great letter- 
writer in the sense in which we apply 
the term to Madame de Sevigne, to 
Walpole, to Gray, to Lamb, to Fitz- 
Gerald. But this we shall never 
know, because he never tried. What 
we do know is that he was a great tele- 
phonist. “It is probable,” says one of 
his assistants, “that no one could re- 
buke an exchange attendant so effec- 
tively as he or get better attention.” 

Let me quote an illustrative passage 
or two to show what may be in store for 
readers of biographies of the future : — 

“One of the most significant of Sir William ’s i 
telephone messages was uttered on thel 
occasion of his elevation to the status of a 
surely a moment of terrific import 
in any career. The reader might suppose 
I that then, at any rate, he would reply to the 
I official letter with his own hand. But no, he 
was too busy ; it was at a moment when 
. the fate of cart-grease was in the balance 
^ the market had to be watched day and 
, The patronage secretary of the 

Prime Minister of the day remembers clearly 


how he was rung up the next morning. 

‘ Livewire speaking,’ came the words ; 

‘ glad to accept honour.’ No more. And 
then, on the 31st of December, he seems to 
have rung up again. ‘ Livewire speaking. 
Please tell me if I am Sir from first thing 
to-morrow morning or if I have to wait till 
the investiture. 1 should not Uke to make 
a hloomer,^ How characteristic is that last 
remark, which has been thrown into italics 1 
There you get the man, so direct, so force- 
ful, so one-ideacl, and yet so punctilious.” 

And again : — 

“ Beautiful as are many of the letters of 
condolence with which readers of the bio- 
graphies of the past are familiar, I doubt if 
any carefully-composed screed, howsoever 
sympathetic in tone, could he more eloquent 
than Sir William’s telephone message to his 
old friend, Sir Pompey Blow, on hearing 
that his wife had been knocked down and 
killed by a motor-car. ‘ That you, Blow ? ’ 
he said, and it is noteworthy that on this 
occasion, much against his natural inclina- 
tion, he himself rang up, and did not delegate 
the task to an employe — ‘ That you, Blow? 
I couldn’t he sorrier if it were my own 
missis 1 ’ Terse, but how fraught with 
sincerity and tears I ” 

Oddly enough Sir William’s un- 
timely death was in a v,^ay due to the 
service upon which he had relied for so 
long ; resulting, it is conjectured by his 
medical advisers, from the failure of his 
unaided efforts to get a number on one 
of the new automatic machines, where 
the subscriber has to do all the work. 
The unfortunate man was found next 
morning dead of apoplexy. ‘ E. V. L. 


THE UNDAUNTED FISHERAfAN. 

A Eeuter cable from Avalon, which 
is on Santa Catalina Island, California, 
tells that Mr. Winston Churchill, 
who is on a visit there, has caught a 
sword-fish weighing one-hundred-and- 
eighty -eight pounds. 

We regard this spoiling of fishing 
storiesby Eenterasa disquieting phase 
of news-gathering. Afterall these years, 
during which Eeuter could have gone 
up the Thames and visited other popu- 
lar waters of this country, it is a little 
hard that he should open his campaign 
of disillusionment in a remote place like 
Santa Catalina, where a fisherman might 
well expect to be allowed to gather un- 
interrupted the material for the recrea- 
tion he loves so well. It is not fair to 
Mr. Churchill that on his return he 
will find an audience prepared with 
exact facts to listen intelligently and 
even critically to his holiday experi- 
ences. As it is, his friends are well 
aware that 'a fish of one-hundred-and- 
eighty-eight pounds is of no greater size 
than can be illustrated by the dimen- 
sions of an ordinary smoke-room and 
is not so heavy as a small bullock. 


The story must lose much in the tell- 
ing. 

But has Eeuter told us all ? While 
the correspondent was hastening to the 
post-office with his cable, did he leave 
behind a competent deputy to take note 
of any further achievements of Mr. 
Churchill? We believe not; at all 
events we have ground for the opinion 
that Mr. Churchill will have an amaz- 
ing story to tell after all. 

“Darkness was falling,” we can im- 
agine him saying to his attentive circle, 
“ and soon we should have had to return 
to shore. I determined to make one 
more attempt. I impaled a fresh worm 
on my hook and cast it far into the 
leaden-coloured waters of the bay. The 
‘ sun had gone. Little stars peeped out 
one by one. Then I felt a tug at the 
line. Immediately the silence of that 
peaceful scene was broken by the whirr 
of the wheel of my rod and the voice of 
my host saying, ‘There is something 
big at the end of that line.’ Swiftly I 
replied, ‘ I know there is ; but what sort 
of fish, I wonder, is at the other end?’ ” 
He will tell of the boat being drawn 
rapidly out to sea for mile after mile ; 
of the blenched faces of his companions ; 
of the relief when at last the hidden 
monster was exhausted. “Hand over 
hand we hauled it in, until a shadowy 
form, immense, appalling, appeared,” 
he will continue. “We lashed it to 
the side of the boat, and only after 
herculean efforts were we able to bring 
it to the beach, where I paced out its 
length. It was a good long walk from 
sword-tip to tail-end. And when we 
got it cn the scales we found it weighed 
over five hundred pounds.” 

Then some student of Eeuter will 
drop his brick. “But the papers say 
it was one-hundred-and-eighty-eight 
pounds,” he will remark easily. 

But Winston can manage bricks. 
We can hear him reply : “ Oh, that one 1 
I threw that one back again.” 


“ Reddish Strike.” — Daily Paper. 
Go on hoping, Mr. Maxton. 


“ Air. Solly Joel’s grey beard moved quickly 
about the enclosure .” — Daily Paper. 

We understand that Mr. Joel himself 
was in close attendance. 


“ I was on the set at 9.30 a.m. and went 
on, with brief intervals, until 11 o’clock mid- 
night .” — Evening Paper. 

Said he, changing with ease from 
Summer Time to Greenwich Time. 


“ It had been found that on the Sun’s sur- 
face there were spots, called sun spots.” 

East African Paper, 

We often wondered where they got 
their name from. 
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of a long line of warrior princes mingled 

and sputtered, choked by the viscid ^ ^ 

emanations of generations of cringing ^ - ■ ,,! .[fjf ' 

serfs.” With all this going on inside /f I I ■ . i 'l-’l -i' 

him we are hardly surprised to find him 'i [i ^ | | ' ' ■ ' rS. . i 1 

“ tossing in a cyclone of corrodinghate,” 'll III-' I \ i ; 'P* ' ■' 

committing crimes and finally becoming Ip | ' 1' !'l f i i' 'ij ! '’' I,' " i - V 

insane. Those who acclaim the boon ' !i!; , ' ■' ' : ■ | T > ?■ 'j | j'- 'i.l. j, ! f'\ 

of cheap printing may derive pleasure ‘i i » " ‘ ' t *' ' ' ' ■ : li li;i IMIU-Ji 

from the thought that a copy of this ‘ ‘ j -'i ■ ■ . 1 i : Hi P''v'''l |1 ■ '■.-.i i \> 

novel is being stored in the British ‘ > I ' 1 ' , _ ' ' ! ■! i , j ■! |i 'I ' j* j" ‘hi 

Museum for the benefit of posterity. • --1^:*-=, ' _ I I 

'» j ' li'i ! -i r '''iji 1 '4'' 1' 

This, the latest tale which G. D. r i 1 i h' * ' *' ^ 

H. and M. Cole jointly write, .*1 1 . I'.' ■ * , I'l’ ' ' li 1 

Mystery-lovers who are greedy I j . I jfc '; 1 ' 

For a fairly sleepless night j, ” ’ j.! ■ ! ImHI! !;!; . 'i''" ' 

Ought, unless I ’m much mistaken, | --r-’--— ^ j i . ' ;|' j ^ ^ 

to receive with grim delight. || i. j ‘ j.^, 

Poison — thus they name the thriller — || ffll !' i ' ■ fn ! ' | . ' 

In the Garden Stcburb shows A Hi !|i: ' . 'AI’a '' 

(Collins aiding) how a killer ■' i \ 

^ — ~ — 

Found myself completely baffled and |i j 

most French art— literary, culinary, no 

matter what — which consists in letting ^ I wC' /mBhII W-' 

one principal but not necessarily preten- vf> ' 

tious flavour have its way, and taking 

care that noenrichment howeverinitself = ? f 

attractive should confuse the issue. In f < \\\v. ’ 

his earlier and shorter stories Mr, John Publisher (to Partner). “I don’t know what’s happened, Harold, but we 

Buchan approached this ideal. In The hav'en’t found a genius for a fortnight.” 

Courts of the Morning (Hoddee and ^--- - -■■ ■ — — — : - ■ - — 

Stoughton) he seems to have fallen into the common ultimately sacrificed to his creator’s gift for heroic grouping. 
Anglo-Saxon error of employing a profusion of good material Castor^ as far as he goes; some delightful composite South 
and hoping for the best. His plot has fine possibilities of American scenery, and a few incidental glances at current 
development, but these are swamped in a series of thrilling world problems are the adult reader’s compensations here, 
but unproductive episodes. Characters enter like wasps at For the young there is a glorious over-plus of kidnappings 
a picnic and exeunt with equal reluctance. The greater and escapes, poison valleys and broken bridges, fair women, 
part are punctiliously named and dated, but I remember brave men and scoundrels mitigated and unmitigated. 

them not as single spies but as battalions. There is a 

middle-aged band of Anglo-American paladins gradually There is an air of uneasy constraint about Mr. J. F. 
entangled in the fortunes of a South American republic. Moylan’s account of the Metropolitan Police Force — Scot- 
There is a cohort of bright young Yankees equally but not land Yard (Putnam). He seems throughout to be subdued 
so obviously enmeshed. There is the staff of the South by the memory of the seven Parliamentary inquiries that 
American (Olifan) Govemraent — amiable officials of a brought the “Peeler” into being just a hundred years ago, 
velvet-sheathed commercial tyranny. There is the 'per- and of the innumerable Committees that have sat upon him 
sojmel of Olifa’s closely-guarded mining districts — engineer- since, and labours to repel charges which I for one should j 
ing adventurers, helot miners and a Foreign Legion of resent on his behalf. In 1780, at the time of the Gordon 
European wastrels for the dragooning of the rest. Over a Eiots, only six constables, it seems, were to be found, and 
full-length portrait of the Gohernador Castor Mr. Buchan they were shut up in the Guildhall to keep them safe. In 
has lavished well-rewarded pains ; but even Castor is its centenary year the force numbers about twenty thou- 
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sand, and is so popular in its ways and so efficient in the the ^gean and off the 

■prevention of crime that fe-wer arrests are necessary to-day -was sunk by a torpedo ; a raid into the Heligoland B ,, t 
than ever. Mr. Movlan’s only thrilling passage is a notice and the surrender of the German TJ - boats ; and soine post- 
in an apnendix— which I expect you will read first— of the war glimpses of the Baltic Spam and Constantinople bring 
methods" used in the Guttbeidgb case, given as a sample of the nan ative to an end. It has no great literary pretensions, 
modem scientific investigation; and for the rest his book nor does it deal in profound refiections on tactics ; but, as 
is rather a ponderous stracture in a sound cloth cover and “Baetimeus m his preface suggests, it is d.stinct y 
water-tight boots, stufled with facts which can be delivered kind of book which the historian o. the future may we 1 
on oath, proceeding from street corner to street corner, from find useful as a straightforward account from its own special 
Methods of Recruiting to Crime Index, and from Night angle of the naval life of the period. 

Clubs to Traffic Control, at a regulation pace of two-and-a- _ z 7 . 

half miles per hour. GeneraUy the thrill has a little bit The impression that An Expert m the Service of the 
died down from an episode before the story quite gets there. Somet (Benn) leaves behind it is fortified by t^ lestrain^ 
One feels that the author may have rather let slip a price- manner in which this book of revelations is written. M. 
less opportunity for getting back once and for all on the J. Larsons, though he did not belong to the Communist 

[party, was employed by the 


miraculous private detective ’ 
of fiction, and, though he has 
the methods and the triumphs 
of the Criminal Investigation 
Department in his finger- 
prints, so to speak, he has no 
conception of the C.I.D. as 
the modern Knight of Spain. 

Rew country towns in En g- 
land retain the individuality 
of the Oxfordshire Burford, 
few extend their present 
amenities to dwellers so cap- 
able of appreciating their 
past ; and fewer still, I think, 1 
have found so sympathetic a 
chronicler as Burford Past 
and Present (Secker) has 
found in Mrs. E. H, Geetton. 
A reprint of this scholarly 
and charming little volume — 
which the late Dr. Warde 
Fowler acclaimed as a model 
of perfection in guide-books — 
has been long overdue, and 
the new edition, amplified and 
largely re-written, is even 
better worth possessing than 
the old. So much social and 
political history has been 
enacted on Burford^s minia- 
ture stage that the story is 
on its own merits a fascinat- 
ing one, Burford was never 
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Novice. “I’VE BROUGHT BACK THIS SET OF CLUBS YOU 

SOLD ME. They’re perfectly hopeless. They don’t 

SEEM TO have ANY IDEA OP THE GASIE.” 


party, was employed by the 
Soviet Government in various 
capacities. He assisted, for in- 
stance, in organising the first 
State bank, and later on, when 
he was in charge of the Cur- 
rency Commission, his duties 
included the inspection and 
SOL ting of the enormous 
amount of treasure that had 
been confiscated. Thoroughly 
interested in his work he 
served the Government with 
skill and loyalty; the fact, 
however, that he was not a 
Communist rendered him 
anything but a persona grata 
to the Soviet authorities, and 
eventually he found it as im- 
possible as it was dangerous 
to co-operate with them. In 
his concluding chapters M. 
Larsons shows clearly the 
reasons why Soviet Russia 
has been called “the country 
of unlimited impossibilities.” 
Admirably translated by Dr. 
Angelo S. Rappoport, this 
informing book should attract 
the widest attention. 

Mr. Denis Mackail in a 
mild way is a national boon. 
Without placing the smallest 
_ strain upon the intellects of 


overshadowed by a squirearchy, and its sturdy community his readers, he is equipped to provide them with an enter- 
of small “ master-men ” has attracted of late years a kin- tainment that is as abundant as it is diveiting. No fewer 
dred company of brainworkers. Burford was the “ Wych- than thirty stories can be found in Hoio Amtising I (Heine- 
ford” of Compton Mackenzie’s Gut/ and Pauline and the mann), a generous measure even when it is admitted that 
last home of C. E. Montague. A noble letter of the latter’s, some of them are the airiest of trifles. But Mr. Mackail 
written to the author, heightens the dignity of her moving in his flimsiest mood is seldom dull, and several of these 
account of Burford overtaken by the War. tales, notably “The Discoveries of Buz,” “ Nana Sahib ’ 

and “Pigs after Sunset ” have the merits that come from 

The reminiscences of Lieut. -Commander Douglas Fair- real observation and a pleassCntly ironical outlook upon the 
bairn, which with becoming modesty he elects to describe frailties and follies of human nature, 
as The Narrative of a Naval Nobody (Murray), give a ^ t j. -o t 

readable and fairly detailed account of the daily life of an Mr. Punch gives a warm welcome to the late R 0 . Leh- 
officer in the Senior Service immediately before, during and mann’s Selected Verse (Blackwood), a delightful volume 
after the Great War. The author’s experiences have been containing many poems familiar to the readers of Punch. 
extremely varied, the peace-time routine of training cruises Mr. Alfred Noyes has written for it a delicately apprecia- 
manceuvres with which the book opens contrasting tive introduction. Mr. Punch also takes a personal interest 
I f^ufty ply with the serious business of war at sea in more in the appearance of another book of verses, all taken 
ihim one of its aspects. Among the latter are included life from his pages — Interludes of an Ndiior (Constable), by 
with tbe’G:^d Fleet at Scapa, patrol and escort work in Owen Seaman. 
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With reference to the agitation about 
pylons on the Downs, an old lady writes 
to us suggesting that these dangerous 
reptiles may have escaped from a trav- 
elling menagerie or private Zoo. 

A clerical correspondent of The Times 
points out the similarity of the human 
skull to a common walnut. We our- 
selves have often been struck by this 
in the course of conversation. 

“Yesterday my first appointment was 
not until half-past eleven,” says a gos- 
sip-writer. So much for the belief that 
gossip-writers have to clock on at nine. 

The large flocks of starlings which 
have been observed in 
the neighbourhood of 
Somerset House are ■ 

connected by local super- 
stition with the souls of 
departed civil servants. 

Mr. Hoover’s action 
in taking Mr. Mac- 
Donald to a shack in / 

the Blue Eidge Moun- 
tains of Virginia is 
regarded by some song- 
writers as a gesture of jjii ■ 

goodwill to their pro- 

The report that 
Mrs Hoover and Miss 
IsHBEL MacDonald /'Mt-nl 

have been out riding 
at Eapidan on horses ^ , ,, 

from the neighbouring g— 

Marine camp is re- ,^5;^ one pig ” 
garded as justifying 


Although the recent marriage of a 
Channel swimmer took place in secret, 
it is understood to have been attested 
by competent witnesses. 

The revelation that “Eed” influences 
were responsible for the Barking bus 
strike supports the belief that the de- 
cision to modify the colour-scheme of 
the L.G.O.C. vehicles was actuated by 
political considerations. 

Lord Eotheemere’s position in sug- 
gesting that Great Britain should return 
the Cameroons and Togoland to Ger- 
many is strengthened by the fact that 
under the Treaty of Versailles no Ger- 
man possessions were ceded to Thanet. 

- In a contest arranged for Italian 






in taking Mr. Mac- |Ji| A man has been fined 

Donald to a shack in O ^ .'P travelling on the 

the Blue Eidge Moun- j \ A railway with only a plat- 

tains of Virginia is form ticket. He seems 

regarded by some song- ' /I Jm I tohavehadideasbeyond 

writos^as a ^sture of //// station. 

fession. ,j, V^\ ^jlnglish jeweller 

The report that ^ l'| '.'/// v’^'. \ »! \ after having made a for- 

Mrs Hoover and Miss ,,, ■■■-■-. 7^^^' ' jji ; \\\' \ \ tune in Hollywood. It 

IsHBEL MacDonald - ' •// ;y/ | \ is thought that he must 

have been out riding AIOTOR SHOW, ' have specialised in wed- 

from ^thp ^npi^hhmirh? Salesman. “ I ’m afraid THIS ONE WILL RUN INTO FOUR FIGURES.” ' ing-riDgs.^ ^ 

fc “ TBLiT ’s ALL RIGHT ; MY LAST ONE DID THAT-THREE HUAIAN * . , "'-T „ 

IManne camp is re- . .A doctor informs us 

garded as justifying that people often suffer 

confidencethatthe discussions on Haval journalists they, .had to try to hit a from nerves because they cannot get 
reductions do not include the question target with Press messages dropped jiist what they want. Lord Wolmer 
of disbanding the Horse Marines. from aeroplanes. This of course is is of the opinion that a P.M.G, who 

merely a variation of the usual method knew his business would supply bromide 
In connection with Mr. J.H, Thomas’s of getting a message on to the “Stop for wrong numbers, 
claim to have transformed coal into Press ” column. ... .jj 

Canadian corn, a political writer de- A motor-car first used in 1895 is to 

scribes him as the new Maskelyne. The publication of a photograph of take part in the “ Old Crocks’ Eun to 
Nothing is said about a new^ Cook. Mr. Lansbury on a swing will almost Brighton ” on October 20th. Efforts to 

^ certainly create a demand for a com- trace a pedestrian dating back to that 
From a review of a book on sailors’ panion picture of the Minister of year have so far proved unavailing, 
superstitions -vve learn that it is con- Transport on a roundabout. ' ^ 

sidered unlucky even to mention the income-tax official declares that 

name of a tailor on board a ship.^ This At a billiards match a paragraphist people * are beginning to understand 
would seem to be the explanation of noticed that among the spectators was better how to fill in their forms. This 
the uneasiness of the fo’c’stle when the a clergyman who was listening to the should put the authorities on their 
conversation turns upon Savile Eow, click of the balls with his eyes closed, mettle. ... ... 

^ This is how many people listen to ' 

In obtaining exceptionally liigh prices sermons. * 1.,,. An evening paper mentions a well- 

for a pen of young pigs at Tonbridge "■ known M.P, who has built up an exten- 

market Mr. Winston Churchill has A contemporary predicts that an sive library out of money saved by 
provided yet another piece of evidence annual stream of sightseers and money abstaining from alcohol and tobacco, 
that the pen is more profitable than the flowing through the Highlands, as the Naturally some can save more than 
sword. result of the Government’s scheme of others in this way. 
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development, will make the Scot sturdier 
and more independent. At first he may 
be a little saxpence-sh}?', 

A doctor says there is no special 
virtue in early rising. Almost anybody 
vrould have faith in a doctor like that. 

“British humour is very strange,” 
says a Frenchman. He would probably 
see nothing funny in an Aberdonian 
plumber eating railway buns with his 
I mother-in-law at Wigan. 

An expert says that a wireless talk 
broadcast from America could be heard 
at the bottom of the North Sea, A new 
terror is added to Davy Jones’s locker. 


“Many people know nothing about 
styles in furniture,” 
says an expert. But 
III few are as ignorant as 

I fljlh the man who thought 

' \‘l ' period furniture was 

f ij jj furniture bought on the 

ijjL instalment system. 




;ArAli 






Salesman 

Inquirer. 


AND ONE FIG ” 


AT THE MOTOR SHOW. 

“ I ’M afraid this one will run INTO FOUR FIGURES.” 
“That ’s all right ; my last one did that— three hibian 


Canadian corn, a political writer de- 
scribes him as the new Maskelyne. 
Nothing is said about a new^ Cook. 

From a review of a book on sailors’ 
superstitions ^Ye learn that it is con- 
sidered unlucky even to mention the 
name of a tailor on board a ship. This 
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THE POST-MORTEM REWARD Of THRIFT. 

A Parent’s Advice to his Ineant Son. 

[In Mr. Snowden’s recent advocacy of Thrift, by which the Capital 
essential to trade is accumulated, he made no reference to a book that 
he wrote nine years Sigo— Labour arid National Finance in 
the chapter on “Limitation of Inheritance,” he says : “The only just 
claim which a democratic State can recognise to the possession of 
wealth is that the wealth has been created by the self-effort of the 
possessor. . . . The dead person has no rights.”] 

Ip, as I trust, it is your wish, my boy, 

To be yonr father’s constant fount of joy, 

And, in addition to this filial piety, 

Prop the financial fabric of society, 

You can’t do better than imbibe the drift 
Of Mr. Snowden’s late remarks on Thrift. 

There you will see, expressed with genial bonhomie, 
How priceless is the virtue of economy. 

At first ’tis not apparent ; yet, if you 
Daily forgo a chocolate or two 
(A taste that anyhow should be denied, 

Because the stuff is bad for your inside), 

You ’ll come— in time— to purchase shares and stocks 
Through putting pennies in your money-box, 

And so, as every little patriot should, 

Make contribution to the general good, 

Lending to trade that Capital which is 
The basic essence of our industries. 

But here I raise a warning note about 
Your sons (if any) when you peter out. 

You save your profits, painfully increase ’em — 

What of your children, should you predecease ’em? 
Assuming, when you pour your manhood’s sweat 
To gather all the wealth that you can get, 

This noble purpose in your heart you ’ll cherish — 

To leave it to your offspring when you perish, 

My solemn duty is to bid you glance 
At Snowden’s book upon Finance — 

See ‘‘Limitation of Inberitance.” 

There on the orphan’s claims be sets his ban, 
Eequiring each to be a self-made man. 

When you have agonised to save and save 
(Thus speeding up your passage to the grave) 

Just for your sons’ sake, in your dying ear 
These words will ring by way of parting cheer ' 
(They ’re Snowden’s notion and should make it plain 
That you have lived your silly life in vain) : — 

“ No heir shall get from you the wherewithal 
To grind the features of the humble thralV* 

So, if you ’d choose, my boy, the safer way, 

Make all you can, but spend it while you may ; 
Because, unless the fellow ’s changed his mind, 

You ’ve little hope of leaving it behind. 0. S. 


From the Back-Wash Blocks. 

“Water Short ace. 

The Mayor f?aid be would like to draw attention to the fact that the 
water in the reservoir \vas very low at’ present, 

Counciilor . We ought to ask the people who wash their fronts 

+o stop it .” — Irish Taper, 


Porcine Amenities. 

^*The welcome by the Mayor of New York (Mr, Walker), and the 
. of the scroll present^ with the freedom of New Mork, indi- 

cated in well-chosen phraseology the sincerity of the city of New Pork 
m greeting the Premier and his entourage.”— Paper. 

I We hope tbalj on his return Mr. MacDonald will be pre- 
sented with the freedom of Oldham. 


THE BUSY BEES. 

Mr. Bevil Bean, the well-known impresario, has just re- 
turned from a six months’ stay at Hollywood, where he has 
been studying American methods of film-production. In an 
interview yesterday he said : — 

“ Amei'ican methods are stupendous. In this country we 
have nothing to touch them. The studios are very large and 
full of clever men. England is twenty years behind Holly- 
wood. We have no authors, we have no ideas, we have no 
machinery, mountains or waterfalls. As to my plans, lean 
say little at present, but I have several exceptionally big 
schemes maturing. I have seen things in America which 
will revolutionise the entertainment world, I am forming 
a syndicate from which big things may be expected. The 
theatre is dead.” 

All this would be more impressive if one did not remember 
that about three years ago Mr. Bevil Bean made a trip to 
Germany, on his return from which he said in an interview^ :— 
“The German theatre is marvellous. We have nothing 
in this country to touch it. Our lighting systems are fifty 
years behind the times. The Schweit-fcichwitze Lighting 
System will revolutionise the entertainment w^orld. With 
this system the nature and subject of the play become 
immaterial. I have seen vast audiences in Berlin so en- 
thralled by the lighting that they did not look at the actors. 
There is no scenery ; just light. As to my plans, I intend 
to produce Shaw and Shakespeare under the Schweit- 
Schwitze system. I am forming a syndicate.” 

Mr. Bean then left the country for Eussia. (The Schweib- 
Schwitze System, it will be remembered, was tried twice in 
London and has never been heard of again.) 

On his return Mr. Bean, in an interview, said : — 

“The Eussian drama is staggering. I saw things in 
Moscow which will revolutionise the European theatre. 
This country is centuries out of date. We nave no ideas. 
In the great State Theatre at Leningrad I saw a vast 
audience held spell-bound by a play in which there is no 
scenery, no lighting and no music. Pure drama. Actors 
have been dispensed with. The play is read out from the 
I prompter’s box by the fireman. At Stanislas even the reader 
has been dispensed with. The audience sits in silence and 
thinks the drama for itself. The effect is electrifying. As 
to my plans, I hope to produce several of these Eussian 
plays without words, and in December I shall startle London 
with a new work by Serge, the Cossack half-wit. The 
theatre is dead.” 

The following spring Mr. Bean paid a visit to Lapland. 
On his return from Lapland he said in an interview^' : — 
“The theatre is dead, as we understand it. The Lapps 
are decades ahead of us. In Lapland I saw things which 
will revolutionise the entertainment world. There are no 
theatres. The Lapps huddle in their own huts and play Dumb 
Crambo during the long winter evenings, which in Lapland 
last for months. Thus you get the pure native drama, 
redolent of the soil, free of all artificiality. Some of the 
Dumb Crambo sagas go on for years. As to my plans, I 
propose to build a Dumb Crambo theatre in the West End, 
and in August, when the ice breaks, I shall bring over 
M. Schktov’s famous troupe of Lapps, who play Dumb 
i Crambo in the dark. I am full of big ideas.” 

This morning, in an interview, Mr. Bean said: — “The 
theatre is dead. I am going to Tierra del Euego to look 
for a good British play.” A. E. H. 


Commercial Candour. 

“Made in the new Uncrushable Artificial Silk Ttlarocain, the deep 
hem of plain marocain makes a very smart garment which has actu- 
ally been selling at 39/11. Actually worth 30/-.” — Advt. in Daily Paper, 



I 



THE PERILS OP VIRTUE. 

Mastee Bull {to Mr. Smwi>E:N). “I SEE, SIE. THAT YOU HAVE BEEN ADVOCATING 
THE PEACTIGE OP THEIPT. I SHOULD LIKE YOUE ASSUEANOE THAT, IE I FOLLOW 
YOUE ADVICE, I SHALL NOT BE EEGAEDBD AS A BLOATED CAPITALIST AND BLED 
ACCOEDINGLY.” 
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Hostess of Public* Ball (to lady wearing great array of jewellery). “You would prefer to dance with the detective, I 

FEEL SURE.” ' 




INTERLUDE IN EL VADA. 

Yes,*’ said David, ‘^living is expen- 
sive out there. One seems to be let in 
for money so unexpectedly. ...” (David 
has just returned from Santarica, one 
of those Latin Eepublics in Central 
America.) ‘*I once went inland to see 
a man at El Vada on business. El Yada 
: is a town which experiences alternate 
waves of civilisation and civil war, and 
suffers from both. The train arrived 
at the siesta hour, and so I was outside 
the station with my suitcase long before 
the somnolent porter reached me. He ; 
seemed annoyed; my relatively rapid 
movements had not only done him out 
of a job but out of his nap as well. He 
consoled himself by leaning restfully 
against a pillar a few feet away and 
scowling sideways under his hat, like 
the first act of a vendetta. 

Under the menace of this ‘slum- 
brous hate’ I hardly dared turn my 
back to walk away, and so took a taxi, 
of which the driver — sleep apparently 
being difficult for the moment owing to 
the noise of the departing train — had 
noticed and hailed me. Or more likely 
he had had a touch of insomnia. 

clambered in, hooked the door 
back again by its string, retied the 
window-frame and propped the broken 
seat with my suitcase. We then drove 
off, Hature’s soft nurse had already 


reclaimed the porter in an upright 
position. 

“ Once really awake, the Santaricans 
make up galvanically for lost time. 
Probably sleep is the basic cause of 
their many revolutions. Battling like 
a load of scrap-iron the taxi went off 
down the street in the manner of a 
rocket with four tin-cans on its tail. 
Luckily I went with it ; I very nearly 
didn’t. Onlookers actually stirred in 
their slumbers as we rounded corners 
on two wheels, while stray bits of metal 
dropped off the vehicle in showers. 

‘‘On the last corner our mudguard 
brushed the trouser-leg of a dark-skinned 
gentleman who with unparalleled activ- 
ity was attempting to cross the street 
while dozing the other way. It was a 
near shave, but no harm was done, and 
we were gone before he could wake up 
and protest. 

“We reached our destination a little 
further on, and to my amazement I was 
asked an exorbitant sum by the taxi- 
driver. He seemed to think he had a 
right to charge double fare for getting 
me to the place in time for me to have 
a short siesta. The meter, which stood 
at eight-and-a-half dollars whether the 
flag was up or down, was no help. We 
argued heatedly, and in the middle of 
it there arrived the dark gentleman 
whom we had just missed running over. 
He had pursued us at a smart stroll. 


He instantly opened a passionate 
harangue directed at the driver, by 
whose recklessness, he affirmed, he had 
nearly lost his life. The driver explained 
in a masterly fashion that it was my base 
desire to complete my journey in time 
for a nap that was responsible, and thus 
diverted the wrath on to me. 

“At once the stricken man twirled 
his moustaches in my face, indicated 
his trouser-leg, where was a faint smear 
of dust, which might or might not have 
been caused by our vehicle, and told me 
he would need a new suit. He then 
exposed the leg underneath, which was 
suffering fromnothingexcept its natural 
dirt, and intimated that he would have 
to go to hospital and that be would be 
lucky if his leg were not amputated. In 
a magnificently emotional peroration he 
estimated his new suit and presumably 
his wooden leg at ten dollars. 

“ The taxi-man here interposed. He 
obviously didn’t think I was good for 
so much as ten dollars and intimated 
his prior right to the amount of his 
fare, after which the wounded hero 
might take what was left. I lost my 
temper and called an adjacent police- 
man, rousing him from slumber. 

“Without any knowledge whatsoever 
of the facts he came into the fray like 
a tornado. He drew an enormous loaded 
revolver and slated the taxi-driver for 
about ten minutes with the most gor- 
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KnoicledgaUe Lascar {to Officer) , “See, Sahib— one steam-chicken mELA,” 


geous invective, simile and metaphor I 
have ever heard. He then asked what 
the trouble was. The taxi-man (who 
knew policemen) told him, but men- 
tioned an amount greater by a dollar 
than what he had demanded. In a 
lordly manner the policeman (who knew 
taxi-drivers) told him he was the ille- 
gitimate son of two kinds of thief and 
divided the amount by two. This, he 
suggested to me, the sailor might pay ; 
and, though it was still about fifty per 
cent above the correct fare, I thought 
it better to do so. The taxi-man there- 
upon smiled at ms like a brother, insisted 
on shaking hands, raised his hat, bowed 
and departed. 

“ A thundercloud, however, remained 
— the victim of my reckless desire for 
a siesta. 

“We haggled, the policeman listen- 
ing interestedly and now and then pi eking 
his front teeth with the fores’ght of his 
loaded revolver. He soon reduced his 
demand to seven and then to six dollars. 
Finally, at the policeman’s suggestion 
that it would psrhaps save trouble in 
the end if I settled somehow, he accepted 
four-and-a-half-dollars with the utmost 
gratitude and geniality. After all, I 
felt that perhaps he was hai'd up and 
it was merely charity. He also shook 
hands, tried to kiss me on both cheeks 
and departed, 

“ I then thanked the policeman, who 
at once told me that times were bad in 
between revolutions, that he had a wife 
and five children to support and that 
his pay was poor. He added that he 
had a hard life of it and that his one 
pleasure lay in helping foreigners out 
of difficulties. . . . 

“I did what was expected. He too 
bowed and shook hands, thoughtfully 
putting the “revolver away first. He 
then caiTied my bag across the court- 
yard and up to the house for me. This, 
he explained, he did, not as a policeman 
who helped foreigners, but as a casual 
porter whose fee would be whatever 
the senor cared to give. . . . 

“Before he left he explained that I 
had been wise to accept his mediation 
in the street accident affair or I might 
have found myself in real trouble; for 
the gentleman concerned was no less a 
person than Colonel Pedro Marvelloso Y 
Notabillara-Pizarro, Second in Com- 
mand of all the troops at El Vada. . . . 

“Yes, living’s expensive out there. 
I’m only glad it wasn’t the General 
Commanding . . . .” A. A. 

A PROMISING SIGN, 

My hopes are burgeoning anew 
That once were nearly dead; 

The happy day comes into view 
Not very far ahead 


When I at last shall realise 
The object of my dreams, 

A guerdon gained for prophecies 
Concerning football teams. 

’Tis true that, in the most inspired 
Predictions I have sent, 

My perspicacity ’s misfired 
At least in one event 
So oft that, to my deep distress. 
The fear I ’ve had to face 


That as a seer I ’d never guess 
Aright in every case. 

But now that notion I can treat 
As groundless and dismiss, 

For I have just performed a feat 
As difficult as this ; 

There really seems no reason why 
I shan’t succeed ere long 
Since (equally unlikely) I 
Have had the whole lot wrong. 
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“ Well— I— er ” had better just go and see how they are 

SPECliVlANIA. ]j;new it,” he chuckled, slapping getting on.” 

WouLB you mind sitting out this his lean thighs. I made full use of his absence, 

set?” said my hostess, one of those I was relieved that he knew it. “It’s all right,” he panted, having 

fierce female players whose husbands “ Now,” he proceeded, “I must show trotted there and back we have a few 
do not play at all. you my ravine.” He led me to the top more minutes.” 

“Not in the least,” I replied politely, of a small path which sloped gently “ Good 1 ” I said. “ Lovely thing that 
But before I could sit down my host downwards between the stones. Potentilla fruticosa mandschurica,” ^ I 

had approached me. I had felt his eye “ There ! ” he exclaimed proudly. went on grandly, pointing directly at it. 

on me the whole afternoon. In some “ Where ?” I asked thoughtlessly. “Isn’t it?” he said; “but I’m not 
uncanny way he realised that I had a “Why, here.” sure that I don’t prefer the Barren,” 

kind heart. “ Oh — oh ! I see. Of course — this is There was a note of real comradeship 


on me the whole afternoon. In some 
uncanny way he realised that I had a 
kind heart. 


“Perhaps,” he said, plucking nerv- your ravine— just so— charming — quite in his voice. 


“Isn’t it?” he said; “but I’m not 
sure that I don’t prefer the Barren,” 
There was a note of real comradeship 


ously at his chin, “you would allow charming.” 


me to show you my Alpines ? That is,” “ And I have my moraine this side.” 

he added diffidently, “if rock-gardens “Yes, yes, so I see.” 

interest you.” I looked desperately in the direction 

In that moment I knew that his life of the growth to which I imagined he 
consisted of one long search for kind was referring, 
hearts interested in i 


“Well, well,” I laughed, “I sup- 


“And I have my moraine this side.” pose we all have our pets. I see you 
“Yes, yes, so I see.” have a fine specimen of another of mine 

I looked desperately in the direction there — ^that Achillea Kellerei.” 

I the growth to which I imagined he He beamed at me, so I knew that I 
us referring. must have pronounced it correctly, 

n “ Yes,” he said; “ but 


^ 'i ' 

/ " ff I' 

^ ^ mm 




rock- garden s. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

“Bew things appeal /'■* ' - V . V 

to me more,” I replied y "y 

low 'face suffused with 

* “ Come, then. be pppp|-L^y / « ^ 

said, “I shall surprise — ' ' J / ( \\|^ " 

“I’m sure you will,” ) 1 / ^11 ' 

I said, and meant it. | j /| • i ‘ ^ 

“Of course,” he re- j ^ j ' 1 

marked chattily as we 1 I ''ll 'i ! i . 

came in sight of our I ji lii..ik,.Ll 

objective, “you know 

G. B, Wilson, don’t 

^°»Very slightly,” I A *" ’ * " " 

replied; “my wife has \ W* " * "" 

called, but ” ^ cx ^ 

said stiffly, “to the Gam- ^ ^ 

panula of that name. 

A plant not a man ” Ncighhonr, “You surely don’t call that a clock-golf coursi 

It was a ticklish mo- ” 

^ ment bub the way I ^^tg^tbour, “Looks more to im like a wrist-watch-golf couri 

laughed at my own abseritmindedness “I always love moraines,” 1 said “Ah 

finallydisarmed his suspicions. He bur- enthusiastically; “they give such a ” sighed. 

ried me on and pointed to what looked “Sharp drainage,” he interposed un- “I Ic 
liKe a dead fern nestling behind a stone, expectedly. too,” h 




liK** - 
(fi-r .'V -• 


Neighbour, “You SURELY DON’T CALL that a clock-golf course?” 
Smith. “Then what do you think it is?” 

Neighbour. “LOOKS MORE TO im LIKE A WRIST-WATCH-GOLF COURSE” 


have you noticed the 
^ Adenophora megalan- 

fcha and my Chrysogo- 
num virginianum ? ” 

^ I hadn’t, but he never j 

. knew. 

^1 I “Have you ever had 
a failure ? ” I asked with 

’^"*1 just that trace of jeal- 
ousy which I knew he 
would appreciate. 

1 “Yes, I have,” he 

. I ! , ,,, , muttered and bowed his 
head. 

“ Polystichum acule- 
’ atum honorabile crista- 

' turn,” he whispered. 

“Wmo mortalium 
omnib'iLS horis sapit” I 
echoed. But he cannot 
have heard me, for he 
continued as though I 

^ „ had not spoken. 
ouRSE . iij 

cotmsE ” - hTu-. 

never studied its habit. 

“Ahl these habits of a lifetime!” I 


“I lost my Linum arboreum cutting 
too,” he went on unheeding, “because 


word I had intended to use. 

We sauntered down the ravine. 


“You’ll never guess what that is,” “Exactly,” I gulped, swallowing the I didn’t strike it in sand.” 
he said.^ ^ word I had intended to use. Bor a moment there w^as silence, 

“Wait a minute,” I bagged. “It ’s We sauntered down the ravine. brokenonlybythe sound of the Gen ti ana 

a — it’s a ” “That’s pretty,” I said, pointing Przewalskii being attacked by a bee. 

I assumed the attitude of a man who vaguely at a collection of plants which Suddenly he turned, laid his hand on 
know^s but can’t say and moved my lips had broken into a miserable bloom. my shoulder and looked deep into my 


Bor a moment there w^as silence, 
brokenonlybythe sound of the Gen ti ana 


to complete the illusion. 


“ Which do you mean,” he asked, soul. 


“You’re wrong,” he piped, “abso- “ the Lithospermum prosferatum or the 
lutely wrong ! It ’s Polystichum angu- Hypsella longiflora ? ” 
lare divisilobum plumosum densum dis- “The — er — sort of long fiower,” I 

sectum — Perry.” said wildly. 


I turned and regarded him with a He looked at me so sharply that 1 
new-born admiration. felt that something was needed to re- 

“ Extraordinary how easily one can establish my prestige, 
be mistaken, isn’t it? ” he said affably. “I suppose,” I remarked casually, 
“Amazing,” I said. “ your wife knows where we are in case 

* thought it was an Aeuleatum, she wants me for another set?” 

Nowhe honest 1 You did— “Oh, dear!” he said nervously, “1 
didn’t you? ” had forgotten all about the tennis. I 


“ If you ever want to strike,” he said 
passionately, “strike in sand.” 

“I will,” I promised, and led him 
back gently towards the tennis-court. 


He looked at me so sharply that 1 At the bend in the gai'den-path which 
felt that something was needed to re- took us out of sight of the rock-garden 
establish my prestige. he made me turn and have one last 

“I suppose,” I remarked casually, look. 

“ your wufe knows where we are in case “It’s effective against that baek- 
she wants me for another set?” ground, isn’t it ? ” he said. 

“Oh, dear!” he said nervously, “1 “Most effective,” I replied kindly, 
had forgotten all about the tennis. I “especially for the time of year.” 



October 16. 1929.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 427 



Policeman. Sounding youk horn a lot, aren’t yer?” 

Piew Oimer. “Well, it’s the only bit that really belongs to me.” 


“ Yes,” he murmured, “ it ’s the Filix- 
mas.” 

But he was wrong there, because I 
knew for a fact that it was the twelfth 
Sunday after Trinity, 


“Bos (Hibernicus) Locutus Est.” 

It is not, I fear, a pleasant picture that is 
here sketched, and if we are to pin our faith 
to milk, instead of beef, as has been the ten- 
dency of late, we can hardly expeet to make 
the best of both worlds. At all events, we are 
now reaping the fruits of our policy in allowing 
the cream of our beef bulls to be sent across 
the Atlantic.” — Yorlcsliire Paper, 


“ The article next week will bo on ‘ Account- 
ancy and Baking as a Career for Boys.’ ” 

New Zealand Paper, 

To be followed, we hope, by one on those 
other closely allied careers, Butchery 
and Banking. 

According to a contemporary a Pro- 
fessor of Vienna University, in a suit 
in the Court against his wife, has 
“pleaded that she would not cook or 
keep accounts,” What does he want her 
to do ? Keep accounts and cook them ? 


A STOUT LAD. 

(From a Fress Beport.) 

Sing hey the boy of Becontree, 

Who has a solid claim, 

Though but thirteen in years, to be 
Stuck on the scroll of fame, 

A radiant youth who stands alone, 

A noble mass of fiesh and bone 
That turns the scale at fifteen 
stone ; 

I wish I knew his name. 

The young of that attractive 
spot, 

Though sound in health and limb, 
Confess that locally there ’s not 
Anything touching him ; 

And, if you searched throughout the 
land 

In a wild hope to bring to hand 
One so majestically planned, 

Your chances would be dim. 

Even in those of riper years, 

Though there are doubtless found 
Plethoric men, who own with tears 
That they are still more round, 


You ’d find them eager to discard 
Starch, fluids, frying-pans and lard 
And generally working hard 
To shed a careful pound. 

But let him crumpets eat, and cake, 
New bread, with all the crumb, 
Butter and sweets, and all thatmake 
A noble form* and turn ; 

Let him grow tall, and deep and wide, 
Till he can boast with natural pride 
That none could pinch him if he tried 
With finger and with thumb. 

May he do this and greatly thrive, 
Until at last we see 
Not fifteen stone but thirfcy-fi.ve 
Before he 's twenty-three ; 

Orpen shall paint him in that day ; 
Epstein shall fashion him in clay ; 

And Elgar write a chorus, “ Hey 
The Boy of Becontree.” Dum-Dum. 


Another Impending Apology. 

‘‘The car took fire and was immediately 

ablaze. Commander lifted his bride clear 

of the flames and saved the baggage.” 

Manchester Paper, 
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THOSE LITTLE PLANS. 

In my early days as a student of detec- 
tive fiction I often used to have a good 
deal of tronble in visualising the scene 
of the crime. Huskett Transom (in- 
vestigator) would say to his friend — 
“No doubt the outlines of the case 
are already familiar to you/’ 

And the great man’s friend, knowing 
his cue, would answer — 

“ I have but a hazy recollection of 
them.” ^ I 

“ George Bagley,” the detective would 
then begin without any further mystifi- 
cation, “ financier and philatelist, was 
found dead on the night of the 
16tli of October in his own large 
residence at Muswell Hill. He was 
lying under a bureau with his head 
in a waste-paper basket, pierced to the 
heart with an assegai, the ’ position of 
the weapon making it practically im- 
possible to suppose that the blow was 
struck by his own hand. The room 
in which he was found was a library, 
separated from the rest of the house by 
a corridor, and formed part of a small 
suite consisting of this room, a bedroom, 
a bathrftom, and a boxroom used for 
bonds, securities, wills, etc., and con- 
taining a large aluminium safe. The 
construction of this suite was peculiar, 
inasmuch as the window of the box- 
room overlooked the French windows 
on the north side of the library, while 
those of the bathroom were similarly 
situated with regard to the English 
windows on the south side of the library. 
All the rooms led into each other. The 
door of the bedroom was found half 
open, and the door of the boxroom half 
shut. The papers in the boxroom were 
in the utmost disorder, and a large red 
arrow had been smeared, apparently 
with blood, but perhaps with lipstick, 
on the wall furthest from the library. 
All the windows were closed and bolted 
except the top left-hand window of 
the bedroom, through which a strong 
draught blew. There was a small 
circular hole, however, through one of 
the upper panes of the third window 
from the left on the south side of the 
library. On the floor of the bathroom 
was found a woman’s handkerchief, a 
broken phial of prussic acid, and a 
life-preserver. The door leading from 
the library to the corridor was bolted 
on the inside, and the clock on the 
mantelpiece to the right of it had 
stopped at seventeen minutes pasii nine. 
The door leading from the house to the 
corridor had been taken off its hinges 
and thrown on to the lawn. The watch 
fee dead man’s pocket had stopped 
■tdi aesm minntes to ten. A stamp 
album at Egypt lay on the library 
ffodr. Coffee or some other dark liquid 


had been spilled on the Turkey carpet 
close to the second French window 
from the right, and on the table in the 
centre of the room stood a decanter 
half-full of whisky, with two half- 
empty glasses, and a quite empty siphon, 
which according to the police theory 
had held soda-water. -Traces of veronal 
have been found in both tumblers, and 
finger-prints apparently belonging to a 
large left-handed man wearing a straw- 
hat have been daubed about practically 
everywhere.” 

By the time Huskett had got me as 
far as this I had begun to get a little out 
of my depth regarding the geography of 
the affair. Which window looked what 
way ? How exactly did the corridor 
I come in ? Where was the mantelpiece ? 
What sort of an architect built this 
ridiculous house at Muswell Hill, and 
why? My only consolation was that 
the whole thing took place on the 
ground-floor. No author worthy of his 
salt ever kills a financier or a philatelist 
or even a publisher upstairs. But even 
so my heart had begun to hunger for 
a diagram. 

Writers began to tumble to this after 
a time, and as I pursued my studies 
a little chart, occurring about page 4, 
became refreshingly common. Some- 
times it was a chart of the library suite. 
(What on earth, by the way, these 
elderly unmarried financiers did with 
the rest of their house I never knew, ex- 
cept that the whole of the west wing was 
usually devoted to servants’ quarters, 
situated in such a way that no shots 
could be heard from the library itself.) 
Sometimes it would be a chart of an 
outdoor scene, the financier meeting his 
death on a chair in the rose-garden. 
Somewhat after this manner : — 

c t ?f^ss,s 

rP r 1 


ijArtu ffT 

A House. 

B Corridor leading to library, 

C Library suite. 

D Gravel path on which traces of crippled 
man running were found. 

E Rose-garden where corpse lay. 

F Gazebo overlooking both library suite ' 
and rose-garden. 

G Potting-shed where puma was kept. 

H Well in which will was discovered. 

J Garage used by butler for developing 
photographs. 


By frequent reference to this plan I 
was greatly assisted in subsequent 
stages of the story. Indeed, I often 
used to make a little tracing of it, so as 
to save myself the trouble of per- 
petually turning back to see whether 
the gazebo was within blow-pipe range 
of the rose-garden or not. But there 
is moderation in all things, and I am 
beginning to wonder whether nowadays 
this business of the reference map in 
detective romances is not being slightly 
overdone. There is a tendency, 1 find, 
for authors to think that so long as 
I they supply a diagram they can com- 
plicate the story and confuse the issues 
and mystify the reader and vary the 
trend of suspicion as much and as often 
as they please. Motor-cars have super- 
vened to tangle the problem and baffle 
the mind as to distance and dates. It 
becomes almost impossible to pursue 
Huskett Transom and his friend the 
author through their own maze of 
topography and pin them down 
and strangle them on any point what- 
ever. Contemptuously, about half-way 
through Chapter I. they throw at me 
a whole section of the countryside and 
leave me to pant from sign-post to sign- 
post, from field to field, in vain pursuit 
of them. Heaven only knows in what 
circumstances George Bagley died when 
half the roads of England were open to 
his enemies. Almost I begin to feel that 
I do not care. Even the butler may have 
had a motor-bicycle concealed in the 
servants’ wing. The plan or sketch- 
map goes something like this : — 



K 

9 ?<? 9 ^ 


A House, corridor and library suite. 

B Ornamental water, into which safe was 
thrown. 

C Garden. 

D Cattle-pond, where machine-gun was 
discovered. 

E Disused waterworks, containing forger’s 
plant. 

E Lane up which Chinaman ran. 

G Quince-orchard, where butler died. 

H Byway strewn with bottle glass. 

J Road junction at which Huskett Tran- 
som found elastic-sided boot. 

K Curare plantation. 

L Point where crushed body of George 
Bagley lay, with marks of motor-tyre 
on face. 

M Bloodhound- kennel. 
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First Actor. “ How ’s the game, old man? ” 

Second Ditto. “Well, I’m busy rehearsing eor a play that’s shortly coming off.” 


I grow fatigued by these windy chases 
from B to El and J to L, and cannot 
remember what the Chinaman was doiog 
in the curare grove, or why the second- 
housemaid ran so swiftly on the night 
of the murder from the quince-orchard 
to the ornamental lake. How I long 
for the snugness and comfort of the dear 
old library again ! Evoe. 

The Thirst for Learning at Hull. 

“ Swill for disposal ; prices required. — For 
further particulars apply The Director of 
Education, Guildhall, HulL”~i:,ocaZ Paper. 
The ^ new Hull university is already 
making its presence felt. 


MR. PUNCH PEEPING. 

A First Night. 

(Encouraged by the success of his young 
contemporary, the B.B.G., Mr. Punch 
begins to-day a series of experimental 
descriptive broadcasts of scenes of in- 
terest in London life. To-day he will 
take you to a First Might at the New 
Imperial Theatre, tchich will be de- 
scribed by Mr. Mervyn Flute.) 

“ This is Mr. Mervyn Flute speaking. 
I am at the microphone in the foyer 
of the New Imperial Theatre, London. 
This . is the New Imperial Theatre, 
London, and I am Mr. Mervyn Flute ; 


I am in the foyer of the New Imperial 
Theatre on this occasion, which is the 
occasion of the First Night of the 
musical comedy, Say When I Those 
listeners who have never attended a 
First Night would perhaps like me to 
explain that a First Night means the 
first performance of a new play, and 
naturally that is an occasion which is 
attended vvith a great deal of interest 
by all those concerned and which even 

some of those who are nob Well, 

here I am, Mr. Mervyn Flute, in the 
foyer of the New Imperial Theatre; 
and I am going to try to describe to 
listeners some of the things I can see 




m 
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on this most interesting occasion, which, peculiar sound, a sort of explosive snort, formed to-night for the first time at the 

as I have said, is the first performance That was Mr. Swaffer’s opinion of the New Imperial Theatre, and which 

of Saij When! at the New Imperial play. I am told by a bystander that the Two minutes, please. 

Theatre, and which management put on this play without 

‘‘Perhaps, however, before I begin consulting him, which, as some of you “ That was Mr. Albert Haddock, who 
describing this scene, which is really may know, is a very unusual step. I hasjustfallenover a lady and gentleman 
very interesting and full of interest — can see Mr, Albert Haddock, the well- as he groped his way to his seat in the 
and really I fefel very doubtful indeed known publicist. He is earnestly stalls. I don't know whether listeners 
whether I shall be able to convey to supporting his favourite thesis, that heard what the gentleman said. ^ From 
listeners any real idea of this interest- women are an over-rated sex. Lady where I sit it is difficult to identify the 
ing scene, because, as you all know, ifc is Astor is listening attentively. lady and gentleman, but they look to 

one thing to see a thing and another “ Now Mr. Edward Marsh is knock- me like Miss Maisib Gat and the Editor 
thing to put that thing into words; ing out his pipe. Mr. Ervins has thrown of The Times. Viscount Castleeosse 
however I mean to do my best — but away his cheroot. The Bishop of Lon- is on their right, fast asleep. The Third 
perhaps for the benefit of listeners who don has just come out of the refreshment- Act is well on its way, and I expect 
have only just oozed in I had better room. Most people are going back to listeners can hear some of the conversa- 
explain that I am Mr. Mer- tion in the stalls. Many of 

vyn Flute and I am at tiie . ^ the audience, I am sorry to 

microphone which has been asleep, and several 

placed in the foyer of the h2i,Ye bad coughs. Mr. Bee- 

Now Imperial Theatre on the naed Shaw is eating an 

occasion of the first perform- orange. It is a little difficult 

ance of the Musical Comedy, what the play is 

Say When I "W about, partly because it does 

“When I say ‘first per- seem to be about any- 

formance,' I mean, of course, ir thing. From where I sit I 

the ‘ first public perform- fflm ^ '' 

ance,' because no doubt the jilluj.Jliy ' authors in their box, although 

play has been performed in . several are hiding behind cur- 

private before, and as a mat- , WijT tains. Mr. Haddock has just 

ter of fact one can see at once '' shoulder 

that it must have been re- , ' ‘ 1 

hearsed several times. !~ J ft/’ ^ Sybil Thorndike 

“ Well, the first two Acts ] 1 mm mBhi/fl/M and she is speaking earnestly 

of this play have passed off Haddock. Now there 

without civil war, and the 'l Pj.. ■' • are forty-eight young women 

audience are stretching their fj i<|. i WmfIS on the stage. They are all 

legs, if I may use such an ex- ji \Tnv'' I ■ ' ' waving cricket-bats and they 

pression of such distinguished | ■ U; are singing what is called the 

ladies and gentlemen, in the . \'\ ^ : 1 v/rr r theme-song in the sound- 

interval before the Third and i . • j!_ ; • ' pictures, * My Baby is a Bee 

last Act. I daresay listeners [■ J /' h mWIU f — ITl Say She's Honey.’ 

can hear the animated con- Mr. Haddock has woken up 

versation of the gentlemen as 'i^ . r. j- jg admiring the fourth ^ 

they rush past into the bar young lady from the left in 

and the curious shuffle of the “I must say you don’t look much like a oardener.” the front row. Mr. Noel 

dramatic critics. Some of the “No, Madmi, I am an eyebrow-plucker by profession, Coward is jotting down a 

dresses are really very beauti- now the fashion is going out, I thought I’d turn play. The Bishop of 

ful, and I wish you could see m:y hand to a bit of weeding.” London is going out. Mr. 

Lady Oolefax's dazzling silver dress, their seats. The rest are stealing out Arnold Bennett is shouting ‘ Bravo 1 ’ 
whichlamsorry to say I cannot tell you with their hats and coats. Here comes “Now the hero and the heroine of 


explain that I am Mr. Mer- 
vyn Flute and I am at the 
microphone which has been 
placed in the foyer of the 
New Imperial Theatre on the 
occasion of the first perform- 
ance of the Musical Comedy, 
Say When I 

“When I say ‘first per- 
formance,' I mean, of course, 
the ‘ first public perform- 
ance,' because no doubt the 
play has been performed in 
private before, and as a mat- 
ter of fact one can see at once 
that it must have been re- 
hearsed several times. 

“ Well, the first two Acts 
of this play have passed off 
without civil war, and the 
audience are stretching their 
legs, if I may use such an ex- 
pression of such distinguished 
ladies and gentlemen, in the 
interval before the Third and 
last Act. I daresay listeners 
can hear the animated con- 
versation of the gentlemen as 
they rush past into the bar 
and the curious shuffle of the 
dramatic critics. Some of the 




mif 
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“I MUST SAY YOU DON’T LOOK MUCH LIKE A GARDENER.” 

“ No, Madam, I am an eyebrow-plucker by profession, 

BUT, NOW THE FASHION IS GOING OUT, I THOUGHT I ’D TURN 
MY HAND TO A BIT OF WEEDING.” 


dresses are really very beauti- now the fashion is going out, I thought I’d turn play. The Bishop of 

ful, and I wish you could see m:y hand to a bit of weeding.” London is going out. Mr. 

Lady Colefax's dazzling silver dress, their seats. The rest are stealing out Arnold Bennett is shouting ‘ Bravo 1 ’ 
whichlamsorry to say I cannot tell you with their hats and coats. Here comes “Now the hero and the heroine of 
what it is made of . I can see a number of Mr. Albert Haddock, arm-in-arm with this play are singing a duet. I am 
well-known men and* women. Mr. St. the Mayor of Bastbottenb. Mr, Haddock Mr, Mervyn Flute and I am speaking 
John Ervinb and Mr. Agate are chat- is in trouble with his stud, which looks from a box at the New Imperial Theatre 
ting merrily together about the play. I like falling out. There are some of the on the occasion of the first performance 
can see Lord Mblchbtt. I can see Sitwells, I do not know which. Now of the musical comedy, Say When I 
Mr. Edward Marsh, who is a disfcin- I am going back to my box, where a during the Third Act of which play the 
guished civil servant, enjoying one of microphone has been installed, and I hero and heroine are now singing a 
his rare evenings off duty at the theatre, hope to be able to give you some idea of duet. Miss Star Bright, who plays the 
I can see Mr. John Drinkwatbr ex- the conclusion of this most interesting heroine, is wearing a bathing-dress ; the 
changing quips with Mr. Galsworthy, evening, which is the first performance hero, Mr, Mollop, is in flying costume, 
whose name by the way is also John, of the musical comedy, Say When! at Mr. Peter Page has come in. Probably 
I can see Mr. Hubert Griffith, who the New Imperial Theatre. It is Mr. listeners will not be able to hear Miss 
is being ejected by the management. Mervyn Flute speaking, and I am now Bright's voice, but the song is called 
.^dy Astob and Mr. Bernard Shaw going to my box at the New Imperial ‘ I am Blue for You.’ This is a duet 
MS standing silently in a corner, re- Theatre, where, if you will wait a few called, ‘I am Blue for You' which is 
luctant to attract attention. Now Mr. minutes, I hope to give you some idea now being sung by Miss Star Bright 
Swaeker is passing by. I don’t know of the Third Act of iSay the new and Mr. Mollop in the Third Act of 

wkethex list^ers heard that — a rather musical comedy which is being per- Say When I Mr. E. V. Lucas has 
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^ ^- 9ame hunter's mansion ) ^ “How teerible it must hate been foe his Lordship to 

XjUoJIi ALxj THIiShj F£1TS ! 


gone out. Mr. Eevinb is still in. Mr. 
SwAFFEE has carried out his hat. Many 
people have contracted bad coughs 
since the interval. The gallery are 
becoming what is called * restless.’ That 
is to say, they are standing up and 
shouting angrily. I expect listeners can 
hear them. A bowler-hat has just fallen 
from the dress-circle. Mr. Edwaed 
Maesh seems to be enjoying the play. 
Mr. Haddock has lost his dress-stud 
and is crawling about the stalls on his 
h ands and knees. Three of the authors 
have gone out." On the other hand a 
party of well-dressed young men have 
just taken their seats. 

“Now the unfortunate misunder- 
standing between the hero and the 
heroine has been cleared up and the 
chorus are coming on to the stage for 
the finale. Mr. Haddock has found 
his stud and is writing a note — I expect 
about supper. I am afraid it may 
be difficult for listeners to hear me 
owing to the coughing and the rest- 
lessness in the gallery, but this is the 
Third Act of Saij When I in which the 
hero has just explained to the heroine 
that the lady with whom he was dancing 


at midnight was his twin-sister. Dean 
Inge has woken up. The chorus are 
now singing; perhaps listeners can hear 
them. The ladies are dressed like 
tropical birds. The gentlemen are in 
polo costume. Now the curtain is fall- 
ing, and perhaps listeners can hear the 
storm of applause. No, that is the 
gallery. The authors’ box is empty — 
no, there is still one gentleman cow- 
ering behind the parapet. Now the 
curtain is up again. Miss Bright is 
being presented with great masses of 
flowers and is smiling her thanks. The 
gallery are throwing onions and other 
vegetable tributes. More and more 
flowers. The stalls are phtting on their 
coats. The surviving optics are rushin g 
away. The stage looks like a herbaceous 
border. Miss Bright is almost crying 
with happiness. The stage-manager 
has just brought on to the stage a com- 
plete greenhouse, in which are growing 
a number of superb orchids and hot- 
house fruits. The generous donor has 
thrown iu a gardener as well, whom 1 
can see smiling in the wings. Miss 
Bright’s many relations are calling 
* Speech I ’ She is pointing modestly 


to the hero. He is pointing at the 
chorus. The chorus are pointing at the 
conductor. The conductor is pointing 
at the orchestra. The orchestra with 
modest shrugs are disclaiming any con- 
nection with the performance. The 
stage-manager is pointing up at the 
‘ flies.’ ^ Silence has fallen and Miss 
Bright is just stepping forward. She 
is very shy at facing so large an audi- 
ence, not being used to appearing in 
public. She has just said, ' From the 
bottom of my heart I thank you' for 
this wonderful reception ’ ■ ■ 

“What you heard then was the 
gallery’s reply. The curtain has fallen. 
That is the National Anthem, the first 
four bars. That is ‘ I am Blue for You ’ ; 
perhaps you recognise the tune. And 
that is the end of the first night of 
Say When I Good-night, everybody — 
pood-night.” 

“ That toas Mr, Mermjn Flute describ- 
ing the fir St pel jormance of ‘ Say When! ’ 
at the Neio Imperial Theatre. Now loe 
are going over to Ketu Gardens for the 
experimental transmission of smells. 
Good-night, everybody — cheerio, all ! ” 

A. P. H. 
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her the same JTiediciiie that be bad given out of the shop, though he was about 
Slfv^lPLE STORIES. rabbit, because he knew she twice as big as she was, and she sa’d 

The Chemist. couldn't tell the difference, and he told to Mr. Eainspot that tonic you gave 

Okce there was a chemist called Mr. her it was something that had been me has done me such a lot of good that 
Eainspot who liked making up prescrip- ordered for the wife of a bishop, so she I feel ten years younger and I must go 
tions for people, but he didn’t quite said she supposed it would do and took out for a good long walk, I think you 
approve of everything the doctors put a good dose of it. had better come with me because you 

into them so he often used to alter them Well the next thing that happened look rather pale. 

and put in something else instead, was that Mrs. Eainspot came into the So Mr. Eainspot left his assistant in 
And people generally got better from shop, where Mr. Eainspot was arguing charge of the shop and went with her, 
taking the medicine he sent them, and with a navvy who said that he had because he wanted to see how she 
if they didn’t he would say to them poisoned him with some medicine he would walk which she had never much 
well I never did think that medicine had given him for the rheumatism, and liked doing before and always took 
would do you much good, if you like I it was so strong that it had made his buses if she could. And she walked 
will make you up one of my own to try, eyes squint, but it hadn’t done his about ten miles there and back very 
I don’t suppose it will kill you, and if rheumatism any good at all. And Mr. fast and kept on saying how strong she 
it makes you better you will felt, but Mr. Eainspot didn t 


save having to pay a doctor, 
because I shan’t charge you = 

anything except for the medi- 
cine, a^nd if you send back the jl [[^i| 
bottle I will take off twopence, ^ Ir 

Well what Mr. Eainspot - 
used to do was to collect all [j^jl [j * 

the plants he could and make ^ .-r- . 

medicines out of them and see if 'Y 7 U 

how they acted, and he always ^ 

tried them on his children’s ^ 

rabbits first, and if the rabbits / y 
died then he knew that they z=r- ( 
were poison, so he didn’t use |/'V / 
them in the medicines he sent \ J 
out to people. But if they 

didn’t do the rabbits any harm — ; — \ 

then he used to try them on J (£3 (§3 Q 

different people, and some- — 

times they felt much better, 
and then they would tell their ^ 

friends how good Mr. Eain- b 

spot’s medicines were. ^ 

Well one day Mr. Eainspot ' 

was digging in his garden and 
he saw a weed which he^ had 
never noticed before, .and he 
said to himself I think I will 
make a medicine out of this, it ( 

might be quite a^good one and 
I could make plenty of money “ 
out of selling it. 










‘ She took hold of him and turned him out of 

THE SHOT ” 


And Mr. 1 fast and kept on saying how strong she 
felt, but Mr. Eainspot didn’t 
feel at all strong and when they 
— n got home again be was so 

r* done up that he could hardly 

eat his supper and went to bed 
I 'I ! directly after it. Still he was 
very pleased because he knew 
Q/ it all because of his 

new medicine, and be thought 
/ V“" would take a dose of it him- 

then he thought well 
C perhaps I had better try it on 

somebody else first just to 
1 — "^1 make sure. 

I 1/ 71 1 So the next day he sent a 

ill 1/ iillll bishop’s wife 

I Ijf/f /j instead of the medicine that 

lljl , 'Sj.!' ■ the doctor had ordered for her. 

^jj And just at that time the 

Wf '^1 ^'11. ^^ishop was having a lot of 

® trouble with the inferior order 

of clergy, but after his wife 
/ VMjJI " had taken Mr. Eainspot’s new 

medicine she said oh leave 
them to me, and she was so 
“• ' strong in what she said to them 

that the bishop didn't have 
any more trouble with them 
and she took him for a motor 
tour in a two-seater, though 
they were both quite old. 

ID HIM OUT OF • Well then Mr. Eainspot 
knew it was all right and he 


Mi 


So he did that and he gave it first to Eainspot was feeling very uncomforfc- took some of the medicine himself, and 
an old rabbit which rather liked taking able about it, because he knew he had directly be had taken it he felt as if 
medicine and hadn’t been poisoned yet made a mistake with that medicine he wanted to break all the bottles in 
by anything he had given it. And the which he had meant to pour down the his shop and dance on them. . But 
next day the old rabbit was jumping sink because it hadn’t agreed with any he knew he would be sorry for it affcer- 
about everywhere and fighting much of the rabbits and one of them bad had wards if he did, so he offered to fight 
younger rabbits, and it seemed to be convulsions after taking it, and the his assistant, who was quite young 
stronger than any of them. So Mr. navvy was so angry that he' knew he and strong. And the assistant was 
Eainspot said to himself I am sure I was going to hit him directly he had glad to fight him because he thought 
have found out a good medicine at last, finished saying all the rude things he he didn’t give him enough money or 
who shall I try it on ? could think of saying. time off, and it would be nice to give 

Well that afternoon Mrs. Eainspot' Well when Mrs. Eainspot came into him a black eye. But Mr. Eainspot won 
said to him I don’t feel at all well, I the shop the navvy was saying some- the fight quite easily and made the 
suppose it is this heat, I wish you thing so rude that it wouldn’t do to assistant’s nose bleed, so then he wasn’t 
would make me up a tonic or something write it down, and she said what is so glad, and he said I didn’t know you 
that, but 1 don’t want any of your that, how dare you say a thing like were so strong as that, I suppose it is 
medicines, it must be something that to my husband? from one of your private medicines, I 

^ doctor has ordered for some- And the navvy said who is going to wish you would give me some of ifc. 

‘ stop me? and she said why I am, and So Lir. Eainspot gave him some, and 

^ he saM oh very well, and he gave she took hold of him and turned him when he had taken it he wanted to 
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fight him again, but Mr. Eainspot said 
no once is enough. 

Well then Mr. Eainspot knew that he 
had discovered about the best medicine 
that had ever been invented, and he 
confessed it to his wife that it was what 
he had given her and she forgave him 
and helped him to pick the weeds that he 
made it of and put it into bottles. And 
he put it in the newspapers that he had 
invented a medicine that would make 
people feel ten years younger, and they 
must pay him five pounds a bottle for 
it, less twopence for sending back the 
bottle, but if anybody couldn’t afford 
that he could send them a weaker 
medicine that would make them feel 
five years younger at half the price. 

Well it was a great success, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Eainspot spent all the time they 
could spare from going for long walks in 
making up the medicine, and they made 
so much money out of it that in about 
a year Mr. Eainspot was able to retire 
from being a chemist altogether, and 
they went to live in Switzerland, where 
there were plenty of mountains to climb, 
because they both felt so strong that 
they liked doing that better than any- 
thing. And by that time they had used 
up all the weeds out of w^hich the medi- 


cine was made, and couldn’t find any 
more of them, but that didn’t matter 
because Mr. Eainspot had sold his in- 
vention to a large pill-maker, and he 
didn’t have to worry about that. 

And after ten years when Mr. and Mrs. 
Eainspot were feeling about as old as 
when the medicine was first invented 
they came back to live in England, 
because they were tired of climbing 
mountains by this time and took up 
reading books instead. And they had 
a nice house and garden and plenty of 
money, and their children were all get- 
ting on well, so they were quite happy 
for the rest of their lives. A. M. 


THE VOYAGERS. 

The hunting winds holloa 
Oh louder, oh stronger, 

And never a swallow 
Will wait any longer; 

They circle and muster 
Around the church steeple ; 

They crouch and they cluster 
On roofs of kind people. 

I know an old woman — 

I ’m sure that they find her 

As kind as aught human, 

If anything, kinder, 


For, as true as time-tables, 

In the westerly weather 
They come to her gables 
And perch there together. 

And to see 'em sail up hence 

Like the leaf that is thinned — oh, 
As little as tuppence — 

She watches the window ; 

And to see ’em go flitting, 

Oh, as small as say thank’ ee, 

She puts down her knitting 
And waves ’em her hanky, 

And says if she don*i be 
Just here to receive ’em, 

Come March, that that won’t be 
A matter need grieve ’em ; 

For, ere daff can be noddy 
Or cowslip can follow, 

’Tis everybody 
Will welcome a swallow. 


London Looks Ahead. 

“Next World Disarmaiviext Conference 

TO TAKE PLACE IN’ LONDON.” 

Headline in Netocastle Paper. 

Dancing for the Detailed. 

“When an engine left the rails at Far- 
ringdon- street Station yesterday trains carry- 
ing homeward-bound City workerswere delayed 
for 50 minuets .” — Daily Paper. 
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BOWDLERISING ENGLAND. 

A Gall to Arms ! 

[Recent settlers in Bngsworth, Dorbysliire, 
desire to haTO the name altered to Buxworth, 
but the older inhabitants resent the idea of 
any change,] ^ 

Now Heaven forfend that England 
Should dare to do this wrong 

To Bngsworth, tiny Bngsworth, 

The home of ancient song ! 

A thousand years in Bngsworth 
Have parsons cried the banns 

And yokels born in Bngsworth 
Put beer into their cans. 

From Bngsworth, tiny Bngsworth, 
Where maidens' eyes are blue, ' 

Went yeomen forth to Orecy 
xind eke to Waterloo. 

The Bngsworth village blacksmith 
Beneath his chest nut-tree 

Has always stated, Bugs worth 
Is good enough for me.” 

And no inglorious Milton 
Nor Cromwell lost to mind 

Has mocked the name of Bngsworth 
^ Or catted her unrefined. 


And shall they change the title 
That stood the test of years ? 

Rise up and fight for Bngsworth, 

Ye gentlemen and peers 1 

Ye villages and townships 
Of bright and lovely name. 

Stand up in arms for Bngsworth 
And burn the beacon's flame ! 

Let Crawley sound the tocsin ; 

With pike, with sword and bill 

Come Beetley and come Moulds worth , 
Come Scaley and Tickhill ! 

From Wormit's lordly terraces 
The trumpet-blast be pealed ; 

Rouse up, ye squires of Ratby, 

Ye tbegns of Itchingfi-eld ! 

Till all the host of Greasborough 
Comes trampling o'er tbe bridge 

To join the men of Snailbeach, 

The riders of Fonlridge ; 

Till Scotia’s hills are lighted. 

And dirk in hose is stuck, 

And, pibrochs blown before them, 
March out the lords or Muck ! 

Till the wide seas give answer 
And, salt with ocean spray, 


Leap back the Pilgrim Fathers 
From Grubville, U.S.A., 

Lest this fair queen of hamlets 
' Should lose her glorious name 
While Bugthorpe guards her greatness 
And Bugbrooke keeps the same. 

By Alfeed's sacred England, 

Where still the farmst^eads shine 
From Frogmore to Todehampton, 
From Spital unto Swine, 

From where the moons of harvest 
On Midgley church look down, 

To Hellifield's rude ramparts 
And Blood well's I'oaring town, 

There is no name of beauty, 

There is no word of pride 
So sweet to me as Bugsworth 
In all the Postal Guide ! Eyoe. 


Fourteen Bays : A Uiiique Opportunity. 

“The Northampton Prison. 

Before the prison is demolished, by kind 
permission of the Northampton Town Council 
an opportunity will be given to those who 
desire to do so to visit same for a fortnight, 
from Wednesday, Oct. 9.’* 

Northampton Paper. > 
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Hostess {at birthday party). “John, why do you say ‘No, thank you’ eveey tuvie you help yourself to another 
TART ? You ’ye said it at least eight times.” 

John. “Mother warned me to say that after the second one, and I promised her I would.” 


which was long and straight ? Even if to the select and leisured class of women 
you are town-bred you know by sight who cling to their coats ! 
the close and tight little curls of a lamb’s I tottered out of the atelier on the 

covering. Abandoning this problem, I brink of an overdraft, but content, 
now inquired, ‘^How does the coat 

fasten ? ” ‘‘ Please, ’m, if it 's not troubling you, 

“But, Madam, do you not observe? I’d like to show you my new winter 
The recherches 'inodUes this year do not coat," remarked Elizabeth, 
fasten. One holds them together. One I smiled benignly, for I am a believer 
clings, you know." in a friendly understanding between mis- 

This was disconcerting news. I can tress and maid. And as the good honest 
only hope the idea won’t spread to the creature proudly displayed the garment 
rest of our wardrobe. Even with a coat — of a raw shade of grass green — I 
how can one satisfactorily cling to it managed to repress a shudder and even 
when standing holding parcels in a broke into expressions of admiration, 
crowded tube or running for a bus at “It 'asn’t got no buttons neither,” 
the rush hour? she explained. “That’s the latest 

I was careful to hide these squalid ideer. If you want to be chick you just 
thoughts from the assistant, however, ’ang on to it, it seems. Do you like the 
With wonderful delicacy she had man- nevr trimmin’, ’m ? " 
aged to convey her belief that I had a Looking closer I now observed that 
chauffeur, that whenever I took my some indefinite brown substance, a sorb 
jaunts abroad I had at least one hand of combination of seaweed and a woollen 
permanentlyfree to cling, untrammelled mat, was clinging to the collar and 
even by an umbrella. cuffs of the unspeakable garment. 

“You look superb in that coat, “It’s the very newest ideer, ’m — a 
Madam," she said, returning to the shaved lamb roll collar. At first it 
attack. “It was built for you. And sounded to me like something to eat, 
with the chic note of the shaved lamb but the young lady in the shop sed it 
roll collar . . . Indeed, you will not was fashion’s larst w^ord." F. A. K. 

see another like it. It is unique.” _ . . 

So, it seemed to me, was the price. “ Wanted Agents for Perm, Waving Olubs ; 
But what joy it would be to set a new gd. com .” — Evening Paper. 
fashion ; to belong (if only temporarily) No scratch golfers need apply. 



TEMPERING THE WIND... 

Once more, the season having arrived 
when autumn’s fire bums slowly along 
the woods, woman grows introspective. 
Her thoughts are set on a new winter 
coat. It is true that she did not mean 
to have another one this year, intending 
to make last season’s model serve once 
again. Women indeed are always striv- 
ing towards these acts of self-sacrifice, 
and if the arbiters of fashion determine 
to thwart us what can we do ? 

The advent of the new roll collar and 
barrel cuffs is the cause of our reso- 
lutions crashing this year. It led me 
into the exclusive atelier and placed at 
my temporary disposal the services 
of a highly-superior being clad in satin 
beaiiU — and enveloped in an aura of 
refinement, 

“lam going to show you our very 
latest modele, Madam — it only arrived 
this morning," she murmui'ed. “Most 
exclusive." 

She then enfolded me in the modele. 
Certainly it looked rather nice. “ What 
is the trimming ? ” I inquired. 

She gave an enigmatic smile. “ That, 
Madam, is fashion’s latest note-shaved 
lamb." 

Shaved lamb! I’d no idea that 
lambs shaved. And why this perplex- 
ing aspect of the resultant trimming, 
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- HF Ri IQO Bostoek, the Lipton of Mileage, road-metal in the world to set the 

A STATE OF BLISS. pay us a visit and that roads Arampur roads on a sound footing. I 

When the Simla season is drawing to were to be his pretext. Tortunately heard, moreover, that all the activity 
a close we begin to dress our windows we had a month’s notice of his advent, was centred on one spot, 
in Arampur. All the Departments are so that the Political Eesident and the The work was finished with three 
braced up for possible inspection and Dewan had time to put their heads to- days to spare. OldBostock was received 
their Heads study Parliamentary de- gether. When the P.R. and the Dewan with full honours, shown the map of 
bates in order to have at their command are working as a team, Machiavelli the State with the roads boldly marked 

a selection of meaningless but convinc- and lago are by comparison mental de- and asked which he would care to 

ing replies. fectives. The rest of us felt that all traverse. He announced, as expected. 

The cost of living in Simla is notori- would be well. that he would traverse the lot. Two 

ouslyhigb, so that the poor fellows who The Director of Public Works, who days in the car, the P.R. thought, 

have stayed through the season at that is primarily responsible for the roads, is would do it. 

health-resort have to look about for an amiable man but unimaginative. Next morning he started off rather 
some means to replenish their] ilate with the P.E. at his side 


depleted exchequers. For this 
purpose there is nothing better 
than an Inspection Tour. x\t 
the worst they are accommo- 
dated regally and free of cost 
at every one of their pitches, 
while they continue to draw 
Halting Allowance under the 
Pules. Generally they do well 
enough on the Halting Allow- 
ances and double first-class fares 
on the railway ; and a man who 
travels by rail from Simla to 
Calicut may reasonably be con- 
sidered to have earned some- 
thing. But if the inspecting 
official is really hard up he banks 
upon making Mileage. 

News of the approach of a 
Mileage- Monger is received in 
the Free and Independent States 
with something approaching 
alarm, because it does not suit 
the M.-M.’s book to stay in a 
headquarters’ office under a fan 
and pick holes in registers. He 
counts upon travelling in some- 
body else’s car as many miles 
as he can and drawing eight 
annas per mile for himself. Thus 
he is sure to choose for inspec- 
tion some distant police-station 
or kutcherry. The inspected 
buildings and offices may usually 
be trusted to defend themselves, 
but the roads alvrays give them- 
selves away. 

To be candid, the Arampur 





■tJ . 






THE PAN-SHAVIAN MOVEMENT. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw has been vehemently denounc- 

INO THE SPOLIATION OP THE MaLVERN HiLLS. 


Next morning he started off rather 
late with the P.E. at his side 
and returned in the afternoon 
V highly delighted and handing 
^ out congratulations to every- 
body. Next day the programme 
was repeated. The third day 
W the Mileage - Monger left to 

^ continue his inspection else- 

where, after announcing that 
the Arampur State roads were a 
model for the whole of, including 
British, India. 

Puzzled, I rode out quietly 
to view the scene of the crime. 
I noticed for the first time a 
new road, leading off the fami- 
liar and well-beaten station- 

road. This led to a bifurcation ; 
I took one of the prongs and 
was surprised to find that after 
a quarter-of-a-mile it conducted 
me back by, way of the other 
prong to the original point of 
bifurcation. All was revealed 

to my quick intelligence in a 
moment. O Id B ostock had sim- 
ply been driven for two days 
round and round this circle. 

I could quite well see theP.R., 
whenever the M.-M. seemed 
inclined to examine the land- 
scape, indicating some imaginary 
position from time to time on 
the map, or telling him one of 
his choicer stories. And no doubt 
after a hundred or so rounds old 
Bostoek would doze a little in 
the heat and yield to the pleasure 
of being conveyed smoothly 


State roads are not as a rule suitable His only idea was to catch an infectious along an excellent surface at eight annas 
for motor-traffic. They usually consist disease just before the inspection. I per < mile. Moreover the scenery of 
of two deep ruts and a young range of must say that he has a distinct talent the plains is very much the same every- 
mountains between them. No car for developing strange symptoms of a where and the sun is so high overhead 
which has not a four-foot clearance can distressing kind, but even in deluding that one ignores one’s shadow, 
make any headway along them. people from Simla a little variety is The P.R. met me on my return. His 

But we have one splendid road, from desirable. So the thing simply had to be grin showed me that he knew where I 
Arampur to the railway- station. This taken out of his bands. had been. 

is the road to which all eminent persons The Dawan got every able-bodied ’ve seen your little Brooklands,” 

are kept, but it is so short as to be of man in the State on to the work. I I remarked. 


little use to a Mileage- Monger. It is never knew what the work was ; 


His grin broadened. I spoke to him 


not^ easy for him to profess that his trusted the P.R., for I knew he was as severely as it is possible to speak to 

duties compel him to traverse this road never mysterious without a reason. It one’s chief. 

^ impossible to repair in a single “ This comes,” I observed, “of having 

There was something like a panic month the neglect of several genera- been educated at Alexandra Park.” 

among us when it became known that tions; there was not enough prepared B. P, W. 
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AN UNCLPS PROTEST. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I must protest against au article 
appearing in your esteemed paper under the heading, “The 
Wicked Uncles.” I have been an uncle, man and boy, for 
twenty years. The burden of uncleship, if I may so call 
it, was laid upon my shoulders in early life, I have groaned 
beneath it all these years. 

The burden is heavy. Some of us can ill afford nephews 
and nieces. We cannot claim relief from our income-tax in 
respect of their birthday, christening and wedding presents, 
for nephews and nieces, I learn with surprise, are not con- 
sidered officially as “ Dependent Eelatives.” Yet we were 
prepared to send our neat little brown-paper parcels to an | 
ever-expanding circle until our Last Post. Surely that is 
not wickedness ? 

We did not weigh up the pros and cons before deciding 
to embrace the career of uncleship. We had no say in the 
matter. A red and spongy bundle was thrust into our 
arms with the words, “Here*s your new nephew.” 

-Considering the casual manner in which uncles are 
appointed it is inevitable that many square pegs are forced 
into round holes. No previous experience is demanded of 
an uncle ; he serves no apprenticeship ; the secrets of his 
craft cannot be communicated in twelve correspondence 
lessons. Without a word of warning he is precipitated 
into a position which demands charm, patience, affluence 
and ripe wisdom. If it be wicked to fail in these qualities 
then those who appoint us so casually should share the 
blame for our guilt. 

It is the fashion to blame uncle for everything. If the 
young man goes wrong, his false step will be explained by 
the character of his uncle. It is well known that intelli- 
gence and beauty are acquired from parents, but any 
tendency to dissipation comes from a collateral branch of 
the family. 

If our services give so little satisfaction and if we are to 


; be attacked in this unseemly fashion in the public Press 
I for one will not be responsible for any nieces and 
nephews brought into this world without my knowledge 
and consent. I am. Sir, 

Your obedient Servant, 

J. Eobinson-Beown, 

.. Uncle (retired). 

THE TRESPASSER. 

To-day IVe spent upon the hills, the wind, the rain 
and I, 

With moving clouds to fill with life the vastness of their 
sky; 

The noisy streets were far forgot, their clamour and their 
throng ; 

I heard the breeze across the bent, the torrents' ancient 
song. 

I saw the buzzard soaring high, the kestrel poised in air ; 

I watched, as up the steep he raced, the gallant mountain 
hare ; 

I heard the roving raven’s croak, the curlew’s mournful call ; 
I marvelled at the moss I trod—and, grateful, loved them 
all. 

Who owns the liills whereon I roamed ? I neither know 
nor care ; 

Whoever be the laird by law, I did not find him there ; 

To me alone they gave their strength, their beauty, gifts 
divine ; 

Alone I shared their mighty moods. To-day the hills 
were mine ! W, K. H. 

“The AUgemeine Elektrizitaets Gesellschaft of Berlin has se- 
cured an order for 100 locomotives from the Boumanian railway 
authorities. Tenders were submitted by 24 different firms.” 

' . ' Daily Da;ger. 

Engines, however, were what was wanted. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

The Emerald Isle, Begoera! 

It would not surprise me if the 
principal function of the talkies of the 
near future were found to be the dis- 
semination of catchy tunes. Failing 
as substitutes for the drama proper, 
they look Yery like concentrating on 
musical comedy or revue, with — as in 
The Fagan, of which I was writing 
enthusiastically last week, or Smihng 
Irish Eyes, just produced 'at the Eegal 
— one recurring melody to haunt the 
ear or torment it, or both. The news 
that composers are being frantically 
sought for and secured under long con- 
tracts by the big American companies 
supports this view; and, so long as 
some conscientious work comparable to 
that in The Four Fecdliers continues 



Kathleen O'Connor {Miss Colleen Moojre). 
“You ’EE GOING AWAY AND LEAVING ME.” 

Bory O' More (Mr. James Hall). “Well, 
DARL1N% I ’VB GOT TO BE VAMPED AND FIND 
A BARB-LEGGED CHORUS FOR THE THEME-SONG, 
AND YOU CAN’T DO THAT IN KlLLARNEY,” 

also to be done on the silent screen,’ I 
for one do not mind. ' 

But if the new singing films are to 
succeed it will be necessary for more 
attention to be paid both to the music 
and to the story than has been given to 
Smiling Irish Eyes, which is marred by 
some very noticeable scamping. The 
charge of never knowing how long a 
new play was going to last has often 
been brought against stage-managers, 
whose opening night can endure till 
next morning; hut it is evident that 
film-producers are even less conscious 
of the passage of time. The last few 
minutes of Smiling Irish Eyes form 
another proof of this, for in them has 
to be crowded the voyage to New York 
of theheroine, an Irish peasant ghl, to re- 
trieve aneglectfullover; her adventures 
in that city, which are compressed into 
yet comic motor ride — a very 

ancient trick; her discovery that her 


lover is, at any rate superficially, un- 
true ; her return to Kerry with a broken 
heart ; his return to Kerry with a 
fortune (drawn from the ‘‘punch ” tune) 





.MORE NASAL ACCENTS. 

Michael O' Connor . . Mr. Claude Gilling- 
WATER. 

Shajuus O' Connor . . Mr. Robert Homans. 

and renewed fidelity ; and an Irish jig 
registering reconciliation and joy. 

It is obvious that when the story 
was first photographed there was in 
these essential scenes much more de- 
tail ; but so much time had been spent 
in singing to the guests in the squire' s 
castle and in revelling at the fair that 
the plot had to be sliced to pieces. ‘ ‘ Aw, 
let it go. Anything Irish will do with 
Colleen Moore in it!" seems to 
express the situation. But is it true ? 
I think not. I hope not. 

The main idea — to put Quid Oireland, 
or Erin, as everyone in the play calls 



A DICTATED LCVE-LETTER. 
Gbanny O'Mobe (Miss Aggie Herring) 
AND Kathleen. 


it, on the screen — has been relentlessly 
carried out. We wallow in Hibernicisms. 
Kathleen O'Connor of County Kerry 
(Miss Colleen Moore) spake 3 sentences 
full of “darlin’s." When in ‘doubt she 


takes counsel with a Wishing Well. Her 
first song is a duet with a pig. Her 
lover is named Bory O' More, plays the 
fiddle and refuses to work. His grand- 
mother says “Wheesht" and smokes 
a pipe (a dudheen). KathleeJi's father 
and uncle, two peculiarly horrible old 
men (who should have caught the eye 
of the film-shortener first of all) are 
always quarrelling, fighting and making 
it up. The squire is named Sir Timothy 
Tyrone and is played by Mr. Robert 
Emmett O'Connor, He is presented as 
a typical Irish gentleman, but fails to 
rise irom his chair and book when his 
old nurse visits him. More typical, I 
hope, is his omission to fill in the 
counterfoil when writing her a cheque. 

To make everything more Irish still 
we have a cattle market and fair, culmin- 



AN INCREASING PERIL. 

Fan, plugged with the- theme-songs 

OF MANY IILMS, GOES OUT WHISTLING THE 
WRONG ONE. 

ating in the hunt for the greasy pig. 
This being won, most unconvincingly, 
by Kathleen, the prize of twenty pounds 
enables her ^fiddler to go to America 
(which, from the evidence of his accent 
in his less guarded moments, one would 
have thought he already knew well), 
where, according to one of Sir Timothy's 
American guests, his musical genius 
will create a riot. 

So to America he goes, in a cart 
drawn by a donkey, with the least 
possible luggage and the song composed 
by himself and written by Kathleen 
among her pigs. Something odd having 
happened to the taste of Broadway, the 
song goes over big, and, his future being 
assured, Bory can return to Kerry in a 
well-cut suit and no longer be nervous 
of letting his brogue revert to nature. 

In the crude and mechanical part 
of Borij Mr. James Hall looks 




Motorist {excusing himself for speeding) • “I was hurbyinG” to see my solicitor.** 
P.O. “Well, we shall have some more iiews for him now.” 


romantic and handsome, while both 
Granny O'More (Miss Aqoie Her- 
ring) and the pig performer (unnamed) 
are excellent. But the brunt of the 
performance is borne by Miss Colleen 
Moore, who alternates between ^ave 
and gay, like an April sky, and is as 
tearful. Hitherto she has been known 
and adored as a silent actress. In 
Smiling Irish Byes she proves very 
fully that she has a charming voice 
both for speaking and singing. May 
she soon have something better to do 
with it 1 .... E. V. L. 

THE 8!LENT TALKIE, 

I HAVE had a bright thought about 
. the craze’f or realism in the talkies. By 
‘‘craze for realism” I mean all this 
insistence upon sound effects, the mill- 
stream roar of the liquor thundering 
from bottle to glass, the explosion of ! 
the lighted match, the clang of the knife 
and fork on the plate, the crash of the 
decapitated egg— all these hundred- 
and-one reproductions of normal every- 
day life which seem so utterly to en- 
thral our audiences. 

It has occurred to me that, if the 


public are prepared (as they apparently ; 
are) to relish and appreciate this kind 
of thing so thoroughly, we might go a 
little further in the cause of realism. 

Accordingly I have thought out 
rather a strong dramatic situation 
wherein it has became necessary for 
Peggy, the heroine, to ring up her lover, 
whom we will call Bob {she of course 
will call him Barb) and tell him that 
the police are after him and that his 
only hope of safety lies in instant flight. 

Now I suggest- that as, in a crisis, it 
would very likely take the poor girl 
quite twenty minutes to obtain the re- 
quired number in real life, so it shall 
take her that length of time to obtain 
it in the talkie, and during this critical 
period the audience can just jolly well 
sit there and watch her. 

The dramatic tension may or may 
not be heightened by the suggestion 
that Bob’s life is at stake, that Bob’s 
number is up if unavailable. Anyhow, 
if it is realism that the audience want, | 
they can enjoy twenty minutes of it in 
the spectacle of the heroine agonising in 
the telephone-box, registering anxiety, 
fear, disappointment, impatience, per- 


plexity, anger, suspense, fury and hys- . 
teria, these emotions chasing each other 
across her mobile features, and, as the 
phrase goes in the homeland of Georges 
Washington and Gershwin, “what 
do you know about that ? ” 

They can see and hear her footling 
with Button A, uselessly thumping 
Button B, dropping the coppers on the 
floor, rattling the receiver-hook, or, if the 
telephone is of automatic pattern, they 
can observe her feverishly dialling 0, 
what time her sensitive nerves are being 
jangled by theconflictiug rhythms of the 
dialling tone, the low-pitched burr- 
burr-burr, or the intermittent buzz of 
the engaged signal. . , • 

They can have all that and, if they 11 
stand it, it seems to me that they ’ll 
stand anything. WoON, 

A Synthetic Triumph. 

“ The cllancel was filled with gifts of fruit 
and vegetables made by members of the 
congregation — Suburban Paper, 

“Mr. MacDonald’s Aim. 

‘To Narrow the Atlantic,* ” 

Headline in Weeldy Paper, 

Or to widen the Pacific. 
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SO that the insurance money may free does not, or thinks she does not (it is 
AT THE PLAY. family, at least for the time, from not quite clear which; it is probably 

“The Eising Sun” (Kingsway). their embarrassments. But his buoyant the dramatist’s intention that it should 
It is such rare comfort to the pro- nature, his belief that even at the worst not be quite clear), do her best to pre- 
fessional playgoer to sit under a play life is worth living as a fine adventure, vent the fire, which spreads rapidly, 
with some real power and I . * All fly to safety, forge^ing 


seriousness in it that there 
is perhaps a tendency to 
over-praise it when it ap- 
pears — a fault much les^ 
objectionable, I take it, than ^ 

the fault of under-praising. If / 

Df! Ojpgaande Zon, by the L 

late Herman Heijermans, 
is concerned with that com- 
mon tragedy which may be 
observed in any town or 
considerable village of our 
own country — the tragedy 
of gradual and inevitable 
failure in business due to 
the fierce competition of ^ 
'well-financed concerns and 
a natural inaptitude for U 
business in the struggling \i 'C/fe 
small tradesman. The j 
Strong family react to the 
coming catastrophe in their 
various ways: Sti^ong him- 
self pretends to carry it off ^ 

with a light heart; his 
daughter (his business-man- 
ager and accountant), just 
near the end of her teens, 
bravely seconds him, and 
the two, tied in a deep 
mutual affection and regard, 
are agreed to make every possible occa- 




All fly to safety, forgetting 
' in their excitement the half- 
} witted daughter of their 

‘ T lodger, who is in bed up- 

stairs in a locked room. 

At the inquiry, made 
necessary by the suspicion 
of deliberate arson in ’the 
circumstances of impending 
' S w bankruptcy, there are quite 
honest witnesses to assert 
s ^^3,t the fire was an accident 

\ and the Strongs are com- 
/ - y-y-ir ■ ' ' V/ ^ pletely exonerated. But 

W / Za Sonia’s remorse is beyond 

' V / \ t(? endurance. She must pub- 

/ \ \ licly confess what she be- 

/ I ^ / V A lieves to be her guilt, and, 

\ \ n~(( \ ■■ while her mother and her 

4 lull .1 betrothed try to prevent her, 

\ll I father, with a keener 

/ I il discernment born of his love 
^ Sp/j! and fearing for her reason 

if her confession be sup- 
pressed, encourages her to 
^ ^ ^ make her statement and pay 

an Jensen {as shojp-hell 7'ings again) » “Business seems the price which all of them 

K TO-BAY.” ' must share — she by prob- 

■ IS?, IS S »oLS” ™”""“ imprisonment, ill rest 

SHOP S FULL OP BROKERS, iATHEE. Voiding of 

Sdgar K. Bruce. Hiss Angela Baddeley. . , . „ .i* j; ® 

Hr. Frank Cellier. their policy. 

I have always been inclined 

and his love for his daughter save him I to think that the talent of Miss Angela 


x> 


<> "O, 






Christian Jensen {as sliojp-bell 7'ings again) . “ Business seems 

VERY BRISK TO-BAY.” 

Matthew Strong. “ Oh, just my regular customers.” 
Soma. “Shop’s full op brokers, Father.” 

Mr. Edgar K. Bruce. Hiss Angela Baddeley. 

]Mr. Frank Cellier. 


sion for laughter ; Strong* s wife, Amia, at the last moment. * : Baddeley had been a little over- 

a decent body enough at bottom, be- Aieanwhile Soma, unable to look upon estimated by some enthusiastic col- 
comes hard and nagging ; his old father, her fathers misery, has made, only leagues. I was evidently wrong. Here 
who hashimselfbeen through theagony half-consciously, her owm plans. A is a performance of exquisite balance, 
which honest men suffer in bankruptcy, lamp is overset in the shop and she of deep intensity of tenderness and 


little over- 


which honest men suffer in bankruptcy, ^ 
is in his dotage and easily bluffed into 
thinking all is well and goes on tinkering 
at his clocks. 

When the hard-faced manager of the 
new stores, The Bishig Siin^ comes in 
wuth a view to buying Strong’s premises 
and what remains of his business, the 
poor man’s pride makes him refuse the 
offer, which is a fair enough one as 
business ethics go and much better 
I than he is likely to get elsewhere. It 
1 is one of the Dutch dramatist’s best 
g’fts that he is not afraid to let his 
characters act according to their weak- 
nesses and not merely according to their 
strengths. The harassed man has also 
borrowed from their lodger money 
which, in a desperate effort to retrieve 
the position, he has lost upon the Stock 
Exchange. 

He goes out to try to obtain a respite 
from his most persistent creditor ; fails ; 
and as he does not return his daughter, 

, who alone knows his thoughts, fears 
has made away with himself. 
He has in fact been debating suicide 




THE FAITHFUL HEABT. 
NaCianiel Mr. Jan Fleming. 


with a fine sense of character. I 
have seen nothing so good for a long 
time, Air. Cellier is always interest- 
ing. He well conveyed the struggle in 
Strong's mind between his natural 
buoyancy and the despair born of his 
desperate situation and his affection 
and sympathy towards his idolised 
daughter; but I think he did a little 
fail in depth just at the height of 
the emotional crisis. Mr. Ian Flem- 
ing’s quiet study of the young school- 
master was excellent, and a short love- 
passage between this shy boy and the 
over-driven but still unselfish and ten- 
der So7iia was beautifully done. Air. 
George Elton’s old watchmaker was 
also as good as possible, and Miss Joan 
Duan’s poignant little sketch of the 
half-witted Margot deserves mention, 
as also an excellent portrait of a business ! 
man with an acquisitive fish-like eye 
by Air. Edgar K. Bruce. 

I do most warmly recommend this 
play to any but hopelessly light-minded 
chocolate-munching persons. T. 
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‘‘Follow Throug-h” (Dominion). 


promptly loses the next four holes. 
Buth, playing the like on the last green, 


There were perhaps throughout too 
many jokes of a golfo-physiological bias, 


The Dominion Theatre, on the site has a putt for the match. She doesn’t and two of them might well be omitted 
of the old Meux brewery at the south putt like a visiting champion ; misses by if only because they must both have 
end of Tottenham Court Road, is the yards. Then Jer?*?/, offering himself as been made by those rude golfers who 
first theatre to take seriously to heart caddie for the last fatal putt, gives such clouted the ball round St. Andrews in 
the lessons dictated by the affluent and explicit directions that Lora bangs the the brave days of Maby Stuart, 
gorgeous folk who manage the Film bail to the back of the tin with the Mr. Bernard Clifton, the hero, has 
Business. There is a regiment of speed of an electric hare and wins her a pleasant baritone with a ricli and 
attendants in bright uniforms suggested match. How we all held our breath! fruity portamento suited to the maud- 
by musical comedy, to the providing of And sighed with relief when we knew’ lin melodies incident to love-making 
which at popular prices this new house that all was well! What knowledge, through the medium of musical-comedy, 
is dedicated. There are besides some in the authors, of human (Brit’sh) His speaking voice too is clear and 
rare and commonsensical reforms, psychology! his enunciation excellent. 

There is actually room for the audi- But of course it wasn’t the loves of The dancing, even of the principals, 
ence’s legs. It is possible to get into Lora and Jerry and Butli that made was more energetic than beautiful, and 
one’sseat without a'shoe-horn, and to get the show acceptable. It was the be- the mass manoeuvres rather unoriginal, 
out of it and proceed to any one of the haviour of the woman-hater, Jaclc The book, by Messrs. Laurence 
six restaurants or bathe in the soda- Martin (Mr. Leslie Henson), who had Schwab and B. G. be Stlva, with 


fountain without nota- 
bly inconveniencing 
one’s neighbours. There 
is a shelf for the choc- 
olates or lipsticks and 
mirrors of the fair. The 
decoration is in the 
style of “thelate French 
Renaissance ... in blue 
and silver, with clouded 
effects, ” and with a good 
follow-through it might 
be possible to play a 
I spoon shot from the 
' back of the stage to the 
back of the dress-circle. 
Which is to say that 
the mammoth house 
has the defects of its 
qualities. Only artists 
with the clearest arti- 
culation and carrying 
voices will be able to 
make themselves heard ; 
and the scale will make 
for breadth rather than 
subtlety of humour. 



.w 
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A LONG SHOT FBOM THE EIGHTEENTH (ROW OE STALLS). 

J . Bichersly Blexiitt Mr. Mark Lester. 

Jach Martin Mr. Leslie Henson. 


Messrs. Brow^n and 
Henderson and Des- 
mond Carter in sup- 
port, was no doubt no 
more than a basis for Mr. 
Leslie Henson’s auda- 
cious embroideries. And 
I do not suggest that 
we have yet heard the 
final version. Perhaps 
one of the lines that 
may be jettisoned is, | 
“What a strange effect j 
he has on we girls ! ” j 
The music was from 
various sources, we 
must suppose, as no 
composer is named. Mr. 
Mackey conducted his 
orch estrawith elaborate 
dramatic effect. ^ 

The eupeptic, uncrit- 
ical and uD godly ought 
to find no fault with this 
show as a whole. T. 

A Gala Matin4e of 


Folloio Through^ which I saw some an hereditary affliction of the eyebrows The Faithful Heart will be given at 
days after its first production, and of in the presence of the fairer sex. Mr. theTheatreRoyal,Hayniarket,on Taes- 
which I had heard discouraging accounts, Henson, who could be heard all over day, October 22nd, at 2.30 p.m., in aid 
must have pulled itself together. For the house and looked more like^ a of the Prince of Wales’ Endowment 
it is a distinctly diverting affair (if you Bateman drawing than ever, has in- Fund of Toe. H. and the Toe. H. League 
apply tests proper to its type), a golfing vented some admirable nonsense — ably of Women Helpers, The house is already 
romance, set against the positively seconded by a charming young Ameri- sold out, but application for any tickets 
gorgeous background of the Sunning- can comedienne, Miss Ada May, an that may be returned should be made to 
worth Country Club. Lora (Miss Ivy elf-like, high-tension young person who Mrs.GEiGa,39, GrosvenorRoad, S.W.L 
TRESMAND),theclubprofessionarspretty doesdespite toherbeauty almosttothe Thosewho sympathise with the cause 
daughter, a local champion, is in love point of sacrilege and utters the least but are prevented from attending the 
with handsome Jerry (Mr. Ber- edifying jests with an innocent-knowing matinee are earnestly invited to send 

NAED Clifton), amateur turned prof es- air. This is her first appearance in donations to the Assistant Hon. Treas- 
sional. So isifrs. Bath Vanning (Miss England, and it will not be her last, I urer of the Matinee Fund, E. Watson- 
Elsie Randolph), a comely spiteful hope, though her talents are better Shields, Esq., The Bank House, Hamp- 
widowand “visiting champion.” So too fitted for a smaller arena. Mr. Mark stead, N.W.3. Ml*. Punch’s readers do 
are many of the surprising younger lady Lester, the over-dressed profiteering not need to be reminded of the claims 
members of the Sunningworth Club. member of the club, is an admirable of Toe. H, upon their generous support. 

The breathless dramatic moment foil to Mr. Henson, and I do not ask for .. 

comes when io?’a,pla 3 ang her challenge better diversion than the scene where Paying Guests—New Style, 

match against Buth, is 4 up and 5 to these two, disguised as plumbers, pene- «« Wanted— One Native Christian lady or 

play, and, discovering that Jerry has trate to the ladies’ dressing-room with Eurasian to bo of general use -with pocket 
a quite stupid grievance against her, its intriguing secrets. money, no encumbrance.”— Baper. 
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CRUCIVERBIA. 

The Land op Chosswords. 
THOuaH faithful to strict Purifan tradi- 
tion 

In my devotion to my lady wife, 

For quite three years, I own without 
contrition, 

I have contrived to lead a double life ; 
But let me add, to guard against sus- 
picion 

Of wayward courses h^nd connubial 
strife, 

That, while my home is situate in 
suburbia, 

My spiritual home is Cruciverbia. 

In this fair realm we mostly speak in 
Erse ; 

In temper we are prone to spasms 
of ire ; 

Sometimes in Esperanto we converse 

Or sing sweet odes and arias to the 
lyre; 

Our style of diction is laconic, terse ; 

We rarely hope but constantly aspire ; 
We seldom are alone, though often solo; 
Ludo we play more frequently than polo. 

Alert and avid in our zest for greed, 
And yet in mien and mind serene and 
level, 

"We show in choice of tools a constant 
need 

To use the plane, the^one, the adze, 
the bevel ; 

Unorthodox, nay, Pagan, in our creed, 
Always agog to riot and to revel. 

We worship idols, icons, and our hero 
In music is the ‘‘famous fiddler” — Nero, 

Of rulers we admit a vast variety — 
Tsars, pashas, tetrarchs, satraps and 
ameers, 

While in the upper ranks of our society 
Are found hidalgos, paladins and 
peers ; 

Most tolerant of Oriental piety, 

We welcome lamas, mullahs and 
fakirs ; 

Yet we are not immune from bodily ills 
And need perpetual doses, dopes and pills. 

We ’re rich in sheep, though they are 
always ewes, 

But otherwise impartial justice render 
To elands, llamas, tapirs, elks and gnus 
In balancing the claims of either 
gender ; 

We lend encouragement to kinkajous 
And are peculiarly kind and tender 
To the disturber of the wild-bees’ lair, 
The ratel, alias the lioney-bear. 

We suffer from a plethora of gnats, 
Ants, asps and adders, emmets, efts 
and newts ; 

Onr women wear tiaras, scorning hats, 
And s&pdals are preferred to Bussian 
boots ; 

We call our children urchins, tots or 
brats ; 

Lemons and melons are our favourite 
fruits ; 

While in our choice of fish, I grieve to 
state, 

We show a vulgar taste for shad and 
skate. 

In strict orthography we don’t excel, 
And write millennium with a single 
“n”; 

We love monosyllabic haunts — the dell, 
The dene, the glade, the vale, the 
marsh, the fen ; 

Eelentlessly we lop and hew and fell ; 

Assiduously pore and con and pen ; 
Our commonest birds are ernes, terns, 
rocs and sea-mews. 

Kiwis and kites, but first and foremost 
emus. 

We are quite human ; we are prone to 
erring ; 

We ’re unaware that any difference 
Exists between avowing and averring; 
We feel acutely, but in speech we 
“ sense ” ; 

We are by no means insular, preferring 
To count in sous and yens, not Eng- 
lish pence, 

And from the land of capa y espada 
Borrow our patron saint, great Torque- 

MADA. 

How long will this eccentric people, 
goaded 

And egged and urged by ogres dire 
and fell. 

Stay in a land so constantly eroded, 

I often wonder, but 1 cannot tell ; 
And yet, although its fashions are 
demoded, 

I hope a little longer yet to dwell 
Where ore is more abundant than in 
Sweden 

And every garden earns the name of 
Eden. 

THE TALE OF A FROG. 

Hard is the way of the teller of tales, 
that is when her audience is past the 
uncritical age, which rejoices in the 
account of the little pig who went to 
market and the rest of his family, and has 
not yet arrived at the time when a sense 
of politeness has been developed as well 
as a critical faculty. It is hopeless to 
predict which story will be received with 
favour and which with chilling indiffer- 
ence, and it is well for the sensitive to 
have a large stock to draw upon, so 
that, in the painful event of not making a 
hit the first time, she may have a chance 
of regaining her lost prestige. 

1 I shall never know why t he frog story, 

emphasising one of the darker parts of 
my mother’s past, met ^vith such a 
L rapturous reception from John and Bar- 
bara. The mere fact of its being true 

would not insure success, though it 
often helps. I think the straightforward 
drama proved attractive, requiring no 
mental strain on the part of the listeners 
and being easily reproduced later. This 
simple tale relates how my mother and 
a younger brother had, at an early age, 
gone to stay in the country and dis- 
covered with joy that there was a hole 
in the nursery-floor through which they 
could survey, one eye at a time, what 
was going on in the kitchen below. 
Tiring of the rdle of mere spectators, 
however, they acquired a small green 
frog, tied a string to one of its legs and 
let it down through the hole until it 
was dangling on top of the cook’s head. 
Wild shrieks of “What ’s that? What s 
that ? ” delighted their ears, and the 
rapid withdrawal of the unfortunate 
frog time after time kept discovery at 
bay for many happy moments. The 
end came at last ; the frog was seized by 
the outraged cook and flung out of the 
window, and the offenders encountered 
the justice of a sterner day than this. 

I was at first much flattered by the 
unqualified success of this story, but 
after I had repeated it at least three 
times, John pulling me up and correct- 
ing me severely if it differed by so much 
as a hair’s-breadthfrom its originalform, 
and' Barbara saying it after me in an 
ecstatic undertone, I began to realise 
that even a triumph has its drawbacks. 

I insisted on being allow'ed a respite, 
whereupon an absolute bombardment 
of questions began, which I am proud 
to say I answered without hesitation, 
though with considerable disregard for 
truth. These are some of the questions 
John and Barbara asked : — 

“ How old was the boy ? ” 

“ How old was the girl ? ” 

“ What were their names ? ” 

“Did their Mummie know about 
ib?” 

“ How big was the hole ? ” 

“ How big was the frog ? ” 

“ Which leg did they tie the string 
to? ” 

“ How long was the string ? ” 

“ Who held the frog? ” 

“ Who held the string ? ” 

“ Was it tied tight ? ” 

“Did it hurt?” 

“What was the cook’s name ? ” 

“ How old was the cook ? ” 

Only at the end was I cornered, 
having rashly asserted that the cook’s 
name was Emily and being immediately 
asked, “How do you know?” How- 
ever, among the compensations of ad- 
vancing years is the possibility of taking 
a really firm stand. I was cornered, 
but I had my back to the wall, and, 
assuming an attitude of severe dignity, 

I announced that I should not tell the 
, frog story again for a month. 
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OUTPOSTS OF EMPIRE. 

Mahmoob Abi’s k Abbi Hassan’s. 

{From Our Eastern, Sporting Man) 

[For those not in touch with current Oriental 
sport it is explained that the teams are dra'wn 
from the Somalis in two of His Majesty’s Ships 
doing their duty as Outposts of Empire and 
pouring out Blood and Treasure in accordance 
with the best traditions.] 

Gee AT activity displayed itself on 
soccer field when the All’s men com- 
bated those of Hassan here on Satur- 
day, 

The rupee is of luck to Hassan, who 
chose to play like the wind in the 
premier. For the space of five minuites, 
perhaps, all was ding-dong, when All’s 
men rush the leather fiercely at Abdolali 
in the Hassan net-mouth ; but the rush 
is too much and the ball headiongs over 
the back. 

Hassan, who is defensive left on his 
side, takes the off-kick, and advantages 
himself by onputting his boot, thus so 
over his opponents who have the bare 
foot pnly each. The ball is taken by the 
Hassan forwardmen altogether. They 
so are more of a number than the back- 


men of Ali, they fire it quickly at the 
Ali goal, who would kick it afar, but 
he evades it, and the scoring is to 
Hassan 1-0, 

On the resuming once more the play- 
ing is sevens and sixes until the Alimen i 
again attack, and Hassan miss the ball 
when danger oppresses, but with luck 
he loses his foot also and assumes sitting 
posture on bail. 

After several discusses the ref. blows 
his whistle strongly and orders the ball I 
is defunct. It is therefore bouncing and 
Ali’s men are abled to take it to the goal 
without great effort, for the Hassans 
dispute the rule of the ref. and tell him 
such. Scoring 1-1, which educates that 
no man must say ‘‘ It is not ” to the 
whistle-blow, for if Hassan’s men had 
not been argued, perhaps the equal scor- 
ing would not have been : who knows ? 

It is now the half-time and the 
captains talk to each, telling the other 
of the lowliness and wickedness of his 
fathers and mother, but the second half 
starts. Firstly it has not much to be 
said, again all is ding-dong. However 
now it is near the Ali goal when Hersi, 
ithe right-back man of Ali, sees the 


leather come to his head speedily, and 
to defend he rises his hand. It is foui. 
All the Hassan men cry out, the ref. 
is agreeing it is *4ree-kick.” 

Hassan choose himself to do it and 
places on his boot to do it more strongly, 
which he can do. The hall evades Abdi 
and goes swiftly through the right-ups, 
but not so the boot of Hassan, which 
has left his foot unawares and strikes 
the Aliman, who falls earthly. 

In instanter all is uproar, ref. blows 
whistle two-three times and shouts loud 
to say his rule, After some time he his 
again the breath and blows blasts. It 
is full time. He say that the ball w as 
before Hassan’s boot, it must be scoring. 
Hassans therefore have victorious game, 
scoring 2—1, and they say three hip- 
hurrahs for Ali’s men, who sportively 
give the same. 

Hassans are now combating in the 
half-final and they deserve so. 

A Liberal Turnover, 

I'ejaiiaS oq-; .toj aii-qs 

-uaapaaqy -[XTi^itaQ oqAV ‘up.TOj\[ 3|;D*r.Ta 

-paj^a; jaiobS c(^noiSiO 

-ap pa^jiociai siyi Snipi-eSai yC-Gp-oi^ paAvaiAisf^nj * 

1 said it was quits ti\ie”—-Noftinghn}nPa^er. 






SUN-BATHING AT HOME. 

Bettij . “Nurse, I think baby ’s done on one side ; shall I turn him? ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I wonder how many great and hidden lives are escaping 
the strident notice of these times and awaiting, securely if 
unconsciously, their afterglow of posthumous fame ? Not 
many, I fear : it is becoming almost a condition of work 
that it should be observed. Yet the saints, a gens lucifuga, 
unknown one day, canonised the next, have their agnostic 
counterparts ; and the lives of such men as G. B. Montague 
(Chatto and Windus) prove that heroic disinterestedness 
is still a native virtue. A childhood in some ways clouded 
but never futile, the City of London School under Abbott, 
‘^that prince of men,” the Balliol of Jowett, thirty-five 
years of The Manchester Guardian, war (in the ranks) at the 
age of forty-nine, the reintrusion even here of journalism — 
this was, as it were, the incubatory side of Montague's 
genius. In ten post-war years — he died in May, 1928— 
he had won almost in spite of himself a world- wide reputa- 
tion, a reputation which the present admirable memoir 
assists by never assessing. Professor Oliver Elton adds 
to his obvious literary qualifications the insight of an old 
pupil, colleague and friend. Undertaking the task at the 
request of Montague’s family, his inlay- work of evidence ” 
has at its disposal a wealth of precious material. How good 
the book is from first to last, what rare and shifting lights 

I it sheds on journalism, the drama, literature, education, 
pbKticisl society and religion — ^the whole gamut of a com- 
plete ndc&mx^ humanist — ^let its readers discover. Two 


strands are, I think, salient in the unique web of Mon- 
tague's character : his hatred of an indolent or modish 
conformity— “practise,” he says, “self-reliance and evenyou- 
be-blo wedness ” — and his preference (in journalism, says 
Professor Elton, but I think in life) for moral courage 
and intellectual humility. 

Mr. Richard Hughes has written the strangest pirate 
story that ever was.- “Pirates and children,” he seems 
to have said to himself; “Peter Pan, indeed! I know a 
little about the child-nature myself, and I ’ll tell you what 
really might have happened if a party of children had been 
taken on board a pirate ship,”' The book is called A High 
Wind in Jamaica (Chatto and Windus), and the first part 
of it is a magnificent piece of imaginative narration, 
worthy to be read for its own sake alone ; the rest is a 
fantasy. It is the aim of the author, one would say, to 
pojnt out that your pirate, being grown up, may well have 
been more simply and calculably human, less bloodthirsty 
even, than that queer creature half-animal and half-angel 
that we call a child. It is with the heart of Emily, one 
of the captured five, that Mr, Hughes particularly deals ; 
and, though, as I said, he is fantastic, he does not spare us 
realism of the most modern kind when he thinks it will' do 
us good. There are a hundred faults in this book, and it 
has been vastly over-praised by critics who ought to know 
better. The view-point changes most unfairly between 
the inside of Emily and the inside of Mr. Hughes, so that 
now and then he can tell us what she is thinking, and now 
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AT THE MOTOR SHOW. 

Chatty Idler, “Not many sueprtses this year.” 
Salestnan, “Would you like to give me one?” 


and then he can’t. None of the pirate 
crew — I am excluding the captain and 
the mate — is really pictured at all, and 
this seems an important hiatus. But 
the writing throughout is excellent, 
and, if there are some quaint mistakes 
about the child-mind, there are also 
some astonishing flashes of truth. No 
one can read the book without look- 
ing forward eagerly to the next high 
wind that blows this author into the 
seas of romance. 


Come, come, little cadger 
For “ books ^about beasts,” 
Diana, My Badger 

Shall feed you with feasts. 
An Arrowsmith issue. 

Your fancy ’twill fit ; 

It is written by Miss (you 
Will guess ! ) Frances Pitt, 

Miss Pitt says she gets her 
Diana (the same 
As a cub) and she pets her 
And makes her most tame ; 
But one evening, out airing, 

By the owl-light beguiled, 
Diana, all daring, 

Euns back to the wild. 

And here. ends Diana 7 
The devil a bit. 

Where moonbeams like manna 
Impend (says Miss Pitt), 
Beneath his green rafter 
Squire Brock pays her court. 
And she lives ever after 
In happiest sort. 

An excellent present 
To get or to give, 

This book is most pleasant, 

Its photographs Live ; 

But Miss Pitt, who a many 
Wise things says, says too 
That a badger’s not any 
One's pet — voyez~vous ? 


A letter of C. E. Montague — ^published 
the other day, but not in the official 
Life-— supplies an interesting corrective 
to that out-and-out reprobation of war which is becoming 
with thinkers of all colours and sizes the -only possible 
attitude. Writing while Armageddon still flourished to a 
woman who was pacifist with militarists and inclined to be 
vice-versa, Montague rather endorsed his friend’s attitude, 
explaining that your neck-or-nothing pacifist too lightly 
forgot the moments of exaltation for which war (like drink) 
was responsible, moments which naturally precluded those 
who enjoyed them from utterly condemning their source. 
This jewel-in-the-toad’s-head notion is rather that of the 
Warden of Talbot House, only the Eev. P. B. Clayton con- 
centrates so whole-heartedly on the jewel that he is rather 
inclined to overlook the toad. We are hearing (he thinks) 
too much of the toad just now, too much of war-books where 
“viciousness is added to agony and Christ in Flanders 
utterly forgotten.” So from the treasury of a devoted 
experience — “I kept a rest-house back in Poperinghe and 
my customers from time to time invited me to repay their 


calls ” — he brings forth old things which will always read 
new, memories sacred and secular of the men he served and 
loved. Who would or could belittle their gallantry, stark 
heroism or exquisite zest in little alleviations ? Who would 
or could maintain that the gallantry was all fugitive, with 
the steady peaceable welding of the war-forged links of 
Toe H to give them the lie ? Yet, when all is said and done, 
the most moving of these Plain Tales from Flanders 
(Longmans) is “The story of M — And this is the 
story of a man who was broken trying to break the War. 

Having put together in sufficiently workmanlike fashion a 
book that is thoroughly nasty — The Hangnmi of England 
(Chapman and Hall) — Mr. Horace Bleackley pleads in 
defence that someone or other in Germany has already been 
equally objectionable, an excuse which is, if anything, even 
worse than the crime. Here is such a collection of old 
cruelties, with such a gruesome glut of “turnings-off ” and 
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“ stretcbicgs” as might make one hesitate to pass the site Challenge (The Macmillan Company), a more expla^tory 
of old Tyburn, and Mr. Bleackley fain would have us title for which would have been ‘‘ Debunking White House 
believe that his villain-hangmen were fellow-creatures and Pacificism.” ^ Mr. Prederick Moore wrote it, however, and 
even eminent patriots, for he takes his ill-conditioned vul- his courage is rewarded. Por his book comes from the 
garians one by one lovingly, with the delight of a mid-day press at a moment when the voice of the Amerman B]g 
edition enthusiast, comparing their bags of famous criminals Navyites is (in addition to being discredited by Congres- 
as if a triple execution at the Old Bailey were a century at sional investigation) drowned in the chorus of welcome 
the Oval, say, and Jack Hobbs beating all previous records that America has extended to that intrepid peace-hunter, Mr. 
with the ‘^finishing” of a Dick Turpin or a Charles Peace. Bamsay MacDonald. So that I am inclined to recorn- 
Here are hangmen who wore flowers in their coats and mend Mr. Punch’s readers to buy Mr. Moore s book 
hangmen who wept on the scaffold, hangmen who were now and lay it aside for the moment unread. True, it 
given occasional heads to chop off and did not know how, sets forth the history^ of the American bid for a world- 
hangmen who swore by a short drop and hangmen who dominating Navy — a bid for which the Navy men got the 
liked a long drop, getting indeed regrettably drunk on support of Presidents from Wilson to Coolidge, but not, 
notable occasions, hangmen who reared pigeons and hang- it is fair to say, of the American people in lucid and dis- 
men who got hanged, and, most commonly, hangmen who passionate terms. The fact remains that it deals with a 
merely hanged men and walked peacefully back to their phase of American policy which we hope is ended. If so 
homes. Beally the appeal to protect home industries leaves Mr. Moore’s courageous little book will be none the 
one as unmoved in this instance as the underlying regret worse for being a contribution not to current records but 


for the days when a ^ history. 

hajiged if 'l kn'ow why j|J ^ J ^ 

novels of the future! say I ^^°°t d d 

by ■women for women. i| ^ her^were^ such ^maxims 

Towere Along the Grass never began to forget 

(Hbinemann), in which Persistent Suitor. “Catherine darling, do marry me, please i ^Just maxims, and 

Aliss Ellen Du Pois this once.” . ; ■ when she found herself 

Taylor deals faitlifully : installed as barmaid in 

with the inner life ot Kate Lovett, of Spearhead, South a Yorkshire inn she proceeded most carefully to weigh up 
Dakota. I have seldom come across a book of such length the chances of improving her position. Young men, includ- 
devoted so exclusively to a single topic. Kate's love-aff*airs ing the son of a loc4l magnate, fell hopelessly in love with 
were regularly and consistently ruined, all from the same her, but in the end she gave all of them the slip because 
cause. Bianca Wells took from her, one by one, all the a better opportunity than matrimony came her way. The 
gallant young fellows who might otherwise have been pleasure to be derived from this comedy is considerably in- 
her property. So Kate, who is a poet, and has won the creased by the quiet and unforced manner in which Air. 
Alelworthy Prize, is moved to salve her wounded pride by J. S, Pletcher relates it. 

WTiting a book about herself and her rival. Somehow the 

struggle between these two was also a struggle between the Doctor Dick (Jenkins), whose portrait Mr. AA . Biley has 
tower idea and the balcony motif— li you understand what Pointed in glowing colours, belonged to no specified religious 
that means. I confess it was a little beyond me. Nor am denomination, but he was a man of wide sympathy and 
I quite certain if Aliss Du Pois Taylor always knows what uiiderstanding, and he not only healed the bodies of his sick 
she means herself. But she can write. She' has a surprising patients (and most of them were as needy as they 

gift of rhetoric' that gains not a little from its occasional sick)^ but he also experimented in “soul culture.” 

association with American slang ; but she also has an un- Many quaint Yorkshire types passed through the doctor’s 
healthy craving for what Mr, Pinkerton called “boss ” words, ti^^ads, and as Mr. Biley is alive to their humours they add 
especially words derived from the Greek. However, she is considerably to the diversion of the tale and prevent it from 
dealing with a poetess from South -Dakota ; and poetesses becoming too strenuously uplifting. 

from South Dakota may be like that. “ « 

^ ^ - A Non-Possumus Posse. 

’ i “The fugitives . . . disappeared into the water works bush. A 

A ;^ar or even six inonths ago it needed a good deal of posse which surrounded the densely-wooded area failed to get a glimpse 
moral courage lor an American to write Americas Naval of the pair alter they disappeared.”— Paper. 


Persistent Suitor. 
THIS ONCE.” 


‘Catherine darling, do marry me, please I 
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r'UADiv/ADiA iiuiiiuui ua,b u» very yreab 

CHARIVARIA. Hungarian character. Doe 

Thirty American travel agents on a Eotheemere know about this ? 
hustled tour of sightseeing had no time 

to “do St. Pauls. Still, it wouldn’t The old class of London besHiai 


tish humour has a very great affinity writes, just as a plumber gees to his 


with Hungarian character. Does Lord job. A best-seller, however, rarely has 
Eotheemere know about this ? to go and fetch his stenographer. 


to * do bt. Paul s. Still, it wouldn’t The old class of London beggar is said A gossip- writer mentions that he 
have taken them a mmute to give the to have left for the outlying districts, has seen a man with a red beard strol- 
Dean the “ once-oyer.” Mendicants have grown less sensitive ling on the Downs. He is ‘suspected 

^ about seerning suburban. of being a disguised pylon. 

Two oxen and two porkers were 

roasted whole at Stratford-on-Avon the White bed-linen is no longer fashion- A niacon which was rfiscufifl from a.l-inr- 


of being a disguised pylon. 


roasted whole at Stratford-on-Avon the White bed-linen is no longer fashion- A pigeon which was rescued from a bar- 
other day, and there is some talk of able, it seems, but we are trying not to rel of tar at Hampstead soon recovered 
boiling vegetables whole on the Malvern let worry about this keep us awake. and flew off. It was feared at first that 
Hills in honour of Mr. G. B. Shaw. it might settle in the Rima sanctuary. 


boiling vegetables whole on the Malvern let worry about this keep us awake. 
Hills in honour of Mr. G. B. Shaw. 

/‘S;:'*' The Eev. J. 0. ISaedwicic observes 

A London registrar was astonished that young men and women play tennis 

when a bride asked his per- ^ — 

mission to smoke a cigarette 
during the marriage ceremony. 

And well he might be; few 
modern brides would have 


A man complained to the 
London magistrates that his 
wife had given him twelve 
black eyes in three months. 
How many does he think he 
ought to have had ? 

»!« 

According to a trade journal 
America’s great problem is 
what to do with old worn-out 
motor-cars. We don’t know 
that it will help, but a friend 
of ours tries to drive his. 

A gossip-writer says there 
are few interesting people din- 
ing at our big hotels at the 
present time. Probably they 
are crowded out by gossip- 
writers. 

The report that ex - King 
Amanullah has taken well to 
macaroni and spaghetti will 
have allayed any anxiety as to 
his ability to grapple with the 
major difficulties of residence 
in Italy, ..j 







pjS ! 




Cameras are being supplied to the 
French gendarmerie to enable 
them to obtain first-hand pho- 
tographic widence of crime. 
Persons committing murder 
are requested to look pleasant 

A leader- writjer makes a plea 
for more purity in internatic nal 
politics. In American Big- 
Navy circles it is hoped that 
this is a misprint for parity.” 


Forty-nine banquets in forty- 
two days was the record of a 
party of American tourist 
agents who arrived in London 
from Paris last week. Their 
motto seems to have been : 

Eat, drink and be meny, for 
to-morrow we dine.” 

A bull belonging to a' Buck- 
inghamshire farmer is re- 
ported to have walked sixteen 
miles in one day. 1 1 is believed 
to have been looking for a 
china shop. 

A concert broadcast from 
New York was heard by mem - 
bers of an Arctic expklition 
It seems to hav 6 encouraged 
the explorers to push on. 


TfoKr I Old Lad^ (short-siff Med), ''Good gracious! I thought j mi • ■ ^ 

in icai}, jjjjjY never had riots with a Labour Government,” Inere is a mosqu to larm at 

> ; — ; ; Epsom. We understand that 

We read of an ex-policeman who is instead of reading political speeches or the stock graze contentedly round the 
a clever ventriloquist. It is greatly to the leading articles upon them. They homestead and very few buzz off. 
his credit that he has never taken ad- miss a lot of fun. ... 

vantage of this gift to put words into ^ A man has been assaulting bis neigh - 

the mouths of accused persons that Although Switzerland has no navy, hour because he sang “ Thera may be 
might be used against them. it is pointed out that there are mer- Grey Skies.” The further outlook is 

chant-vessels which fly the Swiss flag, still more unsettled. 

Although Sir Alfred Tobin has Their crews of course cultivate the 
described the roads in Zululand as Yo-hodel. ... ,j. Conservatives are inclined to consider 

better than any by-pass X'oads round ^ ^ that Mr. MacDonald’s tree-olimbing 

London, our fear is that those who Complaint is made of the monotony activities during his holiday in America 
anticipate a considerable exodus of and drabness of proceedings in the are a deliberate breach of his own ruling 
motorists to Zululand are doomed to Divorce Court. Yet the authorities that he will tolerate no monkeying, ! 
disappointment. 5 .- obstinately refuse to allow even a mod- 

erate use of confetti. < A shortage of fruit is reported from 

Dr. Alexander Hevesi, Director _ New York, We hope they won’t make 

of the National Theatre, Budapest, According to Mr. Michael Arlen a a song about it as they did when they 

- I . 1 . i-.. nr TPk » A • 1 • I A • J 1 M 1 « »' 


better than any by-pass X'oads round 
London, our fear is that those who 


disappointment. 

Dr. Alexander Hevesi, Director 
of the National Theatre, Budapest, 


declares that Sir James Barrie’s Scot- 1 born writer gets up in the morning and I ran out of bananas a few years ago. 
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those berries that fall. Mrs. Brown’s little boy got hold of 
AKOTHER BEAUTY-SPOT SAVED FOR THE MOTORIST. one yesterday and I was only just in time to save him. The 
[“ The effort to preserve the Severells Estate, near Friday Street, for pains in the poor little fellow’s chest were dreadfuL 
leperpetualenjoyment of the people, has been successful.”] silence which followed this bit of play-acting was 

. 11 i. 1 intense * it almost seemed as though Bill and ’Erb had not 

As one who Sy ceased work but had ceased teeathiog as well. Then 

To see a yiew s amenities destroyed OQ^^cease^^ «Blimev!” reached my ears, and with a 

AndVndfhk sbgin™nSti° gro^^ and fruity chuckle I resumed mf seat for the next patient. 

WhAT, -oAonle ban frSn some nure scene of beauty Clearly my mulberries were now safe. t u. ;i 


As one who always gets annoyed 
To see a view’s amenities destroyed 
By residential horrors, row on row, 

And finds his singing notes grow rich and fruity 
When people ban from some pure scene of beauty 
The leprous bungalow — 

To-day, with that peculiar thrill 
Imparted by the early daffodil, 

I hear my heart, like any poet’s, beat 
(Wordsworth’s or Edith Sitwell’s or 
Sacheverell’s), 

Because of this preserved estate of Severells, 
Adjoining Friday St. 

Nobody now can spoil the grace 
Associated with that open space, 

A haunt of Peace ; no jerry-built abode 
Can ever mar its quiet beauty, queering 
The prospect of the motorist careering 
Down an arterial road. 


But this, alas 1 was not the end. An hour later I had 
seen my last patient and was preparing to go out when 
there, was a violent ring at the surgery bell, and a minute 
or two latisr another patient was ushered in. With a start 
of surprise I perceived it was none other than the redoubt- 
able Bill (or it may have been ’Erb). His ruddy face was 
blanched and there was a wildness about his eyes which 
was almost pathetic. 

Hallo ! what ’s the matter with you ? ” I asked. ^ 

‘‘For Gaud’s sake give me a dose o’ medicine. Sir,” he I 
cried; *‘I've come over somethink awful with pains in the 
chest.” 

His distress was so genuine that I was not even tempted 
to smile. Sit down,” I said gravely, ‘‘and let me sound 


Down an arterial roa . Meekly but very anxiously be submitted to my proddings. 

Speeding at eighty miles an hour “ Are the pains in the chest accompanied by a curious feeling 

They -will admit the spell of Nature’s power that something is happening inside you and you dou t 

To mould the spirit to her silent mood ; quite know what ? ” I asked. 

Lunch in her glades and rererently mafftck, “ That ’s exactly ’ow I do feel,” he groaned. 

Or, packed’ like pilchards in a wedge of traffic, “Then I know what it -is,” I said, “and I can put you 

Murmur How too seraphic I right.” With ostentatious care and in full view of the 

0 blessed Solitude 1 ” 0. S. patient I poured an ounce of water into a glass and added a 

- measured portion of powdered sugar. “Drink this and 

ocnnice relief,” I said. 

MULBERRIES. brightened almost at once. “Thank you very much, 

A FEW weeks ago I jeopardised the lives of two harmless Sir,” he murmured, drinking it off. “I suppose you ’aven’t 
follow-creatures. I am almost a poisoner. got a drop to spare ? ” 

The unhappy incident arose out of my ridiculous concern A drop to spare ? ” I repeated, 
for my rather small crop of mulberries. You see, some “Yes, my mate ain’t feeling any too good.” 

work was being done to the guttering of my house and the “ But this medicine is only for your case, you know.” 
ladder passed right over one of the branches of the mulberry- Bill's is similar,” he answered briefly, 
tree. Now, although Bill and ’Erb are quite pleasant and “Very well,” I said, “then you shall take a dose to Bill.” 

I am sure honourable young workmen, a snatch of conver- Next afternoon they were both singing on the roof, so I 

satipn which reached me through my open surgery window assumed they had recovered. But suppose ’Erb, conscious 
caused me to prick up my ears. of his guilt, hadn’t had the courage to come to me, and 

“Bum sort o’ blackberries these ’ere,” observed ’Erb (or suppose they had both got. worse (for imagination can play 
it may have been Bill; I could not see either of them), strange pranks), why, there might have developed another 
“ Never seen ’em growing on a tree before.” great poisoning mystery. Anyhow, here ’s a plot for our 

“They’re always getting new sorts nowadays,” replied detective writers. Will any of them make me an offer 
Bill^or ’Erb) ; “they cross ’em like they do chickens and for it? 

rabbits. There ’s loganberries and ’Imalaya berries and all [I doubt it. — E d.] ’ C. M. 

sorts ; they ’ve took on wonderful 1” ^ --i— ■ --t—-.--. 

“I’m not surprised, ’’ rejoined the other feelingly ; “ good Out* Petrified Woodlands, 

luck to ’em, I say 1 ” ^ “Our landscape and horticultural representatives were so impressed 

This was followed by the sound of someone descending with the natural beauty of the scenery that we wish to secure a 
and. after a pause, re-ascending the ladder. Of course it woodland margin in perpetuity. We would like to make this a 
m.; h„e:b4 ttot -E* (or Bill) down for . tool, .Bd »" P«,„. 

it may have been that Bill (or Erb) would, on receiving it, 

naturally remark, “Good ealth. After all what could be ^ ^ They link the winged insects back to an aboriginal wingless 
moi'e fitting than for a man perched on a high ladder to stock, the Protura, minute creatures that live in damp places under 
wish good health to a companion sitting precariously on a stones and bark. . , "Scots 

sloping roof; there are no positions, I imagine, where good Those who have heard a beetle yapping to its mate will 
health is more desirable. ^ appreciate this picture. 

But I am a suspicious fellow and, as I said before, my 

crop was rather a small one this year. When therefore the “Corset Expert. — Madame ’s corsets reduce the diaphragm, no 

^ soTOds of descent and ascent began to reach me every ten matter how disappointed previously.”-D^iZ7y 
mmutes or so I walked to the window and spoke to myself As the Poet says : — 
in tones. ^ See how by corsetry’s coercive aid 

I see that the gardener sweeps up any of Despatiring diaphragms are cheered and stayed. 


Oui* Petrified Woodlands. | 

“ Our landscape and horticultural representatives were so impressed : 
Ith the natural beauty of the scenery that we wish to secure a 
eodland margin in perpetuity. We would like to make this a 


See how by corsetry’s coercive aid 
Despairing diaphragms are cheered and stayed. 







Enraged Caller, “ That cae you sold imb has split into two.” 

Motor Merchant. ** Really? I ’ll make a note of it. Meanwhile you need only continue the instalments on one.' 


through decided the game was no longer Butt at once came to the rescue of his 
A RHINE ARMY MEMORY. worth it, and came mincingly down with sworn comrade, but found in Sling not 
The return of the British Army of Private Bide holding his hand. nearly so good a target. He merely regis- 

Occupation from the Ehine after eleven What the Germans made of this first tered a miss—on Lance-Corporal Pouch, 
years has reminded me of the time when impression of the famous British Army Lance-Corporal Pouch had of course 
our battalion first vrent through to we don't know, but it could have been to uphold the dignity of his stripe, 
Germany in the winter just after the nothing to what was to come. For the so he opened five rounds rapid fire, 
War. Would you like to hear about it ? Colonel, finding that the train would be getting Butt every time, and then, with 
No ? Sorry, but I ’m going to tell you. delayed some time, gave perinission for the air of one who has made his point, 
We were all on a troop-train in the the troops to get out and run about in turned loftily away, and so was just in 
middle of a chilly German countryside the snow to keep warm. nice position to stop the first shot of 

about two feet deep in snow, and a The German civilians drew back Butt’s retaliatory barrage, intended for 
quarter-of-a-mile outside a small village apprehensively as khaki poured out of Sling, with the back of bis neck. Butt’s 
the engine abruptly stopped for no every compartment. Was their village second — for Butt was having no luck 
reason whatever, just as though the to be the object of a plundering expe- that day — hit Corporal Foresight, and 
War were still on. It was not long be- dit ion by a brutal and licentious enemy? his third, working up through the 
fore the villagers turned out in force and Had they outlasted the privations of grades of rank like an Army Form, 
stood round us to gaze their fill on the war only to be foully murdered in de- scored a magpie on Sergeant Haversack, 
first English soldiers they had seen. fence of their homes after peace had at After this, firing became independent 
They had their money’s worth right last been declared? But no, the im- and general, with the unavoidable result 
at the start, for our Private Pull- pending raid seemed to be developing that within five minutes someone — 
through was on the roof of one of the along the lines of a school-treat rather whose identity was skilfully veiled — 
carriages pretending, in a high falsetto than a bloodthirsty foray. So they hadhit Lieutenant Holster on the chest, 
to Lance-Corporal Scabbard, who was stood silent and looked on stolidly. Now Holster, who w^as not going to 

fiercely ordering him down, that he was It was. Private Sling who threw the let himself be tamely hit on the chest 
giddy and had lost his head. It was first snowball. Not at the Germans ; by any insubordinate snowballer, at 
not till Sergeant Haversack took a hand Private Sling had been throwing things once acted on the false hypothesis that 
_ and told Puilthrough that if they went at Germans for three years and his platoon sergeant had, strictly in a 
on suddenly and met a tunnel he prob- could no longer get a kick out of it, So respectful manner, of course, been re- 
ahly^ would, and at any rate he ’d lose he threw it at Private Barrel, and, sponsible. A second later, Sergeant 
three' days’ pay if he didn’t come Private Barrel’s figure being what .it Grenade, speaking , with difficulby 
down fast, that Pull- is, immediately scored an inner. Private through Holster’s first round, indicated 
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the real culprit and willingly assisted in 
the retaliatory shoot. From this welter 
there soon emerged a battle royal of 
officers, sergeants and Private Trigger, 
a loyal mess -waiter, against the rest of 
the battalion. 

Now events had moved so swiftly from 
the moment when Private Sling fired 
the first shot that the German specta- 
tors had not time to realise what was 
happening till they saw the officers 
and sergeants surrounded and hard 
pressed. Great consternation then set 
m as they realised they were witnesses 
of a concerted rising, an attack by a 
whole battalion upon its officers. They 
had all been told, during the War, of the 
poor discipline of the British Army, and 
here before their very eyes was a vio- 
lent mutiny in progress. No doubt this 
was pre-arranged and was happening all 
over the country. Breathlessly they 
watched the battle rage to and fro, 
their German sympathies now with the 
side of law and order and now with the 
down-trodden private soldier. 

Not that he looked like being down- 
trodden any longer ; he was too numer- 
ous. The officers’ party had superior 
skill, for J ames and ^rgeant Haversack 
were noted fast bowlers, while Captain 
Bayonet was a bombing officer. And 
when these three hit they injected 
into their target a wholesome respect 
for those in authority coupled with about 
five pounds of snow ; but they had not 
the numbers. Holster was soon down, 
overwhelmed by a small avalanche, 
Private Muzzle’s idea of a “little bit o’ 
snow.” The E.S.M. had had his ear 
neatly filled by Private O’Jector firing 
from behind cover (Private Barrel). 
Lieutenant James was plastered till he 
looked like a statue in the rough. Even 
the Colonel was not intact ; while the 
Adjutant had naturally been the butt 
of a concentrated barrage by all the de- 
faulters of the last five weeks. As for 
Captain and Quarter -master Ledger, 
round after round had burst upon his 
ample person every time he stooped for 
more ammunition, but he came mas- 
sively upright each time, looking like an 
outlying spur of the Himalayas. 

Then the engine-driver sent word that 
he was ready to go on. The Adjutant 
received it beneath a mound of snow. 
For two minutes he struggled under a 
concentrated burst of hostile rapid fire 
to get his whistle to his lips. At last 
he succeeded and in the fiercest phase 
of the battle a shrill blast rang out. 

To the civilians’ amazement the bat- 
tle ceased abruptly; the troops fell in 
smartly and entrained in orderly fashion. 
The mutiny was over. For as long as 
we could see the Germans, they were 
standing there motionless with astonish- 
ment. I doubt if that village has been 


able to understand the incident yet. It 
has probably passed into tradition as a 
folk-tale of the-so-hard-to-comprehend- 
and-so-different-God-be-thanked-from- 
our - 0 wm - patriotic - Fatherland - lovers 
Englander. A, A. 


REUNION. 

Old Cerberus of late 
Outside the nether gate 
Full restlessly doth wait, 

And he pricks 

All his ears for footsteps small 
On the asphodel to fall. 

All his ears, you say? Yes, all, 
For he ’s got six. 

You can hear his tail go flop, 

And he never seeks a sop, 

And the heroes past him pop. 
Each man Jack; 

But, all sentimental, he 
Sniffs with noses one, tvro, three, 
For his own Persephone 
Is coming back. 


And she ’ll wear a clover crown, 

And she ’ll drop her parcels down 
And, as sweet and just as brown 
As a bun, 

With a hand on that and this 
Of the outside heads of his 
She will bend once more to kiss 
The middle one. 

Oh, his little truant Queen, 

How she ’ll tell him where she ’s been , 
And of meadows gold and green 
While she pets 
And blarneys him a-brim 
When she says she thought of him 
As she spilt the blue and dim 
Bog- violets 1 


“ The proceeds of the f^te will be devoted to 
paying ofE the debt on the new church boiler, 
the old one having exploded last November, 

just before the visit of the Bishop of 

Local Fa;pei\ 

From the order of these two events we 
gather that no reflection is cast upon 
the prelate. 
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A LITTLE IHFORMATION FOR “THE 
ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA.’’ 

To the Editor of ^^FuncliT 
Sib, — Yesterday onr EncyclopcQdia 
Britannica arrived, and I looked np 
the article Newspapers. For the pur- 
pose of this article,” I read, ‘‘the term 
newspapers comprises daily or weekly 
publications mainly concerned with 
the reporting, illustrating and com- 
menting npon current events . (For mag- 
azines and the like see Periodicals.)” 

Well, Sir, I did not think 
that yonr august activities 
would be treated under the 
rather contemptuous head of 
“Magazines andthelike,”so 
I read on. There are about 
twenty-eight pages devoted 
to “daily or weekly pub- 
lications mainly concerned 
with the reporting, illustra- 
ting and commenting upon 
current events”; and you 
will be surprised to hear 
that Fundi is not included 
among them. The history 
of every daily is .given, 
down to the humblest ; the 
Sunday newspapers have a 
section to themselves ; and 
in the generous accounts of 
the foreign Press I find that 
weeklies so little dignified 
as La Vie Farisienns are not 
forgotten. 

But (leaving you out, Sir, 
for I know that you detest 
any reference to your own 
merits) will you believe me 
w^hen I tell you that there 
is no mention under The 
London Press of our other 
distinguished w'eekly com- 
mentators, The Spectator, 

The Saturday Beview, Truth, 

The Nation ? I turned then 
to Periodicals. In this 
article there is no mention 
of The Saturday Bevieiu, The 
New Statesman, Truth, The 
Nation, the modern Spec- 
tator or yourself. 

I looked up Ee VIEW’S. There is no 
article about Eeviews. 

I then began to browse about in the 
Index Volume, for it occurred to me 
that when my children come to read this 
work they will form a very erroneous 
estimate of Press-values in the present 
decade. 

I looked up Saturday Bevieto (Eng. 
period,); 19-882b, I dug out 19-882b, 
but the only paper mentioned in 19-882b 
(ah; article on Lord Salisbury) is the 
Quarterly Beview of 1867. 

I looked up Truth, Tniih does not 
even crawl into the Index. Nor does 


The Neto Statesman. Nor does The 
Nation. Nor in effect does the present- 
day Spectator'. 

You, Sir, are more fortunate. I found 
with some excitement in the Index the 
entry Ptwic/i (Eng. Mag.) ; and, delighted 
to have discovered your proper category 
at last, I turned to the heading Maga- 
zines; and I read — Magazines (see 
Periodicals). Obediently I saw Peri- 
odicals again, but with no better 
result than before. 

However, with research and patience. 
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murmuring your name has done a re- 
markable thing. You are mentioned in 
the article Cartoon, though this begins 
with a section headed “ United States ” 
and is mainly concerned with Fuch and 
other American organs. Nevertheless, 
by comparison with the other import- 
ant journals I have named, the refer- 
ences to yourself, though sporadic and 
incidental, are lavish. 

You will be the more surprised that 
the subject of British journalism should 
be incompletely presented in this w’^ork 
wrhen I tell you that the 
Editor-in-Chief is that illus- 
trious journalist, Mr. J. L. 
Garvin, who is modestly 
described in it as “pre- 
eminent as a writing editor, 
brilliant and independent. 



Absent-minded V^car {receiving large vegetable-marrow for decora- 
tion of the font at Harvest Festival). “Is it a little boy or girl ? ” 


wandering from volume to volume, the 
student of the. future will arrive at 
the conclusion that there was about 
this time a publication called Punch, 
though (unless I have missed it) he 
wdll nowhere find such an account of 
its ancient history as is given to 
some of the, by comparison, infantile 
dailies and to all the unlawful Sunday 
papers. You are mentioned kindly under 
Caricature, but not under Humour, 
and, though this may please your 
modesty, you will admit that an Ency- 
clopcedia Britannica which discusses 
Humour for two or three pages without 


He is a recognised author- 
ity on foreign affairs and 
has exercised an influence 
on world politics for many 
years.” Mr. Garvin is edi- 
tor of The Observer, a weekly 
paper which, I generously 
admit, has made a name for 
itself, so he cannot be sus- 
pected of a prejudice against 
weekly publications as such ; 
indeed, The Observer itself 
is described in glowing 
terms at the head of the 
Sunday sheets. 

No, it must be that in 
the Editor-in-Chjef’s opin- 
ion a weekly paper, to be 
important, must be pub- 
lished on the Lord’s Hay. 
The day sanctifies the deed, 
I suppose. And, Sir, the 
purpose of this letter is to 
correct that opinion. The 
five weeklies I have named 
(and they do not exhaust 
the lht)—The Spectator, The 
Saturday Bevieio, The New 
Statesman, The Eation and 
T'iuth — are, you will agree, 
among the most valuable 
of our publications. For 
one thing they are read, and 
read by most of their readers 
from cover to cover, which is more than 
can be said of many of our admirable 
dailies. For another, they are read by 
the best educated of the citizens; and 
they are bought by them for the reading 
matter they contain and not for in- 
surance against railway accidents, for 
beauty competitions or the backing of 
racehorses. The place they hold in the 
national life is well illustrated by the 
place they occupy in the home. The 
weeklies lie in state on the drawing- 
room table ; the dailies light the kitchen 
fire. I wish to say nothing. Sir, to dis- 
courage the many excellent men who are 





engaged on the production of the many 
delicious dailies, but the superiority of 
the weeklies is necessary and obvious. 
The dailies gorge the people with mis-’ 
cellaneous news; the weeklies act as 
digestive organs, expelling what is un- 
desirable, absorbing what is good and 
enriching the good with the juices of 
commentary which they secrete. The 
dailies are, as it were, swamps of news ; 
the weeklies, channels. The dailies in- 
flame ; the weeklies instruct. Moreover, 
the weeklies are independent and free. 

There is much more to be said about 
them, Sir, with which I will not weary 
you now ; but I am a little surprised 
that The Ency. Brit, purporting to give 
a compendious account of the British 
Press, should have not only failed to 
assign to .the weeklies their due place 
in that grand scheme, but for the most 
part ignored their existence. Is it too 
late, I wonder, to ask for The Ency, Brit 
to be withdrawn and corrected ? You 
see, Sir, this affair casts a shade of 
doubt on the-whole Encyclopcedia, One 
asks oneself : Can anything be right 
in it ? A. P. H. 


DUCKLINGTON. 

‘‘ To Ducklington,” the signpost read ; 
And “ That ’s^the way for me,” I said. 
For that (I thought) must surely be 
A pleasant kind of place to see. 

Where downy'and delightful things 
With yellow feet and cherubs* wings 
And busy bills and bobbing heads 
Will dip and dive in osier-beds, 

Or dabble by the brooklet edge 
And hunt for tadpoles in the sedge, 

Or, heedless of the careful clucks 
Of such poor hens as mother ducks, 
Put out, true infant Drakes, to sea 
On the broad pond’s immensity. 

Alas, the dream ! The year was old, 
The rickyards brimmed with Autumn’s 
gold, 

Low bowed the weighted fruit-trees 
down, 

The green was parched and bare and 
brown. 

And ulL the ducks that quacked beside 
The pond that drought had all but dried 
Were old and sober, staid and sage, 
Forgetful in their riper age 


That they, in some sweet April gone, 
Were ducklings once at Ducklington. 

But time will come and time will go, : 
And this year’s follow last year’s snow, 
And Spring come back tb Windrush side 
With swallow-flight and mating tide, . 
With fleeting sun and flying shower, 
The colt’s-foot and the cuckoo flower, 
With bloom in spate on orchard trees 
And faint frail scent of primroses, 

And running brooks and ponds abrim 
Where downy broods shall dive and 
swim 

As broods like them, since Time began 
And grass grew green and water ran, 
From year to year have surely done 
At duckling time in Ducklington. 

— 0. F. S. 

A Record Handful. 

“The bride, dispensing with flowers, will I 
hold a red leather Prayer Book as well as all 
the bridesmaids. ’ DaiZ^/ Pajyer. 

“ The continual anticyclone is expected to 
continue. ’ ’ — Forecast m Dai I y Paj)ct\ 

But how long will it continue continuing 
continual ? 
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THE ECONOMICS OF MOTORING. 

(id brilliant Article on one of the most 
imj^ortant industrial ^problems of the 
day.) 

On what income may a man be 
expected to keep a motor-car? How 
often will such a man buy a new one ? 
Nearly every kind of motor-car is so 
constructed that it will last for three 
or four years before the wheels stick 
and refuse to go round. It is said that 
there are a million potential motorists 
in England, and nine hundred thousand 
registered owmers. Is there a point at 
which saturation in the motoring trade 
will be reached? (Saturation point, it 
should be explained in this connection, 
means the point at which the output 
of motor-cars will have to be greatly 
reduced. It does not mean the thing 
that squirts a lot of petrol and stuff all 
over your hands. That is the jet.) 

I have been asked to give my opinion 
as an expert on this important problem, 
and I say without hesitation that I do 
not foresee any saturation point in the 
motor trade. Let me take a few typical 
eases to explain what I mean. 

Imagine a man with an income of 
five thousand pounds buys a new 
motor-car every year costing roughly 
two thousand five hundred pounds and 
gives the old one to his valet. Let us 
call this man A. The annual budget of 
this motorist called A will work out 


more or less as follows : — 

Cost of car 

£2,500 

Chauffeur 

250 

Tax oil car 

00 

Petrol 

140 

Oil, repairs, etc 

Cocktails . . 

100 

200 

Cigarettes 

50 

Lunch, dinner, theatres .... 

250 

Income-tax and sur-tax .... 

1.200 

Rent, clothes, EncyclopcecUa Brit- 
annica, etc 

250 

Total 

£5,000 


Gan such a man afford to buy another 
car ? Our first; answer will be “ No.” 
But in point of fact he may easily do so. 

Let us suppose that he requires a 
small run-about car or a sports model 
in addition to the large limousine. It 
must be remembered that— 

(1) He need not buy another chauf- 
feur. 

(2) He can drink fewer cocktails. 

(3) On the occasions when he uses 

the smallcar he will be charged 
less for lunch. 

(4) He will have less time for reading. 
Now take a typical case of a man 

with four hundred pounds a year who 
buys a new car, on an average, every 
^ fotur years. Suppose this man to be 
* B. Im any given year such a man 
liay seem to buy only a quarter of 
mdtor-car, so that it would be 


a waste of lime for the agent or 
demonstrator at Olympia to explain 
to this man B the whole car (including 
the flower- vase and differential). But 
this again is had reasoning. The annual 
budget of such man will be : — 

Cost of car (spread over lour 


years) £75 0 0 

Tax on car 15 0 0 

Petrol 70 0 0 

Running repairs, insurance, etc. 60 0 0 

Fines 10 0 0 

Sandwiches 10 0 0 

Opera or Cinema. . . . . 5 0 0 

Lubricating oil 5 0 0 

Subscription to Buffaloes . 2 10 0 

Beer and Tobacco 27 10 0 

Holidays 50 0 0 

Flag-days 2 0 0 

Bog-biscuits 5 0 

Stamps. ... . . . 30 

Radio licence 10 0 

Hair-waving, beard-trimming, 

etc 520 

Income-tax . 30 0 0 

Sundries 32 0 0 


Total £400 0 0 

Suppose now that B desires to pur- 
chase a new car every two years in- 
stead of every four. How will he set 
about this? What economies can he 
effect so that the curve of motor pro- 
duction in his case may be represented 
by the diagram — 

19^r'T928^29 
instead of 

In the first place he may cut out his 
sundries, give up, or, in technical lan- 
guage, ‘^put down,” his dog and write 
fewer letters to his friends. In the 
second place he can increase his actual 
turnover by rearing chickens, breeding 
vegetables, etc., and use his old car as | 
[a) a hen-coop ; or 
{b) a potting-shed. 

Furthermore the tubes of the old tyre 
can be sold to swimming instructors, 
and the outer case to golf-ball manu- 
facturers. The second horn, buffers, 
luggage-grid and ash-tray can be trans- 
ferred from the old car, thus effecting a 
still further economy, B thus advances 
from -25 of a motor-car buyer to *5 with- 
out having his salary raised. 

But over and above all this it should 
be remembered that incomes are not 
static, especially in a country where 
trade fluctuates and financial invest- 
ments are often perilous in the extreme. 

Thus A, who had an income of five 
thousand pounds and buys a two-thou- 
i sand- five- hundred -pound car at the 
beginning of 1929, may find his income 
reduced % the autumn to one thousand 
pounds. In this case, after giving away 
his expensive ear to his valet, he will 
probably buy a second small one. B. oh 


the other hand, may have had correct 
inside information about the Oesare- 
witch, so that he would immediately 
wish to exchange the 1929 model which 
he bought in 1928 for the 1930 model 
which he may now buy in 1929. 

What are we to say then of the man 
whose income is below four hundred 
pounds a year — a man who has been 
hitherto regarded as little better than a 
mere pedestrian ? Is it not possible that 
he also inay become the purchaser of a 
snia^l car 7 Undoubtedly it is. We 
shall call this man C. 

Let us suppose that C buys a car 
costing a hundred-and-twenty pounds. 
Let us suppose that he pays for it out- 
right. His year's budget may be : — 


Car £120 0 0 

Cost of petrol (obtained from 

aunt’s chauffeur) 0 0 0 

Tax, oil and running repairs 
(scrounged from brother-in- 

law) 000 

Cocktails (supplied by passen- 
gers) 000 

Food (ditto) 0 0 0 

Clothes, night-clubs, chocolates, 
tennis-racquets, subscriptions 
to charity balls, etc. . . . 130 0 0 


Total £250 0 0 


We have assumed throughout, it will 
be noticed, that A, B and 0 are men, 
and bachelors at that. A few trifling 
alterations will have to be made to fit 
the budget to the cases of — 

(1) Women owners. 

(2) Owners possessing also a family. 

There must be a more generous allow- 
ance in these cases for cosmetics, boots, 
furs, education, etc., as against lubri- 
cating-oil, alcohol and running repairs. 
We have also left out of account the 
special cases of cinema-actresses who 
cannot be seen in the same car twice ; 
of men with a hundred thousand pounds 
a year who prefer to ride in goat car- 
riages, and of motor bandits who obtain 
their cars for nothing at all. Nor have 
we space to set out in detail the budget 
of a man who buys a seven-hundred- 
and-fifty-pound motor-car with all that 
remains of his capital, uses it to live 
in, and feeds on baked hedgehogs, 
blackberries and nuts. But I think I 
have said enough to show that there is 
no predictable limit to the output of 
the motoring trade. Evob. 

A Re-union. 

How happy the fortune that brings 
A blending of cabbage and Kings I 
That 's why the Savoy is so proper a 
Domain for the Kings of Light Opera. 

After listening to some American 
talkies the other day, a correspondent 
writes to suggest that Mr, Eaimsay 
MacDonald should advocate a scheme 
for Nasal Disarmament. 
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‘ What did you think of the pla? last night, dear ? ” 

‘Oh, not bad; like the cuprate’s egg — excellent in parts. 
‘ Ah ! I *YE NOT SEEN TSE GXJMATE'S EGG ^ 


THE UNWRITTEN LAW. 

Games, like Constitutions, may be 
divided into those in which the laws 
are fixed and written and those in which 
they are flexible, or easy of amendment 
and unwritten. In the former category 
we may citelawn tennis, ludo, the Ameri- 
can Constitution, polo and Eussian pool ; 
and in the latter French cricket, blind- 
man's-buff, the British Parliament, old 
maid and rounders. 

As regards Constitutions the flexible 
and unwiitten variety is in many ways 
preferable. The reader is doubtless 


familiar with the'machinery that would 
be required to place a glass of beer on 
a legal footing in the U.S.A. The writer 
is not, but he understands that it would be 
a sticky business, that beer and the Con- 
stitution are badly mixed up together, 
and the matter could not be settled up 
overnight. In England, on the other 
hand, abiding comfort is to be derived 
from the reflection that Parliament it- 
self could at any moment be abolished 
by a bare Parliamentary majority. But 
in the matter of games — to which for 
the rest of this article I shall confine 
my observations — I think that those 


with written laws have the advantage. 
Let me compare shortly the heads of 
my two lists, lawn tennis and French 
cricket. 

The rules of lawn tennis are clear 
and concise. The argumentative player, 
so much in evidence in the other class 
of games, they at once put in his place, 
(See Eule 4: “The players shall stand 
on opposite sides of the net. . . But 
they do more. They provide for con- 
tingencies. “ If a match,'’ they say, “ is | 
postponed on account of rain or dark- 
ness coming on, or for any similar reason, 
and is continued on the subsequent day, 
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the match shall be continued from the example, that charming girl from the game has actually started — one may 
point at which it was discontinued on vicarage with the disarming shingle, who be keeping wicket oneself and the girl 
the previous day.” you feel instinctively at first sight would from the vicarage may be batting. She 

Now turn to the rules of French be an asset and encouragement to your may miss the ball three times in succes- 
cricket and what do we find ? This : side. But remember you do not know sion and have to run, in which case it be- 
that argument flows unchecked, and her name, and unless you are a brave comes the duty of the wicket-keeper to 
that for the last three evenings Very an’ s man you will be wise to abandon throw the ball at her and attempt to hit 


bed-bell has rung when I have been course (c) at the outset. her. But — ^mark me well — he may 

batting and she bowling, and that on There are further difficulties to be miss her ; he may hurl the ball with 
continuing the next evening in each encountered. Supposing you adopt Schneider-like velocity two clear feet 
case a fresh game has been started and course (b) andwithout hesitation choose wide of her into a thick holly-bush, and 
Veryan has demanded first knock. It your hostess, as I did at the Jones’s (for she may be presented with a rounder, 
is all most unsatisfactory. you must understand that young Jones Should this be so, she bats again; and 

, Bounders is a fine gamei [it’s just possible that the 


and of respectable antiquity, 
for is it not the parent of 
base-ball But it suflers, as 
does French cricket, from 
lack of codification. Come 
with me, if you will, to the 
game in Jones’s meadow last 
Saturday, and see if you do 
not agree. 

The main problem of the 
first hour or so was ‘‘ picking- 
up,” or dividing the party 
into sides. There were many 
opinions voiced as to how 
this should be done, or rather, 
firstly, as to who should do 
it, but there were three that 
by force, mainly of sound 
volume, prevailed over the 
rest. The first was that pick- 
ing-up was the indisputable 
privilege of the two youngest 
members of the party; the 
second that it was obviously, 
in the name of chivalry and 
good taste, the prerogative of 
ladies, and the third that the 
company, without causing 
offence, could hardly do other- 
wise than invite young Jones, 
who plays cricket for a club, 
and myself, who was wearing 
an Old Boroyian sash, to ac- 
cept the office. Finally the 
youngest members were 
adopted, bub the appoint- 
ments were of an honorary 
nature ; they lent their names, 
so to speak, to the posts, 


1 you must understand that young Jones I Should this be so, she bats again; and 

it’s just possible that the 

, ^ (by the way, I ’ve just been 

JSfahve (poxnHng to landslide), “You WANT TO BE CAREFUL informed of the name of the 
WHAT YOU ’RE DOING THERE, SURR. WE ’VE ’AD SOIME TERRIBLE j i vicarat^fi* it is 

LANDSCAPES DOWN ’ERE THIS YEAR.” ^ne VlCaiRge, It IS 

— — .... Miss Bembridge) “if, as 


but the powers behind the thrones were and I were virtually the leaders of our is probable, the players are not then 

the club cricketer and the O.B. sash. sides, the honorary captains being arranged into two equal sides ” 

But choosing the pickers-up is simple scrupulously honorary throughout the Bother it I there’s Veryan shouting 
conapared with picking-up itself. In game) — supposing, I say, you choose for me to bowl to her at French cricket, 
this process three methods may be em- your hostess, can you rely on your and last evening when we knocked 
ployed. One may choose one’s, side (a) opponent to adopt a similarly honour- off I was forty not out and going 
conscientiously with a view to its pro- able course and choose, say. Aunt strong. 

ficiency at the game in question; or (b) Lilian, the hostess’s sister ? The answer The sooner these games are brought 
tactfully : e,g., choosing one’s hostess is “ No, you cannot. He will very into line with the American Oonstitu- 
first ; subsequent choices, I may men- likely lack all decent feeling and at once tion the better. G. B. 

tion, are conferred with increasing em- enlist the services of the girl from the ... . . 

barrassment, and the last choice of all vicarage.” Young Jones did. i xt. xx* i x xi 

orW/olW. Mini™, IhJ methods ol m- 

mg one s own inclination, choosing, for taliation, but, unless delicately handled, minous yellow umbrella and cigarette in corner 
•Aii&rtB^BbQulqlonly be readon this Bide are likely to miscarry. Later on, oi moMth.."— Daily Paper. 

1 for instance — much later on when the You sure said a mouthful. 
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Visitor, “I HEAR YOUR DAUGHTER’S VERY CLEVER.” 

Mother. Brilliant, my dear ! She speaks so wonderfully disparagingly of all subjects and people, except 

THOSE that are SO OBSCURE THAT NOBODY ELSE KNOWS OF THEIR EXISTENCE.” 


LYRA LUNATICA. 

A Semi-lucid Interval. 

Eansomed, after deep immersion, 
From the sombre Street of Ink 
By the unforeseen dispersion 
Of a long-lost uncle’s chink, 
Though the balance at my banker’s 
Justifies inaction, still 
My undaunted spirit hankers 
For the practice of the quill. 

Not to ape the unrelenting 
Votaries of verse reform, 

Never wearied of inventing’ 
Deviations from the norm ; 
Haunted, while in stealth inhaling 
Odours of the Fleurs du Mai, 

By the constant dread of failing 
To appear unusual ; 

Not to imitate the stutter 
Of th’ explosive Gertrude Stein ; 
Not that I would snort or splutter 
Like the fretful porcupine ; 

Or provoke their execrations 
By endeavouring to compete 
With the cosmic ululations 
Of the Bloomsbury Hite ; 

Not for me the mystic coma 
Of the high-brows who exult 


In the stercorous aroma 
They distil from the occult ; 

Not for me the stark Stymphalian 
Labour shouldered with suc- 
cess 

By the great sesquipedalian 
Pontiff of the Sunday Press ; 

Bather let me blandly welter 
In a lab^^inth of rhymes, 

Seeking psychiatric shelter 
In forgotten paradigms, 

With my feet upon the fender, 

As, without a thought of sex, 

I recall your dubious gender, 

Artifex and opifex. 

Dear to some is contraband rum 
In their private cellars stored; 
Dear to Aztecs their Panjan- 
drum 

Whom they formerly adored, 
Terrible Tezcatlipoca— 

Dearer still, O sumptuous Three, 

BXfflO-KO), efxoKov, 

Are your sacred forms to me ! 

Place me somewhere west of Eal- 
ing, 

Preferably in a zone 
Where the syncopated squealing 
Of the “ saxo ” is unknown : 


Far from actresses who, yearning 
To achieve their highest aims, 
Seem incapable of learning 
How to spell their Chi'istian 
names ! 

There untroubled by the capers 
Of the bathing-girl who wins 
Prizes in the picture-papers 
By her devastating grins ; 
Hidden from the gossipmonger 
Always ready, day and night, 

To assuage the masses’ hunger 
For unending blatherskite — 

Thei e I ’d watch the helicopter, 
Monarch of the skyey flock, 
Correlating post and propter 
In their reference to hoc ; 

There I ’d croon exotic shanties, 

In the Mixo-Lydian style, 

To the muscce voliiantes 
That my solitude beguile. 

There, oh, there let me, d.isjoining 
Sound from any sort of sense, 
Bescued from the need of coining 
Phrases into linear pence — 
There, amid the bracken broodin;:*, 
Let me in seslusion lie 
Imperturbably exuding 

Doggerel of the deepest dye. 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

Isaac Brick. 

Once when Isaac Brick was going 
for a country walk he heard the most 
awful shrieks coming from a cottage. 
So he hurried on to see what it was all 
about, because he liked to be in every- 
thing that was going on, and just as he 
came up to the cottage a woman rushed 
out of it all covered with blood, and 
there was a man behind her with a 
knife in his hand which was covered 
with blood too, but he was quite a small 
man so Isaac Brick hit him on the head 
with bis walking-stick and he fell down 
in the mud and lay there with- 
out speaking. 

Well directly that had hap- 
pened the woman turned round 
and said to him oh you wicked 
man you are a murderer, and 
she took hold of him and nearly 
choked him, because she was 
quite as big as he was and very 
strong, and just then a police- 
man happened to come up so 
she gave Isaac Brick in charge 
for murdering her husband. 

Well her husband wasn't 
really murdered but the p dice- 
man thought he was, so he got 
out his note-book and said he 
should like to take a few’ notes 
about it, but he wouldn’t let 
Isaac Brick say anything be- 
cause he said it wasn’t allowed 
as he had- taken him in charge, 
and then he said to the woman 
well I shall take him off to 
prison and if you like I will 
send you an undertaker as we 
shall be passing one, and when 
he has buried your husband 
and you have bought yourself 
some mourning you can come 
and give evidence at the trial, 
the judge will want to know 
how it happened, and I should 
think it will all be very interesting as 
we haven’t had a murder here for quite 
a long time, 

W^ell just then the man came to, and 
the policeman was rather annoyed at 
that because it would spoil the trial, 
^but he said to Isaac Brick well anyhow 
you hit him on the head with your 
walking-stick and you can’t go on like 
that, so you must come to prison all 
the same. 

^ Well by this time Isaac Brick was a 
little less surprised than he had been 
and he said to the policeman I heard 
this woman shrieking and she rushed 
out all covered with blood and the man 
^ rushed cut after her with that knife all 
'Covered with blood too, you can see it 
for yourself, so I give him in charge for 
trying to murder her. 


And the woman said oh what a 
wicked story, I think you are the 
wickedest man in the world ; we were 
only killing our pig* and I was just going 
to the well for some water to wash up 
with when you came and interfered, h 
am sure I should be ashamed to be so 
officious. 

Well the policeman had got rather 
muddled by this time, and he said to 
Isaac Brick do you give this woman in 
charge too? And he said yes I do, she 
has spoilt my collar, you can see the 
blood on it. So the policeman said oh 
well then you must all come to prison, 
and there can be three trials, but you 


“Well just then the man came to.” 

had better wash the blood off you first, 
because it is a good long way, nearly 
five miles to walk, and you won’t want 
to look more untidy than you can help. 

So they all went into the cottage 
while the policeman sat down outside 
and made some more notes. And 
Isaac Brick said to the woman well 
there is no reason why we shouldn’t 
be friends, I am sorry 1 thought it was 
a lady shrieking when it was only a 
pig, but it sounded very much the same, 
how much do you ask for your bacon 
when you kill a pig? because! am think- 
ing of buying ' some and I could quite 
well afford to buy a whole pig if I 
wanted to. 

Well the woman was pleased at being 
called a lady which she wasn’t really, 
and the man’s head was so hard that he 


didn’t much mind being hit on it, and he 
wanted to sell his bacon at a good price, 
so they agreed about that and Isaac 
Brick bought the whole pig and ar- 
ranged with the man to bring it to his 
house after he had cut it up, and he 
asked the woman to come too and look 
at his garden, and he said he would give 
her some montbretias to put in her own 
garden if she liked. 

Well it took some time to arrange all 
this and to wash off the blood, because 
they had to boil some water for that on 
the spirit stove, and the policeman was 
j getting rather impatient, so he came 
1 into the cottage and said to them now 
^ look here you can’t take all 
day over this, it is getting near 
dinner time and my wife will 
wonder what has become of 
me, I shall just have time to 
take you to prison before I go 
home if we start now. 

And Isaac Brick said we are 
just ready, what are you going 
to have for dinner? and the 
policeman said well it is a beef- 
steak and kidney pudding. 

And Isaac Brick said well 
that is a funny thing because 
I was going to have one too, 
I expect there will be enough 
for all four of us because my 
two servants can easily have 
some cold tongue just for once, 
it won’t do them any harm and 
everybody says I feed them 
too well but I like doing that, 
so why shouldn’t we all go and 
have dinner at my house before 
going to prison? it is on the 
way. and we shall feel more 
comfortable after it. 

And the policeman said well 
could we have some beer as 
well? because I am used to 
that with my dinner. And 
Isaac Brick said oh yes, I have 
got a whole barrel of it and you 
can all have as much as you like as long 
as you don’t get drunk on it, but I sup- 
pose you Jinow when to stop. 

So the -policeman said oh very well, 
and 'they went to Isaac Brick’s house, 
and his housekeeper was in a good 
temper so she didn’t mind about the cold 
tongue just for once, especially as she 
was pleased about the pig and Isaac 
Brick said she could have its trotters for 
herself because she liked pig’s trotters 
almost better than anything else. 

So they all had a very nice dinner, 
and after it the policeman said he didn’t 
care about going round the garden and 
would rather have a little nap. So Isaac 
Brick left him in the drawing-room, 
because he knew it would be quite safe 
and he wouldn’t take anything as he 
was a policeman, and he showed the 
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others his garden and he gave the 
woman a large vegetable marrow and a 
basket of gooseberries because she said 
she would rather have those than the 
montbretias, and then the man said well 
I think it is time we were getting home, 
I have got all that pig to cut up, and I 
can’t stop here talking any longer. 

Well he had had a good many glasses 
of beer and had forgotten all about 
going to prison, and when Isaac Brick 
reminded him of it he said oh well you 
must arrange about that, you were the 
first one to be given in charge, and if 
the policeman makes a fuss about it 
you can tell him that we don’t press it. 
And the woman said we have had quite 
a good dinner except that the suet was 
a little watery, so we will let bygones 
be bygones. 

So they went away and when the 
policeman 'woke up he was rather an- 
noyed about it and he said to Isaac 
Brick it is all very well but what will 
the judge say if he hears about it ? 

And Isaac Brick said what is the 
name of the judge ? And when he told 
him he said oh that will be all right, 


I once met him at a Mower Show, and 
if he knew that you had taken me to 
prison he w'ouldn’t like it at all, if I 
w^ere you I should go home now and 
say no more about it. 

Well the policeman thought that 
perhaps that was the best thing to 
do, especially as Isaac Brick promised 
to give him one of the pig’s cheeks 
when it had been cub up, and he said I 
shouldn’t have said no more about it it 
it had been a real murder, I think I 
should like another glass of beer before 
I go home. 

’ So that was the end of it, and Isaac 
Brick said to himself well it hasn’t been 
so bad, but I must be careful not to be 
so interfering another time and now I 
can have a good go in at my stamp 
collection until tea is ready. A. M. 


“ Cabeless Pedestbians. 

‘ Despite the awful figures and the rapidly 
inereasipg number of street fatalities, pedes- 
trians do not seem to get any more careful,’ 
said Mr. Oddie, the Westminster Coroner.*’ 

Scots Paper. 

As pedestrians, we find this reference to 
our figures in the worst possible taste. 


THE HOMELY WAY. 

[Hoiisewoi'k is recommoiided as an infal- 
lible means of keeping slim.] 

Phyllis, I know you long have felt 
(Since that ’s the Mode’s decree) 
Eesolved upon becoming svelte 
W'hate’er the cost may be. 

Know therefore that the house 
supplies 

For your immediate use 
The very finest exercise 
To help you to reduce. 

Try it and you will joy to think, 
Grown fashionably slim, 

ITow strict attendance at the sink 
Has pub you in the swim. 


Staggering Statistics. 

“Mobi3 Eats. 

The 3iledical Officer reported that for the 
past month the Eegistrar’s returns gave three 
births and one death. -The general health of 
the district continued good. In view of the 

approaching ‘Eat ^Yeek,’ Dr. suggested 

that the authorities empowered to deal with 
the increased menace of rats be stimulated 
into action at that period.”— IfirZZtmcZ Paper. 







Mother [to excited child who has just paid her first visit to tJie Zoo), “And what did you think the elephants looked like?” 
Child. “OhI MuiiOiy — ezactly like elephants,” 


MAKING CONTACT WITH GREATNESS. | 

The Evening Standard recently pub- 
lishedan account of a ** correspondent’s ” 
telephonic conversation with the giant 
airship itlOl. 

Apparently this “ correspondent ’’ 
called up the Cardington aerodrome, 
asked for an extension, said Hullo ! is 
that ElOl ? ” received from the lips of 
the First Officer the information ‘‘BlOl 
speaking/’ complimented all concerned 
on the ease with which the ship had 
been handled, was assured in reply that 
all were happy and comfortable and that 
the ship was riding beautifully at the 
mast. The conversation then ended. 

It all seemed delightfully easy, and I 
only wished it had occurred to me to 
make contact with the ElOl and ask a 
few questions. 

It was while I was reflecting on this 
oversight that I found myself standing 
at a point near the corner of Bartholo- 
mew Lane and Throgmorton Street and, 
chancing to raise my eyes in the direc- 
of the Bank of England, I perceived an 
unfamiliar tower complete with dome. 

curious edifice, I realised, was 
part of the new Bank buildings and, re- 
m^berhag'to have read in the previous 


night’s paper that the City was “in- 
trigued,” nay indeed “ mystified,” by the 
appearance of this “ Biddle of the Bank ” 
(as it was termed), it struck me that I 
might be performing some slight service 
to my fellow-Londoners by ascertaining 
the reason for its erection. 

I therefore decided to make contact 
with the Bank. 

My course of action was as follows. 
It was all perfectly simple and straight- 
forward. 

I spoke from a post-office. I called 
the Bank and asked for an extension to 
the Governor. 

“Hullo I is that the Governor?” I 
said, 

“ Arrr,” came the reply. 

I assumed that it was the voice of 
Mr. Norman, the Governor of the Bank 
of England. 

I complimented him on his Bank, 
dwelt briefly upon the Bank Bate, made 
a passing reference to the old church 
garden still preserved within the Bank 
premises, coipmented upon the old outer 
wall built as a protection at the time 
of the Gordon riots, and in this way 
gradually approached the object of my 
call — the elucidation of the tower and 
dome mystery. I put the matter very 


simply to the Governor. I said, “ Oh, 
by the way, touching the question of 
this new tower and dome that you ’ve 
been putting up. Now, what ’s it all 
about, eh ? ” 

The Governor maintained a discreet 
silence, from which I gathered that he 
did not wish the mystery to be -at 
present divulged. I was then rung off. 
You see anyone can do it. Woon. 

THE PROPHET ABROAD. 

Some politicians who in vain at home 
Are seeking laurels ought to cross the 
foam, 

For as they sailed, let precedent remind 
them, 

They ’d have the country solidly behind 
them. W. K. H. 

“Dog Shabes Dispute.” 

Headline in Evening Paper, 
We have often noticed that it takes two 
to make a dog-fight. 

“ We went ashore in a smart motor launch 
with a Lascar in red cap and bare, black feet 
at either end.” — Scots Paper, 

Not to be confused with the Blaokfeet 
Indians of Algonquin stock in Alberta, 
who are only bipeds. 










THE CUB IS EATHEE OF THE LION. 

British Lion. “HE’S— ‘FOLLOWING IN FATHEE’S FOOTSTEPS, 

COPYING THE DEAE OLD DAD.”’ 

Australian Cub. “ COPYING, INDEED ! I THOUGHT OF IT FIEST.” 
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ONE OF THE BRIGHT OLD THINGS. 

An old man sat in the doorway of a 
neat little cottage. His silvery beard 
was well kept ; his clear grey eyes were 
the picture of rustic candour. Never, 
I thought, had I seen a more attractive 
picture of honourable o^d age. I gladly 
accepted his invitation to sit beside 
him on the bench and while away some 
moments. 

In due course I asked him how old 
he might be. 

‘‘I’m a good age, master,” he replied | 
— a good age. More than a hundred 
anyway.” 

“ I can well believe it,” I said. “And 
no doubt you can recall a good many 
interesting events that took place in 
the days of your youth ? ” 

“ Any amount of them,” replied the 
ancient with a chuckle ; “ my memory 
is as good as ever it was.” 

“ Would it tire you to tell me one or 
two incidents ? ” I asked. 

“Not at all,” was the ready response. 
“Eor instance, I remember the big 
Chartist meeting on Kennington Com- 
mon when I was a lad, and a nice mob 
they was 1 That was just after some 
riots in Paris, when the people burnt a 
palace or something.” 

“ The Tuileries ? ” I prompted. 

“Very likely. Things weren’t so 
quiet then as they are nowadays,” the 
patriarch continued; “there was al- 
ways something going on when I w^'as 
young.” 

“ Are you married ? ” I asked. 

“ I was,” he answered ; “ I was mar- 
ried at Gretna Green. I took my missus 
there in a pochay. There was no rail- 
ways in those days, you understand. 
I ’m a widower now,” he added, 

“ That ’s hardly to be wondered at,” 

‘ I remarked, eyeing my venerable friend 
narrowly. 

“We came back in a railway- train, 
though,” continued the old gentleman. 
“ I remember, because the engine was 
called the ‘Eocket,' and the driver wore 
a top-hat.” 

“But look here,” I interrupted; “you 
said j ust now there were no railways — ” 

“ And another funny thing I remem- 
ber is my wufe’s brother hanging himself 
in his Sunday clothes.” 

“ What did he do that for ? ” I asked. 

“ Gas-stoves weren’t invented in those 
days, and he ’d lost all his money in 
the South Sea Bubble. I told him he 
would. I put mine in the Bank of Eng- 
land. It was a new concern then, but 
I thought it looked safer.” 

“What else do you remember ? ” I 
asked with gathering suspicion. 

The patriarch considered a moment, 
j “ Weil, I had my watch stolen at Lord 
I Nelson’s funeral, and I sprained my 


ankle skating on the river at London 
Bridge. It ’s a wonder the ice didn’t 
give way with all those crowds of people 
on it.” 

“That might have been awkward,” I 
remarked, now thoroughly roused ; “ but 
I expect you were a good swimmer. 
Didn’t you learn during the Elood ? ” 

“Not a stroke,” said the old scoun- 
drel simply. “Hawking in Lambeth 
Marshes was my hobby, except when 
I went sailing on the Fleet Eiver.” 

I rose from my seat. “ Thanks very 
much,” I said ; “ I should have liked to 
hear more of your experiences — what 
you saw, for instance, at the opening of 


Stonehenge — ^but I have to catch my 
train. Which way is the station ? ” 

The old gentleman pointed down the 
road. “ First turning on the right,” ho 
said, “ if you must be going. But don’t 
get talking to old George Gammon on 
the way.” 

“And why shouldn’t I talk to old 
George Gammon ? ” I inquired. 

“ Because he ’s such an old liar,” re- 
plied the veteran ; “ and at his time of 
life he ought to know better.” 

I glanced back as I reached the 
corner. The centenarian was still at 
the cottage door, looking as honest as 
ever. 
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FAREWELL TO A LADY. 

{So7tg.) 

I ’ll send thee no more roses, Eve, 
Nor lilies gold and white, 

Bnt these with my true love receive 
And wear for me to-night. 

So may they by thy touch be blessed, 
And when we two must part 

I ’ll pluck one blossom fi*om thy breast 
Ani keep it next my heart. 

For thou art still my dainty dove 
And hast not any peer, 

But I ’ll send no more roses, love, 
Because they are too dear. 

And oh 1 the daisy on the sward, 

The primrose by the lea, 

The simple blooms I can afford 
Were never made for thee. 

For thee the orchid paints his crest, 
For thee the eagles fly ; 

Thou wilt be clad in Nature’s best 
Or know the reason why. 

So I ’ll forget thee, if I can, 

And thou shalt have thy bliss, 

For thou wilt find a dearer man 
And I a cheaper Miss. 

I ’ll send thee no more roses. Eve, 
Nor lilies gold and white, 

But these with my true love receive 
And wear for me to-night, A. P. H. 


THE HAPPY ROAD-MENDER. 

At this time of the year I envy the 
road-mender. His lot is happier than 
mine. His summer holidays have cost 
him nothing. It is a happy care-free 
existence. 

And what does he do for a living? 
Just what any healthy child does at 
the seaside. He just digs a hole and 
jumps into it. If we want to do that 
we have to travel many expensive miles 
to an expensive seaside resort. Four 
guineas per head and extra for the cruet, 
and even then we are not allowed to dig 
where we like. 

The road-mender digs wherever he 
feete the calLto dig. Even in Piccadilly. 
If he fancies a little excavation in the 
Strand, why not ? The Strand comes 
up, and he doesn’t stand any nonsense 
from the magnates, learned counsel or 
newspaper men who wish to pass down 
the Strand. They must squeeze by his 
little camp or go round by the Embank- 
ment. 

Of course a man with a nice trade like 
this at his finger-tips wouldn’t waste 
good money in going to the seaside. 

‘^Alfred,” his wife would say, “you 
need a change. You’re looking run 
down. Don’t you think you ought to 

away for a bit ? ” 

“ Come to think of it,” Alfred would 


admit, “ I ’m a bit under the weather. 
A thorough change might do me good. 
But where should I go? ” 

“ Go out West, Alfred. Try Picca- 
dilly,” 

“ Too quiet and refaned,” Alfred will 
decide. “ Besides, I bin there last year. 
I want a bit of life.” 

“What about ’Olborn? There’s 
always something going off in ’Olborn.” 

“ There ’s too much going off there. 
And going up too. Tell you wha^ I ’ll 
try the Strand.” 

“ That ’s right, Alfred. I ’ll go and 
pack your red pocket-handkerchief this 
minute.” 





WHEN JOSH DELVED. 

[Colonel JosiAH Wedgwood, M.P., one of 
the Committee appointed to produce an official 
account of the membership of past Parlia- 
ments, stated at University College that the 
personal records recently unearthed throw a 
new light on Parliamentary history.] 


So the next morniog he carries his 
red pocket-handkerchief up to the 
Strand, selects a nice little bit of road- 
way and begins to swing his pick. And 
a crowd of typists, clerks, newspaper- 
men and barristers gather round and 
envy him. They ’ ve been rushing up and 
down the Strand for years, but never 
once thought of digging it up. 

In a short time he has dug a nice deep 
hole. He roofs this over with planks 
so that he has a comfortable dug-out 
whenever he wants to hide. By this 
time his hut has come along — ^his little 
house which travels with him wher- 
ever he decides to dig. A comfortable 
well-designed house with no frills and 
no mortgage on it. If he wants a 


south aspect, be just swings it round 
to face south. If he wants central 
heating he just lights his brazier. 

But it is now time for his mid-day 
meal. A kipper or two and half-a- 
dozen links of sausages are sizzling 
appetisingly over the fire. Vegetari- 
ans on their way to bun-shops stop to 
sniff. 

He sits down (this would cost him 
twopence at the seaside), and those 
who are rude enough to watch a 
gentleman eat will see him carve lumps 
of bread with his clasp-knife. Bread 
and fried sausage will be dexterously 
conveyed to his mouth by the same 
knife, and he will wash down his meal 
with a draught of something out of a 
bottle which may or may not contain 
cold tea. 

He has achieved the nearly impos- 
sible. He has cooked a meal with his 
own bands over his own camp-fire and 
eaten it under the open sky. Nobody 
has demanded a parking fee from him. 
No policeman has moved him on. He 
hasn’t been warned that he is trespass- 
ing, obstructing the trafiic, frightening 
the game or loitering with intent. An 
ordinary man can’t get away with this 
even in the heart of Dartmoor. 

In fact, the whole population likes to 
see him enjoying himself. The poor 
millionaire Irom Texas or Iowa envies 
him. He daren’t use a clasp-knife. 
He ’s got to get all hot and bothered 
over a dozen assorted knives and forks. 

This dress-reform business doesn’t I 
disturb him. He has never suffered 
the tyranny of the collar. He is 
Nature’s gentleman and can dress as 
he pleases. 

By -and -by the night falls like a 
curtain; his little encampment is lit 
by entrancing red lamps; his brazier 
crackles and glows. In the recesses of 
his hut he smokes his shag and sighs 
over a day well spent. 

A few friends look in to pass the time 
of day, but no salesmen call with vacuum 
cleaners and nobody comes for the rates. 
If he were charged with rates in the 
City he ’d just shift to Westminster 
and camp out in a desirable trafiic block 
there. 

No wonder the road-mender is happy. 
It is a man’s life, a care-free open-air 
life. I wish it were mine. But with 
me there ’s always something to be done. 
No sooner do I sit down at my desk than 
people come to goad me to do things. 

What do you think they want me 
to do now ? They actually want me to 
mend the garden-path. 

What do they take me for ? Anavvy? 
r- - = W. E. R 

A Multiple Personality. 

“ Useful help seeks post as family in small 
house.” — Advt. in Kent Pajper, 




A ROUND WITH THE PRO. 

If any perfection 
Exists on this earth 

Immune from correction, 
Unmeet for our mirth, 

The despair of the scoffer. 

The doom of the wit, 

A professional golfer, 

I fancy, is it. 

No faults and no vices 
Are found in this man, 

He pulls not nor slices, 

It don’t seem he can ; 

Like an angel from heaven, 
With grief, not with blame, 

He points out the seven 
Worst faults in your game. 

‘‘You should hold your club 
this way,” 

He tells you, “not that."' 

You hold your club his way — 
It hurts you, my hat I 

Your hocks and your haunches, 
Your hands and your hips 

He assembles and launches 
On unforeseen trips. 

He says you should do it 
Like so and like so ; 

Your legs become suet, 

Your limbs are as dough. 

He tells you to notice 
The way his club wags; 

(But. how lovely his coat is, 
How^ large are his bags !) 


You mark his beginning. 

You watch how he eq.ds, 

You observe the ball spinning, 
How high it ascends 1 

To you the whole riddle 
Is just what he does 
When he gets to the middle 
And makes the brute buzz. 

He tells you the divot 
You took with your last 
Was all due to the pivot — 

Your comment is “Blast ! ” 

He tells you your shoulders 
Don’t sink as they should ; 
Your intellect moulders, 

Your brains are like wood. 

But he pulls his wrists through 
Eight under his hands, 

Sis whole body twists through. 
Tremendous he stands. 

He stands there and whops 
them 

Without any fuss ; 

He scoops not nor tops them 
Because he goes thtis. 

Obsequious batches 
Of dutiful spheres 
All day he despatches 
Through Time and the years. 

You copy his motions, 

You take it like this. 

You seize all his notions, 
i You strike — and you miss. 


You aim with persistence, 

With verve and with flair, 

You gaze at the distance — 

The orb is not there. 

The hands have been lifted, 

The head remains still, 

Your eyes have not shifted — 

No, nor has the pill. 

He points out the errors 
He told you before, 

To add to your terrors 
He points out two more, 

Till, your eyes growing glassy, 

Your face like a mule’s, 

You let out With your brassie ’ 
Eegardless of rules. 

And the ball goes careering 
- Far into the sky - 
And is seen disappearing 
Due south, over Eye. 

You stand staring wildly 
(It ’s now at Madrid) 

And the pro., remarks mildly, ' 
“ You see what you did ? 

You made every movement 
I ’ve tried to explain ; 

That shows great improvement, 
Now do it again.” Evoe. 

China Cracking Up. 

‘‘General Ghang Tsoh^iang has been in- 
formed by Nanking that the Central Govern- 
ment will place 100,000 cracked troops at the 
disposal of the IManchuiian authorities in the 
event of hostilities breaking out between. Eussia 
and ’China.” — Peking Pajoer. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Screen vejisus Literature. 

The hand of the film-producer is 
always rather heavy, but we never 
notice the weight so much as when he 
is dealing with one of our favourite 
books — as he too often is. It is true that 
it is usually the title of the book that 
most occupies his attention; but even 
i so his activities are almost certain to 
alienate whatever percentage of the 
audience has read it. The fact that 
there are in the world so few readers of 
books is his strength. 

Speaking as one of the most fervent 
admirers of Mr. Thornton Wilder’s 
subtle and romantic imagination, I 
must Confess that I was shocked to 



of passion and the old costumes of 
Peru and a tempestuous dancing-girl, 
especially when impersonated by Miss 



I Never mind about the story so long 
AS Cjmile (Miss Lily Dajviita) capers — ' 

[ learn that The Bridge of San Lius Bey, 

I that dehcate and profound blend of 
fantasy and spirituality, had caught 
the speakie’s eye and had been trans- 
lated into the terms of the screen.. For 
there are some things which one never 
I wants to see, which one wishes always 
: to retain as mental phantasmagoria 
: and high among these are the remote 
shadowy figures who combine to make 
Mr, Wilder’s very remarkable fable of 
destiny. To be fair I must add that I 
should have known the same feeling 
had I learnt that the book was to be 
turned into a play for the stage proper, 
so peculiarly is it the kind of insub- 
^ stantial fabric to w^hich substance ought 
j not to be given. 

Mine is, however, a minority view ; 
very few film fans have read Mr. Wil- 
and most film fans are delighted 
by South American scenery and shreds 



CASTIGATES JJmhB BlO (MR. ErnEST 
Torrence)— 

each with a beating heart; and the 
picturesque setting is there; the central 
catastrophe of the book is there — catas- 
trophe benignant or disastrous accord- 


ing to how much of Father Juni'per's 
sermon is heard. It is, as a matter of 
fact, there twice — at the beginning, in 
advance of its time, and at the end, in 
its due place ; and, oddly enough, as the 
chief spectacular incident, it is not very 
well done. The bridge is a flimsy nn- 
convincing structure, which, instead of 
being the pride of Lima and the symbol 
of Security, as described by Father 
Juniper, ought obviously to have fallen 
years before ; while the approach to it by 
the doomed five in their crazy vehicles is 
muddled. The photography as a whole 
suffers from a want of sympathy be- 
tween the size of the screen, which is 
small, and the proportions of the actors, 
which are large; but there are some 
beautiful moments, not least the wed- 
ding. 

The production is a novelty in that it 


CAJOLES the Viceroy (M. Mikhail 
Vavitch)— ■ 

Lily Damita. It is nothing to them 
where the story comes from or what 
liberties have been taken' with it; all 
they require is to be interested in the 
interplay of emotion against attractive 
backgrounds. This means, then, that 
most people will enjoy immensely the 
film version of The Bridge of San 
Luis Bey, for the characters are there, 



AND kicks MANOEL (DoN ALVAEADO) 
DOWNSTAIRS. 

is a talkie only in a strictly limited de- 
gree, That is to say, one character 
speaks, the rest comport themselves 
silently. The speaker is Father Juni- 
per the priest, who in the book is the 
explorer, explicator and apologist. Hav- 
ing heard his opening harangue, prepar- 
ing us for the drama, and his conclud- 
ing sermon, reconciling the ways of 
God to man, you have hut to recall 
Mr. Wilder’s patient nnfoldings to 
realise what a hopeless task it was for 
Mr. Charles Brabin, the producer, to 
get anything but the dry bones of this 
living body into the camera. He has 
made a good film, but it is not what it 
purports to be. 

Films, however, that are made from 
books which cannot possibly be repre- 
sented fairly have something in their 
favour. They can, at any rate, send the 
spectator to the book itself. E. V. L. 







- — -rue PI A V bulky apparatus of war is loaded on to The third scene is in a hospital ward. 

A I I Ht h'LAY. his broad shoulders, he fills the Silver Old and ^or^07^ are here 

“ The Silver Tassie ” (Apollo). Tassie With good whisky, and the with no more reason than that which 

The Silver Tassie^Mi\S:E^Aiii O'Casey's soldiers toast their real or imagined operates in the drama of the Greeks — 

dramatic presentation of the War from loves. the author happens to want them there 

yet another angle, is at once deeply The second scene is set in a ruined and is not concerned to explain them or 
moving and extremely amusing. Mr. monastery in the war -zone. Mr. arbitrarily invent diseases for them. The 
O’Casey has a most dexterous tech- Augustus John’s grim design (follow- third bed is for Harry, who is angrily 
nique, whether instinctive or of deli- ing the author’s symbolic intention) wheeling himself about in his chair; 
berate artifice does not matter, setting groups a Eed-cross station, a dug-out, breaking out now and again into violent 
his tragedy against a comic background a giant trench-mortar, a stained-glass words of despair about his paralysed 
and thereby not discounting but rather window aglow— while the organ is heard legs that will never kick football again 
> heightening the tragic effect. It is a and voices singing. Crouched upon a despite the perfunctorjr assurances of 
very rare form of dramatic accomplish- mound against the sky-line is the figure the surgeon that all will be well and 
ment. His experiments in symbolic of a soldier, listless, immovable, pale that while there’s life there’s hope, 
presentation of the war scene — the and gaunt as death. Another stands Jessie, his woman, has turned to a fitter 
rhythmic chanting, the slow man. The scene, much taken 


crowded slouching movements 
of the war -weary men, the 
rigidly conventionalised form 
of the piteous, complaining, 
brutal or bawdy phrases, the 
jerky automatic reactions of 
the staff- wallahs — justifies it- 
self completely and inevitably 
without the obtrusion of dis- 
tracting questions of method; 
questions we have been unable 
to avoid in watching the work 
of the German and American 
expressionists such as Kaiser, 
O’Neill and Eice, which may 
have given hind the idea he 
has here handled so brilliantly. 
And here, as in his other plays, 
he can break from homely real- 
istic speech into poetry without 
seeming to disturb the texture 
of his work. 

I The Silver Tassie is the cup 
which the prowess of young 
Ha'iry Heeejan, the Avondales’ 
crack goal-getter has won out- 
right for his club. Old Heegan 
and his crony, Simon Norton — 
these two act throughout as a 
sort of chorus to the drama — 
are recalling the boy’s prowess. 
They are awaiting his trium- 
phant return from the football 







A CAUTION TO SINNERS. 

Sijluester Heegan AIr. Barry Fitzgerald. 

Susie Monican Miss Beatrix Lehmann. 

Simon Noiion Mr. Sidney Morgan. 


man. The scene, much taken 
up with comic banter between 
the two old men, makes its im- 
pression in the scheme. 

The closing scene shows a 
gala-night at the Avondale RC. 
In his chair, doomed beyond 
hope, the maimed footballer 
savagely wheels himself abeut 
among the dancers, pours out 
his bitterness to his lost love 
and his supplanting friend. The 
revellers brush against him and 
his blinded friend, Teddy, Who 
cares ? Who takes the trouble 
to understand what is going 
on in the brain of the boy who 
is founder of this feast, the boy 
who won the Silver Tassie, the 
bowl of which he now crushes 
between his strong hands ? And 
Mrs. Foran laments that it ’s a 
pity Hai ry is too tired to play 
his ukelele and sing his song. 
And the curtain falls. 

It is impossible to convey the 
atmosphere of this supremely 
moving play, which breaks all 
current rules and conventions, 
and breaks them with complete 
success. 

Mr. Charles Laughton is 
the Harry, a rich deeply-felt 
performance. As the imper- 


field. It is the last day — the last hour motionless bound to a wheel ; a fatigue- sonal crouching soldier in the war scene 
almost — of his leave, and the women- party slowly shuffles in and sinks to he also contrives a supreme effect by 
folk, Harry's mother and Mrs. Foran, rest by the brazier. And the slow the restrained passion of his chanted 
the wife of Hand’s friend Teddy, who chant of bitterness, irony, agony, malice commentary. Mr. Ian Hunter’s 
is breaking the furniture upstairs with and obscenity begins. It is a scene seeing and blind, was admirable. Mr. 
an- axe, seem more concerned with almost terrifying in its dramatic in ten- Barry Fitzgerald and Mr. Sidney 


an- axe, seem more concerned with almost terrifying in its dramatic in ten- Barry Fitzgerald and Mr. Sidney 
getting the men away safely, which sity, and with admirable discretion the Morgan {Sylvester and Simon) babble 
process has reference to the ^security producer, Mr. Eaymond Massey, has most pleasantly in the best manner of 
of separation^ allowances and certain refused to break the spell with any imi- the Irish players. But this is an affair 
freedoms of wives wdth their men aw^ay tative realism of the noises or lights of in which the play seems more important 
and good money coming in regular, battle. The obvious bias against autho- thantheplayers-hasanimpersonaldig- 
The author’s satire bites shrewdly when rity and the general attribution of in- nity and grandeur. Mr, Sean O’Casey 
it does bite, ^ humanity, dissoluteness and cowardice is a portent, and Mr. Cochran has again 

To a joyous sound of concertinas the to the “ staff-wallahs ” is not, one sup- put us heavily in his debt. T. 

young hero of the football field returns poses, meant to be so much the ex- 

.with his applauding friends and the press! on of a considered point of view ‘^Heat Wave (St. James’s). 
slim beauty, Jessie, who has given him as of the psychology of over-tried men It had been decided by the men 


her favour as the man of the hour, envious of others’ relative ease and too members of the Gymkhana Club in 

a J. ‘ll iT i ii 


Fleasantly boasting, the while the weary to be just. 


place described rather vaguely on the 
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programme as “an Oriental town of a hair as she sat in the Gymhana Club the ice, which w’as rather oyerdoing it, 
district belonging to the British Em- and have his face well slapped for it. but was necessary in order to make the 
pire,” and full of punkahs, pegs, ayahs, We have also seen him sitting at table, room really like a seducer’s, for Philippa 
turbans and sarongs, that an extra plate laid, Philippa's favourite to see and believe, for Irene to see and 

the planter was no good. He hope for, the worst, 

lived alone (officially, that is), — But now’ ^ve begin to realise, 

drank more whisky than was Philippa softens when the 

good for him and was a terrible misunderstandings have been 

fellow with the women. He ’d cleared away by Hugh and the 

been co-respondent in a divorce ^ Juan legend completely 

ease, the respondent being but /Mh^' i disposed of, that Philippa is 

a three-months bride, and had Vl\\ Hugh, but, 

deserted the lady in about ml \ being a chaste and loyal person, 

another three months. In fact, J \Wj never allowed herself to 

as George March, the largest f f 7/ admit it. Nor will she now do 

and stupidest planter in the ( /X \ A anything more compromising 

outpost, said, you couldn’t let \ hand with a 

him say “Hello!” to your little \ \ ”|^ ^ ^ lighted cigarette so that the 

sister because, with a fellow \ \ ^ perpetual re- 

like that, “Hello!” implied a y minder of him when she has 

sinister sort of intimacy. Be- ^ ^ ^ gone her virtuous way. Some 

sides, the fellow had wit and Jy y might think this a poor compli- 

you couldn’t have a devasta- n v/ 7/7 wK ment, but they don’t allow for 

ting thing like wit running ill ^ outpost mind, 

wild in orderly outposts of l( / r George is heard 

Empire vrhich, it would seem, R '/ ^ '///yf making noises ofp — business 

are run exclusively by bone- | J / . noises really, with two other 

beads with a Balham complex. | / 1 lllul ^ members of the syndicate, but 

A syndicate composed of the I \ / 111 | ^ \ \ J naturally taken for the growls 

loquacious dullard, (jcor^c, the f I n i/ \ i l of an outraged husband. The 

station doctor, a Scot, and a ^ 1 /I I * syndicate enters. Now we see 

youth with more money than ' - ^ hackles rise on George's 

brains, coveted his plantation, INDIGHAN.T VIBTUB, blood- flushed neck; he will 

the best in the district, and , * * ' Herbert Haeshall. j^^ar no word of explanation 

Georae thought it would be March . . . Rfiss Phyleis Neilson-Teery. f^^om his wife. Is not the cham- 


the planter was no good. He 
lived alone (officially, that is), 
drank more whisky than was 
good for him and was a terrible 
fellow with the women. He ’d 
been co-respondent in a divorce 
ease, the respondent being but 
a three-months bride, and had 
deserted the lady in about 
another three months. In fact, 
as George March, the largest 
and stupidest planter in the 
outpost, said, you couldn’t let 
him say “Hello! ” to your little 
sister because, with a fellow 
like that, “Hello!” implied a 
sinister sort of intimacy. Be- 
sides, the fellow had wit and 
you couldn’t have a devasta- 
ting thing like wit running 
wild in orderly outposts of 
Empire which, it would seem, 
are run exclusively by bone- 
heads with a Balham complex. 

A syndicate composed of the 
loquacious dullard, Geo7'ge, the 
station doctor, a Scot, and a 
youth with more money than 
brains, coveted his plantation, 
the best in the district, and 
George thought it would be 


INDIG]SrAN,T VIBTIJB. 

Htigh JDawltry . . . llB . Herbert ]\Iarshall. 
PhiUpipa March . . . Rfiss Phyleis Heilson-Teery. 


good business to make the place too flowers in a bowl — a pretty sentimental pagne there upon the ice? And doesn't 
hot for the bad man to stay in so that touch — and a bottle of champagne on every man in an outpost of Empire 
he ’d sell for a song, know that that means 


he d sell tor a song, 
thus at one stroke up- 
holding the sacred cause 
of morality and putting 
good money in the 
pocket — according to a 
formula supposed by 
envious foreigners to 
be peculiaiiy British. 

Then George's imma- 
ture and heavily cher- 
ished sister, Irene, takes 
it into her head to fling 
herself with the utmost 
abandon at Dawl 
toys head. He parries 
the blow with gentle- 
manly ease and dignity 
and has almost suc- 
ceeded in persuading 
her to leave his bunga- 
low, whither she has 
stolen at the improper 
hour of dinner, when 
George's beautiful wife, 
Philippa, appears hot- 
foot to rescue the rash 
maiden. We knew that 
Hugh was in love with 
Philippa because we 
had seen him creep up 
behind her and kiss her 








rA^ 


HughDaioltry, to George March (Mr. David HAWTRomm). “YotiR wife 
HIT ME IN THE FIRST ACT, AND NOW YOU * RE TRYING TO HIT ME. 
It ’S A REGULAR HIT WAVE,” 

Eugh Daxcltry Hr. Herbert Marshall. 


Hugh Daxcltry 
George March 


Mr. David Hawthorne. 


know that that means 
one thing and one thing 
only? 

So the protesting and 
disillusioned wife is 
packed off ; the flustered 
partners are dismissed; 
Gearge puts a bullet 
into Hugh, and, assum- 
ing (as he would) that 
he has killed his man, 
goes off to give himself 
up to the police ; learns , 
from IreneRTidiPhilippa 
what an idiot he has 
been : accepts Philippa's 
heroic and untruthful 
confession to the A.P.O. 
that she is Hugh's lover 
(made merely to save 
her husband’s neck) as 
a tribute of love; and 
assumes that they will 
both, when he has 
been joyously acquitted 
under the unwritten 
law, live happily ever 
after. He is astonished 
— more astonished than 
we were — when his ’^dc- 
tim walks in bravely 
hiding his wound; 
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when Phtlip^pa books a passage to 
England to go out of his life for ever, 
and when Hugh announces his inten- 
tion of going by the same boat. “ If 
you don't like the idea,” says Hugh, 
“ here 's your gun. Take another shot 
at me.” Even George sees the incon- 
venience of doing that. - • - 

Erom all which it would appear that 
this is a highly romantic version of life, 
even transcending a little what might 
pass as “ good theatre.” 

But the man Hugh Dawliry is a 
well - invented character, though in- 
curably a romantic, as wlien he offered 
fruit and a cigarette to the ghost of 
Philippa, imagined to be sitting at his 
table; and Mr. Herbert Marshall 
makes a really good thing of him. Miss 
Phillis Neilson-Terrt also manages 
to bring Philippa to life, and suggests 
deep undercurrents in the apparently 
placid life of a virtuous woman married 
to — well here was the difficulty. George 
was a mere dummy of a man, crudest 
of caricature, and we couldn’t pretend 
to be faintly interested in him. Nor 
did Mr. David Hawthorne do anything 
I to tone down the caricature. As to 
Irene one may suppose that nowadays 
the very young woman who is deter- 
mined to taste Life and taste it quickly 
is a possibility ; but one would assume 
that with so much sophistication her 
technique would be a little more subtle. 
True she was George's sister, so Miss 
Ann Todd may really have taken the 
right line. 

This play, it should be explained, 
has been compressed by Mr Roland 
Pertwee from a story by Denise 
Robins, and, though in some ways obvi- 
ously absurd, is not a bore to watch. 
I imagine indeed that, if the crassness 
of George and the pert insensitiveness 
of Irene were modified in the playing, 
it might be much improved. But the 
authors, I am afraid, are not wholly 
guiltless in the matter, T. 


THE CABLEGRAM. 

The statement that the new Post- 
master-General is personally visiting, 
as an unknown member of the public, 
every post-office that he comes to and 
making notes for its improvement, is 
encouraging ; and it is to be hoped that 
in course of time there will be better 
pencils and pens and a more absorbent 
blotting-paper. 

“It is also to be hoped,” said my 
neighbour at the club-table in response 
to some such remark as this, “ that he 
will do a little investigatory work in 
some of the telephone exchanges and 
see what the girls are doing when I ring 
for a number on this accursed automatic 
machine, and nothing happens. Nothing. 


I hear the bell, I hear them talking, but 
do I get my number? Do you? 

“And perhaps he'll observe how far 
away from their departmental cards on 
the brass railing some of the Post-Office 
girls can get. ‘Express,* for example. 
How often have you found the girl in 
her right place behind that ticket? ” 

“ And * Telegrams,* *’ said another. 
“The idea is that the telegram is a 
matter of urgency. But again and again 
the telegraphic section of the desk is 
empty while the girl is away over there 
selling stamps to an office-boy with a 
long list extending from five-shilling 
varieties to a half-penny : a wholesale 
order. Whatever part of a Post-Office 
is neglected it should not be ‘Tele- 
grams.* ” 

“Please,” said a plaintive voice, “ do 
you mind changing the subject? ” 

“Certainly not,’* I said, “if it is 
painful.” 

“ Painful ! ” he groaned. “But I ’ll 
tell you. You know how in this absurd 
life of ours there is always someone 
with whom one is destined to blunder ? 
Someone you don’t like very much, but 
are thrown up against by circumstance 
in such a way that to be friendly is 
important.” 

We all knew someone like that. 

“Well,” he said, “for years now I 
have bad such an acquaintance, whom 
I have been continually offending and 
placating. I do all I can to be on good 
terms with her, but always there is 
some misunderstanding, some imagined 
slight which has to be explained away 
before we can begin again. And the 
stupid part of it is that begin again we 
must ; she is too much in my machioe, 
public and private, for it to be wise to 
quarrel with her. She knows, shall I 
say ? too much. You understand ? ” 

We understood. 

“But now,” he said, “it looks as 
though we really were near the end. 
This last break! Good heavens! what 
bad luck I *ve had with her ! ” 

He groaned again. 

“All through a cablegram,” he said. 
“ You see, she went abroad a little while 
ago, to India, but the fact that a thou- 
sand miles or so are between us means 
nothing to her. She is inexorable. 
Communications must be kept up. 
Distance is nothing. So, dutifully, I 
sent a cable, timed to reach her on 
landing at Bombay. I took it to the 
post-office myself, for fear of accident, 
wrote it as distinctly as I could and 
handed it to the girl. This is where this 
wonderful new Labour Postmaster- 
General comes in. I said, not too 
honestly — but telegraphy and truth 
have very little relationship — * Hope 
you well. England lonely without you.* 
A nice sentiment and one that should 


please anyone in a foreign land, don’t 
you think so ? ” 

We thought so. 

“And then,” he went on, “I forgot 
her again till the other day when t^be 
Indian mail brought me a letter. I have 
it here.” 

He took an envelope from his pocket 
and read. “ ‘ How can you be so cruel 
to a friend so far from home ? Please 
assure me it is a joke.* I was naturally 
bewildered, and not knowing what else 
to do I sent the Post-Office the necessary 
fee and asked for a copy of my cable- 
gram.” 

He, took a second paper from the 
envelope. 

“ No wonder,” he said as he handed 
it to me, “I want to see the Post- 
Office reformed. At any rate they must 
get telegraph-girls who can read hand- 
writing.” 

I read : “ Hope you well. England 
lovely without-you.” • E.Y. L. 

JOHN WALKER. 

[The first matches igniting by friction were 
put on sale in the spring of 1827.] 

Eleven years since Waterloo. 

To him who meditates a flame 
A flint and steel are nothing new 
And sullenly he smites the same ; 

A picturesque and tedious plan 
Devised by prehistoric man. 

But Mr. Walker, christened John, 
Chymist of Stockton on the Tees, 
Deeply deliberates upon 

Combustibles of sorts and sees 
That they, compounded, may ignite. 
John, as you will perceive, was right. 

>;t i\i i'fi i]t 

“59, High Street,” Fortune said, 

And entered just as John had planned 
A match of sulphur overspread 
With antimony sulphide and 
With chlorate of potassium. 

He had dissolved them both in gum. 

Fortune, to John propitious, stopped 
Her rolling stone at 59 ; 

She nudged his elbow and he dropped 
A match of this unique design, 
Which fell, with Fortune for a guide, 
Before the fire and there it dried. 

Fortune restrained her flying hub 
And, urged by her imperious art, 
John gave the match a casual rub ; 

His shoe, I fancy, played a part. 

A fizz, a flame, the wood had caught 
And John had found the thing he 
sought. 

Honour then, with December gas, 
March fire and August cigarette, 
Honour, before the moment pass, 

The match expire and you forget, 
The light that Walker made for you 
Twelve years and less from Waterloo. 











** What the dickens do you mean by "waving youE hand and then tukning into me? 

** rOU’D WAVE yOTJR HAND IF YOU ’D BEEN STUNG ON IT BY A WASP.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Not many critics have felt themselves called upon to 
I provide a clue to that double labyrinth which is the life and 
writings of Coleridge; and what modern criticism there 
is has always, I think, been inclined to make too free with 
the ready-made verdicts of Coleridge’s own circle. Of 
course it is pleasant to find your job done, so to speak, 
overnight — ^like the self-effacing housework of the domestic 
Brownie — ^by critics of the calibre of De Quincey. But 
there is something to be said for coming fresh to the task 
and considering your subject in (and on) himself; and this 
is what M. Jean Charpentier has admirably done m| 
Coleridge^ The Sublime Somnambitlist (Constable). An 
interpretative study of a philosopher without a philosophy 
is not easily rendered coherent. M. Charpentier admits 
that there is no Coleridge philosophy properly speaking — 
there is only “the expression of his [Coleridge’s] feeling 
for the spirituality of the world.” The adequacy of this 
feeling to animate some of the loveliest lyric poetry and 
profoundest literary criticism in the language is excellently 
reasoned here, and the translator has made a plucky attack 
on a difiicult position. Take any test-case — the Lyrical 
Ballads, the Shakespearian Essays and Lectures — and you 
feel that the gist of the matter has been disinterestedly 
sought and finely appreciated. As a biography the book 
is rendered piquant, if occasionally comical, by its French 
attitude. The Christ’s Hospital of “the inspired charity- 
boy ” was grim enough, but M. Charpentier has invested 
it with most of the attributes of Dotheboys Hall. The 
^imate of Keswick is perhaps fair game ; but what of a 
Cfinbridge with “ no open country for five miles around/’ 
soused eight months out of twelve in rain and mist ? Will 
no one lend M. Charpentier Grantchester 7 


The British voter who will shortly be called upon to 
decide how India is to be governed in future and wishes to 
arrive at a wise decision cannot do better than study The 
Eilemma in India, by Sir Beginald Craddock (Constable). 
The subject is complex, but is simplified to some extent by 
the first two-tbirds of the book, which constitute a com- 
plete guide to Indian conditions. The author, after a long 
and distinguished career, puts his knowledge and experience 
before the reader in a frank and engaging fashion.^ His 
attitude — possibly the best towards all phases of life — is 
that of the soft-shell Conservative. Any reader who honestly 
masters this intro Inctory portion will be in a position to 
form some kind of judgment on the problem of reconciling 
Mr. Montagu’s announcement of 1917 with the hard and 
bitter facts. The author advocates the jettison of dyarchy 
and the inception of a partnership, which he^ styles an 
Indo-Britisb Dominion. The proposal is both interesting 
and practical, but is unlikely to win any general acceptance 
partly because of the highly- vocal antagonism it is sure to 
arouse from the Indian intelligentsia and partly because of 
the apathy of the British public. This indifference is the 
thorn in all Indian reforms ; the Man in the Street will 
simply not take the trouble to learn of that depressing 
world of caste, corruption, falsehood and superstition which 
is India; the darkness being relieved only by "the comic 
side of things as stressed in Sir Eeginald’s illuminating 
“Story of a Cow that Shied.” The Man in the Street is 
content to regard India as *< the brightest jewel in the 
British crown,” or alternatively as a red triangular blotch 
on the map. The author himself somewhat glumly recog- 
nises that, if not ignore'd, he will be regarded as a “ sun- 
dried bureaucrat ** with congenitally aristocratic notions 
This is the common fate of us ex- Indian officials ; we are 
all invariably assumed to possess a superiority-complex. 
Yery likely we do. 
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Tax^estry of Breams, though its name ’s 
high-flown, 

Has a very entertaining mundane tone ; 
It shows us in a typical middie-class 
scene 

Unic^'\ Perce, Boh, Mai^ge, Gladdis and 
Irene]'. 

All excepting Unice earn their daily 
bread ; 

She assists her mother with the chores 
instead ; 

And she, as you have probably already 
guessed, 

Does a bit of dreaming when she 's not 
too pressed. 

The tale (wfliich comes from Hutchin- 
soNs) describes the way they live, 
Their wooings and their vreddings and 
the parties that they give, 

And how they help each other up or let 
each other down, 

All in a suburb of London Town. 

It offers you no problems, doesn’t scare 
you or excite, 

But Joan A. Cowdroy’s telling of it ’s 
so exactly right 

That long before the end I was getting 
very keen 

On Unice, Perce, Boh, Marge, Gladdis 
and Irene. 

M. Andr^ Maurois* Glimats has, 
I think, proved rather a disappoint- 
ment over here, and I doubt whether 
it is the kind of novel to recover in 
a translation the ground it has lost 
in the original. * Its translator, Dr. 
Joseph Collins, has certainly given it 
a good fresh start. He makes no men- 
tion whatever of its obviously un- 
translatable title, and Whatever Gods 
May Be (Cassell) — the old tag from 
** The Garden of Proserpine ” occurs 
in the text — arises with as few ante- 
cedents as Venus from the foam of 
contemporary publishing. The book 
consists of two long spans of analysis, 
in which (1) a Erenchman, (2) his wife 
seeks to discover the root and depict 
the flower of that morbid and soul-de- 
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Old Lady. “Kot a word against the Governivient, please. J detest gossip.^* 


stroying growth which is the love ” of 1 ■ ■ — ■ — - ' ^ - — ' 

the former. Philippe is a moral degenerate; he ^departs son and daughter to deploy their legitimate interests. Of 
curiously little from the pampered hysterical enfant du the rest, the best portrait of an unimpressive batch is a 
siiJcZe of an older period, Alfred De Musset’s. Heprosti- ‘‘keepsake” rendering of Philippe's first wife, Odile. 

tutes all the intellect he has to one passion — a humourless 

conscienceless servitude whose monotonies no refinement The late Mr. Harold Begbie — ^whose death, widely re- 
can disguise. Isabelle inherits the provincial tradition of gretted, has occasioned the formal disclosure of his identity 
upright life without its religious or indeed any philoso- as **^1 Gentleman ivith a Buster" — when facing the diffi- 
phical sanctions ; and a fruitless wrestle with her husband’s culty, which would have puzzled Euclid, of satisfactorily 
infidelities brings her to the counsel of despair which is ending a marriage too impetuously contracted has shown 
their story’s culmination. The actions (she says) of those himself no more able than earlier authors to find a new 
we love need nob concern us. We need their presence, way out, but, after keeping everyone waiting rather longer 
because it brings with it a certain atmosphere {climat) ; than decency really required, has been forced to admit in 
without this we cannot live. The families of Philippe and the end that there cannot be two right angles in a triangle 
Isabelle, haute bourgeoisie of the Limousin and Paris, are and to adopt one of the familiar unpleasant solutions. One 
too strictly related to the unprofitable inquisitions of their feels indeed, in reading P/am SazZmjy (Mills and Boon), that 
* Pronounced Uniss. t Pronounced Item. it w^as the impulsiveness of the writer himself rather than of 
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his not very heroic Boland Barley that must have been Wars of the Koses as a Battle of Flowers.^ It is a joy, at any 
responsible for the muddle, since no particular reason is ever rate for thehour of reading, to believe in Miss Bowen’s charm- 
discovered either for Boland's falling in love or for his no less ing Dickon, but it is difficult to accept 7 on Fogge, who is the 
immediate falling out again. The story, to be sure, even embodiment of his evil genius. He appears first as a 
I thouc^h the sweetness of its critical moments is lengthened common soldier, frightening the child ; reappears at intervals, 
out by a trick of rather incongruous insistence on irrelevant is beheaded as a traitor, and is seen again in human form 
details, is clearly of less importance to the author than is following the King’s dead body to the chapel door. Jon 
the contrast-study of persons whom one must reluctantly is a trespasser on the simple fields of romance; he adds 

label “types” and who represent in two fairly definite nothing to the story, and Miss Bowen s style is too robust 
groups the freshness of the country and the stuffiness of to allow her to be a good director of such an elaboration, 
town. This theme, if one comes to think of it, is hardly less All the other characters are well-drawn, the Duke of 
hoary than the marriage tangle itself, and in spite of my Clarence, Elizabeth Woodville and the miserable 
sympathy with the country team I confess to having liked Henry VI., but none of them makes any claim on our 
best one of the opposition players — Boland's very enor- sentimentality, which is reserved for the irresistible D^c/i:07t. 
mous mother — ^whose passage-at-arms with the villainess 

is the liveliest incident in the book. This is not to say that The portion of Birates (Murray), “ a novel of the China 
the ease for fresh air and ideals is not put wdth the zest and Seas,” that deals with piracy is, we are told, founded upon 
conviction one associates with Mr. Begbie. He could hardly fact, the Adiniralty having supplied information about the 
be dull, and he handies with an excellently reticent reverence duties of British gunboats in the Canton delta. This infcrma- 
his conception of theheroine’s brother, who was killed in the tion “ Taffratl ” has used wisely and well, and the result is a 

War and never appears stirring tale of adven- 

in person, but re- -.vV ' . c . ^ f 

mains in memory a liv- , .vK' 4 ^ story is skilfully blended, 

ing and directing per- ^ Without an effort lean 

LoUy. Il l 'IV, ■ .,r I : .r ,i:W; B, f JS 


The particular ver- 
sion of the old shanty 
which Mr. Thomas W. 
Broadhurst had in 
mind when he chose the 
title of his sea novel, 
Blow the Man Doicn 
(Hurst and Black- 
ett), must surely have 
been the somewhat 
Eabelaisian one which 
describes the amorous 
adventoes of a sailor- 
man in Eatcliff High- 
way ; for the book deals 
with the experiences of 
one of the ladies of that 
salubrious thoroughfare 
who stows herself away 




im 








Impressionable author unfortunately decides 
Park en route to a West-End publisher. 


cross the 


stirring tale of adven- 
ture with which a lovo- 
story is skilfully blended. 
Without an effort lean 
see why men of very 
different characters fell 
helplessly in love with 
Ann, and the sailors, 
young Tony LtUtrell 
and Bichard Corfield, 
are true to type; but 
the most mysterious 
and intriguing actor in 
this drama is a China- 
man who signed him- 
self John Lee, Edu- 
cated in England, Lee's 
quarrel was not with 
the “foreign devils” 
who had settled in his 
native land, but with 
the Southern Chinese 
who had killedhis father. 
In pursuit of revenge j 
Lee was prepared to go, 


in a sailing-ship. The book is not without its good points. Its and indeed went, to lengths that moralists would certainly 
author has evidently a good deal of sea knowledge, and some condemn, but all the same those who take my advice and 
of his characters are well drawn. But his sentimental vein follow his fortunes will find many a good word to say for 
is deplorable ; and I must frankly admit that I regard with him. A thoroughly sound and satisfactory yarn. 

extreme distaste the deliberate dragging in of a peculiarly 

unpleasant aspect of the omnipresent sex — one can hardly Mr. Rufus King and his sleuth, Lieutenant Valcour, have, 
call it “ love ” — motif into the one fictional sphere where I verily believe, a happy prospect before them in the fields 
one may generally hope to escape from it. of sensational fiction. Murder by the Clock was a striking 

story of crime and detection ; A Woman is Dead (Chapman 

Miss Marjorie Bowmen has laid the ghost of an ogre, that and Hall), though less spacious, is neatly conceived and 
crooked spectre of of a child-murdering uncle, and has raised admirably written. Staged on the shore of Lake Champlain, 
in his stead a figure as beautiful, as knightly and as chivalrous this drama has for its chief actress a blackmailing woman 
as any fairy-tale prince. Dickon (Hodder and Stough- of a peculiarly venomous type, and whatever work Mr. King 
ton) may not be our Richard IIL, but we are pleased to go may find for Valcour to do in the future I cannot imagine 
back to the night of the Battle of Wakefield to make his ac- that he will ever again give him such a big crop of problems 
quaintance as a small and frightened boy, to follow him to to solve in so short a time. 

France and return with him to England. We are glad to ' - 


borrow Miss Bowen’s rose-tinted glasses, and to see through The Traffic Problem in the Church, 

them her gentle-mannered Dickon, growing from child- “As a first step, let the clergy of the deanery rotate.” 

hood to kingliness, until, after a life ruled by loyalty, he Church Newspa:per. 

dies on the field of Bosworth, The author, while she “We realise, however, that a number of ahsen 
.Jidights in pageantry and splendour, is not blind to the imagine they have the prior right to the road, 
horrors of bloodshed, and we are not (though sometimes «T.ppearing fast.”— DaiZi/ 
endangered by too pretty descriptions) forced to regard the Perhaps a little too fast. 


“We realise, however, that a number of absent-minded pedestrians 
aagine they have the prior right to the road. But they are dis- 
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CHAPIVARIA enable people to chat more freely before gists is that it would be foolish to regaid 

' ■ going to the play. Hitherto they have cavaliy as obsolete. 

The conviction of a burglar who posed done most of their chatting after arriv- "J' 

as a doctor and carried a stethoscope ing at the theatre. As an outcome ofthe proposal to pre- 

will have revived regrets that so few - serve for the benefit of posterity the 

burglars have a good bedside manner. In a case of alleged infringement of a distinctive features of village life there 

. . lawn-mowing patent by a manufacturer is some talk of having a few Oldest 

In a set of rules lor kissing issued by of safety-razors the Bavarian Courts Inhabitants stuffed, 
the Kansas State Board of Health per- have to decide whether a man's beard 

sons attending parties "where kissing is grass grown on his face. Much de- It has been suggested that waiters in 
games are played are advised to gargle pends upon the plaintiff’s ability to the bigger hotels should wear a special 
frequently. At strictly Prohibition produce in evidence whiskers that have dress or badge to distinguish them from 

parties of course only soft ’’ gargles gone to seed. ' the guests. There is'^a feelina that 

are provided. i ' I the proposal came frmn the 


Two herring-boats landed 
catches at Yarmouth num- 
bering two hundred-and-forty 
thousand and two hundred- 
and-twenty thousand respec- 
tively. It is understood that 
the losers demanded a re- 
count. 

Although students of Liver- 
pool University were rebuked 
for pelting Mr. Baldwin with 
flour bombs when he ad- 
dressed them on the study 
of the science of geology, it 
was regarded as proof of his 
personal popularity that they 
refrained from throwing 
chunks of Old Eed Sandstone. 

A paragrapiiist mentions 
that Lord Berners dislikes 
being thought stout. We 
shall make a point of not 
thinking him stout. 

5 !< i'fi 

It is predicted that women 
will be eligible for the high- 
est civic ranks in the City 
of London. The Lord Mayor’s 
coachwoman is bound to 
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Doctors, bank-clerks, shop- 
assistants and plumbers, ^ve 

£ ’ ? o gtnemembeis feather vandals by eriploying these two materials as 4 paper gossip- 

01 amateur nlm societies. medium of expression. writer reminds his readers 

Plumbm’s love to see them- that he was not born in 

selves in accelerated action. After w’orking for a Lancashire nur- Chelsea. Perhaps not ; bub neither he 

^ ^ seryman for fifty-two years a man has nor they can escape the fact that he 

We heartily sympathise with the left to take up "work in another town, was born somewhere. 

Chief Scout on receiving a visit from a It is thought that he didn’t like the 

burglar intent upon his bad deed for idea of getting into a rut. In the opinion of The Laio Journal 

the night. ,,, more solemnity should be introduced 

^ It is hoped that the shortage of plum- into the Divorce Courts. It is not often 

The slump in litigation is causing pudding ingredients, which is feared, that our contemporary strikes such a 
increased unemployment among barris- may not be so serious as to necessitate killjoy note. ... 

ters, and it is anticipated that efforts the reduction of a small boy's allow^ance 'i' 

will be made to persuade My. J. H. to that of a grown-up person. It was stated of a man charged at 

Thomas to receive a deputation of the Manchester that he was a liar, an habit- 

briefless. ,j, ^ One of the latest mechanical toy- ual criminal, a thief, lazy and good 

^ ^ sets comprises tanks, aeroplanes and for nothing. This only affords another 

It is claimed that the cocktail parties machine-guns mounted on motor-cycles; proof of the theory that no man is 
which are superseding theatre dinners but the opinion among nursery strate- perfect. 





the proposal came from the 
waiters. ... ... 

The suppression of the 
Italian Eugby federation, in 
consequence of the unsport- 
ing attitude of certain players 
and a lack of energy among 
directors of clubs, would seem 
to have obscured the prospect 
of seeing the Black Shirts at 
Twickenham. 

Public speakers are men- 
tioned by a medical writer as 
among those whose occupa- 
tions render them especially 
liable to flat feet. Yet they 
seldom realise that those who 
urge them to sit down are 
actuated by humanitarian 
considerations. 

A contemporary says there 
is no danger of wireless tak- 
ing the place of newspapers 
It would ceitainly take some 
time to educate people up to 
the point of carrying their 
fish and chips home in their 
wireless sets. 

The suggestion that there 
should be a museum for casts 
is unfavourably received in 
theatrical circles. 


]\IODEEN ARTIST ENDEAVOURS TO THWART THE TAR-AND- 
FEATHER vandals by ERIPLOYING THESE TWO IMATERIALS AS 
A NEW MEDIUM OF EXPRESSION. 


VOL, cr.xxvii. 
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A FAILURE OF CIVILISATION. | 

Man has conquered the sky and 
speeds with incredible rapidity over the 
surface of the globe. He discovers the 
rarest and most unexpected diseases, 
he can blow up mountains and annihi- 
late armies with gas. Having harnessed 
the lightning, he puts it to ignoble 
donaestic uses, such as the cooking of 
vegetables and the making of toast, the 
running of railways, the sending of tele- 
phone messages, or turns it to mightier 
ends such as the illumination of- the 
drawing-room in ox'der to read this 
present page. 

Man, I repeat, has solved half the 
secrets of the universe. He explores the 
future and the past. He links contin- 
ents together with the spoken word. He 
builds tremendous armaments and de- 
stroys them again. But he has not 
found any convenient way of drying the 
PorijpJiem eusioongia, or bath-sponge, 
before taking it away for a week-end. 

The sponge is an animal. You may 
not think so, but you would be wrong. 
You have been deceived, like many 
eminent persons before you, by its 
sedentary life, its absence of any marked 
contractility and its frequently herb- 
like growth. You have erred, 1 say, in 
good company. Pe ysonnel regarded the 
sponge as a worm-nest, and Lamaeck 
considered it to be a mere colony of 
polypes. We owe the wealth of our 
present information about Foriphera 
euspo7igia to Eobeet Geant, and I 
seldom sponge myself, morning, noon 
or night (using hot water or cold) with- 
out thinking gratefully of that noble- 
hearted man. It was he who saw what 
none had perceived before him, namely 
that water passes into the sponge by 
minute pores all over the surface and 
passes out by the larger apical apertures. 
All praise to Eobebt Geant. 

He is with us no longer,' His floruit 
was from 1820 to 1825. Had his life 
been spared I think, nay, I feel certain, 
he would have hit upon a plan for desic- 
cating the sponge more thoroughly be- 
fore placing it amongst the other impedi- 
menta of the sponge-bag. Personally, 
having squeezed the Foriphera euspon- 
gia until my wrists ache, I wrap her 
in a towel, which I twist with maniacal 
fury at the two ends, like a tourniquet, 
until the tortured corpse of theporiphera 
has yielded as much moisture as I can 
make it exude. It is not a congenial 
exercise, and it is said to be bad for the 
towel. Nor is it wholly satisfactory. 
Pamp at the beginning, Foriphera 
empongia remains dampish at the end 
and imparts some of her vile clamminess 
-fco'itemther toilet accessories that are 
lated;k>.be her travelling companions. 

In recent book of memoirs it is 


narrated that, while certain young 
relations of the Eight Honourable 
William Ewaet Gladstone were dis- 
cussing at Hawarden the difficulties of 
packing a bath-sponge, and discussing 
them in whispers because they were 
unwilling to disturb the meditations of 
their illustrious relative, the G.O.M. 

I turned suddenly round in his chair and 
[boomed at thern : “Lay a towel on the 
floor. Put the sponge on the tow^el and 
jtmp on it ! ” 

It is a fine picture and touches us a 
little with a sense of pity for the com- 
mon trials of humanity. S'lmt lacrimce 
rerum. And what exactly, if anything, 
does one wear on the feet ? What if the 
elderly yet agile statesman had slipped 
as his soles landed thudding on the 
Euspongia ? 

And, if Gladstone, what of Diseaeli? 
Did he too indulge in this saltatory 
ritual at Hughenden — ^perhaps before 
paying a visit to his Faery Queen? 
History does not record. Or if it does 
I have missed the passage. 

Was it after some such naive and 
primitive ceremony that Mr. Eamsay 
MacDonald set out to visit President 
Hoover in the gigantic republic of the 
West and wipe away wars from the 
world? ' And is it so or not so 
that Signor Benito Mussolini treats 
euspongia"^ Or does he twist her in a 
towel as I do ? Or does not rather a 
company of obsequious fascisti beat 
her with rods until she is wholly and 
absolutely dry ? 

Concerning the gross animal habit 
which the sponge retains of collecting 
and fattening itself upon soap — Sapo 
commimis or winclsorius — I say nothing. 
The subject is too painful for words. 
The euspongia so saturated has to be 
placed in other and higher hands for 
purgative remedies. It shows in such 
cases all the perverse and sinister 
malignity of its deep-sea origin. 

Many sponges have beautiful names. 
There is "Venus’ Flowerbasket {Euplec- 
tella). There are Mermaids’ Gloves 
(Chalina oculata). But some; alas ! 
have unpleasant habits. Glione, for in- 
stance, bores in oyster-shells. Supentes 
domimcula grows round a whelk-shell 
inhabited by a hermit-crab. None, I 
think, not even the human species, 
shows such depravity of mind as the 
Euspongia saponacea whenever and 
wherever she be found. It is best to 
cry aloud to the household from the 
bathroom door ; “ The devil has entered 
into my sponge ! and give them no 
peace until Apollyon has been cast out 
of her. 

No, I am merely dealing with the 
ordinary wetness or madidification of 
the Euspongia, which makes her such 
a nuisance at the last moment, when 


everybody is in a hurry, when the bed- 
rooms have been ransacked and the car 
is panting at the door. I am stating 
that applied science and chemical re- 
search, which have done so much to 
render our life on this planet tolerable, 
which have dug the Foriphera from its 
ocean bed in the Mediterranean and else- 
where, which have lined the sponge- 
bag with caoutchouc in order to limit 
the sphere of its influence, should have 
found some device for squeezing her 
into total aridity, so that she becomes 
a decent neighbour to the tooth-brush 
and does not cloud the sheen of the 
shaving-soap-container. Nay, worse, 
the wetness , of Euspongia has been 
known to trickle through the insuffici- 
ently tightened cords at the top of the 
sponge-bag and molest' the evening 
shirt-front and the pyjamas themselves. 

I call upon the chemists of England 
to get together and construct some 
electrical drier, some exhaurient engine, 
or, if not, some wooden or aluminium 
crusher of the kind that is used for 
potatoes, which might easily find a 
home in every bathroom, and by whose 
good offices Foriphera euspongia may 
have every drop and particle of humor 
wrung out of her wretched intestines, 
even as they are wrung out of a subject 
by the writer of an article. Evoe. 


JESSICA GOES TRAVELLING. 

I. — The Boat. 

Sleeping in a cabin is as jolly as can be, 

And it ’s fun to throw your rubbish out 
straight into the sea ; 

And the captain is handsome, with gold 
upon his coat, 

And I do like living on a boat. 

The steward gives me apples, Sind 
orange-juice to drink, 

And the lamps are lit at’ lunch-time, all 
. beautiful and pink ; 

And there ’s soup with little letters in, 
and lovely stripy ice, 

And when the floor went wobbly it teas 
nice. 

We haven't seen a mermaid, we haven’t 
had a wreck, 

But I’ve never known a nursery so 
thrilling as a deck ; ^ 

I never do a lesson, I never play a 
note . . . 

I do like living on a boat. E. F. 


“Mr. MacDonald concluded his speech by 
expressing the view that *we are justified 
in seeing the shining feet of coining peace- 
makers appearing over the horizon.’ ” 

Egyptian Paper. 

Those who have recently visited Geneva 
describe with awe their first glimpse of 
the League of Nations standing on its 
head. 
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HUMOURS OF THE LIW. 


Pede&tbian. “BACK IT!” 

UoTomsT {legally licensed). “DON’T KNOW HOW TO; IT’S MY FIRST DAY OUT. BUT 
YOU’RE ALL EIGHT ABOUT DAMAGES. THEY’VE MADE ME GET A THIRD-PARTY 
INSURANCE POLICY.” 

[It is ramoured that iasuranee against third-party risks is to be made compulsory ; but there is still no driving-to-st 
required before a licence is granted.] 
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Motorist (to zigzagging female). “Lost anything, Miss?” 


GETTING INTO AMERICA. 

I POUND the correct room in the 

American Consulate in and sat 

clown to wait my turn. I was wearing 
a nervous smile and trying to look 
entirely free from moral turpitude. My 
idea was* to go to America on a short 
visit. 

I had been told that the American 
authorities were extremely particular 
about compliance with their many regu- 
lations, and so I determined to be equally 
particular about doing everything that I 
was told to do. Hence I had come in 
person for my visa three weeks before 
I was due to sail (whereas for lesser 
countries I should have sent my agent, 
Mr. Thomas Cook, or his son, a mere 
couple of days before) ; I had been 
vouched for in writing as a person of 
integrity by my bank manager (wear- 
ing a sardonic grin) ; I had obtained 
my own country’s authority to go to 
America without let or hindrance, and 
I had filled in a form the size of a 
barrack- square with racial, personal and 
anatomical details. Indeed the only 
thing that was worrying me was my 
answer to the question, ** Are you an 
V I had put ‘‘ No.” I was 
wondering now whether I ought not to 


have put “Yes,” on the ground that 
“ No ” would have been just the answer 
a genuine Anarchist would have given. 

My turn came for the first let or 
hindrance. I submitted my passport to 
a young lady, who snapped a form into 
a typewriter and started to copy out 
particulars. 

Halfway she stopped. 

“ You were born in Canada I ” she 
accused. 

Personally I didn’t recollect the in- 
cident, for I hadn’t been in Canada for 
thirtyyears, but, looking at my passport, 
I discovered the child was right. I 
had been. 

She gave me a pitying look, snapped 
the form out of the typewriter and 
handed me back my passport. 

“You don’t need a visa. It’s not 
necessary for Canadians.” 

“I’m English,” I said. 

“ Canadian by birth,” she retorted. 

“Wait!” I said, following out my 
policy of carefully doing what I was 
told to do. “Let me get this clear. 
Because I’m technically Canadian I 
can’t get a visa ? I Just go straight on 
board? I go straight off at the other 
end ? I am in America ? Above all, I 
don’t pay my two pounds fee ? ” 

Eeluctantly she admitted it. 


“ And you are sure of this ? ” 

She gave me another pitying look, 
and I went. 

Such was my anxiety, however, to do 
the right thing that a week later I rang 
up the American Consulate again and 
put my case before someone else. I 
received the same answer. I also rang 
up the British passport office, and a 
busy man told me to inquire of an 
American Consulate.* I said I had. Pie 
replied, “Then why the . . . .’’and rang 
off. 

On the great day I went down to the 
port of embarkation, and at the gangway 
I w^as stopped by an official of the Pink 
Star Line with a demand for my visa. 

I enlightened him with the same 
pitying look the American Consulate’s 
girl had used on me. He said, “ But 
you can’t get into America without a 
visa.” 

“I’m a Canadian by birth,” I re- 
peated, and briefly explained to him 
what I considered he ought to have 
known. He merely called in another 
official, an underling of sorts from the 
local American Consulate, and to him 
I spoke as to one who had an equal 
understanding of his own regulations. 
He listened carefully and then said; — 

“ Where ’s your visa ? ” 
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“PLEASE TO REMEMBER — ” 

, Chatty Barber, “There’S one yearly custom that will never tall on me, 
AND that ’S setting FIRE TO THE GUY. YoU DID SAY ‘ SINGE, ’ DIDN’T YOU, SiR? ” 


This was not helpful. I briefly ex- 
plained to him what he ought to have 
known. It seemed to come quite fresh 
to him. I added that my information 

came from the American Consul in , 

who conceivably knew more about it 
than he did. 

All the poor fellow could suggest was 
that I should go to the local Consul at 
the port and get a definite ruling. 

Choking back what I would have 
liked to tell them about themselves — 
for my luggage was on board and the 
boat was due to sail in' just over an 
hour — I took a taxi and went. I found 
myself gently muttering “without let 
or hindrance.” It sounded funny. 

The Consul himself was out. His 
assistants, however, were there. The 
whole thing came as quite a problem 
to them. They were this way and that 
way about it and looked up books by 
the dozen. Meanwhile my taxi ticked 
up threepences outside, and the liner, 
with my luggage, strained at the leash. 

After some ten minutes I gave in and 
hauled out my two pounds. “Well, 
then, give rne a visa quickly ! ” I said. 
“ My main idea, you know, is not to tell 
you your own regulations but to go to 
America.” | 

“ We can’t give you a visa if you i 
don’t have to have one,” they said i 
brightly. “ On the other hand, we 
can’t let you on board without if one 
u necessary.” 

“Well, which is it ? I just want to 
do whatever I ’m told to do.” 

they repeated that they didn’t know, 
talked it over a bit more among them- 
selves, and to my utter disgust deter- 
mined to put a trunk call through to 

and ask for a decision. The essential 
fact that I, a person of integrity [mdemj 
bank manager), had already told them 
this decision as given me in person by 
their own Consulate at — — was cheer- 
fully ignored. Indeed they were charm- 
ingly unaware that this indefensible 
situation (since I had for the last three 
weeks obediently complied with every- 
thing their officials demanded) was 
entirely of their own making. It all 
seemed to me a monumental example i 
of inefficiency. 

For the best part of an hour I waited, 
holding on to my temper, thinking of 
what I had intended to do in the time 
befoi’e the boat sailed, thinking of the 
threepences, thinking of what it was 
not politic to say till I had had my 
veracity verified. 

A quarter-of-an-hour before the boat 
sailed the call came through. The con- 
sular official was told what he ought to 
have known— quite possibly by the same 
young lady who had told me. I asked 
for it in writing and was given a letter 
(which I shall treasure) stating quite 


lucidly that I had not lied to him when 
I said already I had been told I did 
not need a visa. Then I fled. The fact 
that my taxi, in avoiding another in the 
docks, jammed its brakes on so hard 
that two men could not take them off 
again and I had to run the last two 
hundred yards cannot reasonably be 
blamed on America. 

But for the benefit of others similarly 
i born I suggest it is a mistake to try to 


do the right thing. Take a firm and 
illegal line. Get run over to New York 
disguised as a cask of rum. You ’ll have 
far less trouble. A. A. 


Our Flying Fishes. 

“Haddocks Soar at liOSSiEMOUTH.” 

Sunday Pa^jer, 

This spirit of emulation may be flatter- 
ing to the Premier, but it is to be hoped 
that it will not spread to the whales. 
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-r/i -rutf Tm i^iec ‘‘Well, I Sank into me ricli seat, Mr. with the race. Is it the like of that 
MR. MAFFERTY GOES TO THE TALKIEd. Heather, an* I closed me tired eyes, for talk Mr. Hoover does be talkin’ to Mr. 

It ’ s a wonder I ’m alive,” said Mr. I*d heard tell it’s the great rest the Hamsay MacDonald, an* they cementin’ 
Mafferty. ‘‘For I *ve just been to the people have in them places, an’ they the nations with a holy glue?’ ‘It 
talkies itself, an’ it’s thrown out I was. holdin* hands or sleepin’iikePeace itself, might,* says he. ‘ Well, it is not,* says 
“At the end of me own street, Mr. But I couldn’t sleep at all, Mr. Heather, I. ‘An*, if it ’slanguage, will you tell me 
Heather, an* that ’s a fine little peace- by reason of the quare strange noises, now, do you understand a blessed word 
able street was built in the eighteenth So I opened me eyes an* I looked at the the young girl is sayin*; the one with 
century, one house at a time — at the end pictures, an* begob, Mr. Heather, it was bare legs changin’ her under-clothes ? ’ 
of me own street, I ’m sayin*, they ’ve the strangest noise I even set eyes on 1 ‘ I do not,* says he ; ‘ why would I at 
raised up a grand new picture-palace, I see a young girl with no clothes on all? * ‘ It *s well for you,’ says I, ‘ that 
or talkie-drome, or noise-park, or the nearly, an’ what she had she was have an arm round a young lady, an’ 
divil knows what (for indeed there ’s no takin’ off, for I found in a short while Fe huggin’ her in the darkness. Maybe 
knowin’ what name they’d be puttin’ it ’s a cabaret-girl she was, an’ she makin* the noise is pleasin’ to you,’ says I, 
to this an* that at the present time, an’ a loud quarrel in the dressin’-room ‘ an’ it drownin’ the sound of your loud 
they away in their minds with vulgarity with one of the young gintlemen she caresses an* endearin’ words. But it’s 
an* riches an’ a poor education). It did be lovin’. They was both makin’ a poor thing, I ’m thinkin’, for the like 
stands up over the quiet little houses noises the like of no noise meself has of meself that have come into this place 
the way you’d see a hippopotamus heard anny place before, savin’ the yor peace an* quietness — it ’s a lonesome 


rampagin’ among the 
young lambs. The front 
of it is white tiles, like 
a public wash-house as 
large as the Stock Ex- 
change; an’ the back 
an’ sides of it is sad 
dirty bricks like a pub- 
lic prison. Isn’t it a 
wonder now they 
wouldn’t employ a good 
architect to build an 
eyesore the like of that 
one ? 

“But it’s a grand 
place within, surely, 
I ’m thinkin’ if the 
Queen of Sheba herself 
set foot in it she ’d 
creep off quietly an’ go 
to her own place with 
shy thoughts an’ a 
humble heart. There ’s 
great fellers standin’ 

■ without in admirals’ 
uniforms, no less; an’ 
there’s marble pillars 
in the hall, an’ the moon 








Neiu Waiter. “Are you quite sure you^ts finished, Madaivi?’* 
Madam. “ Quite, thank you.” 

New Waite?'. “I was only thinking- that if you could manage a 

BIT MORE THIS SUM mGHT COME RIGHT.” 


thing, I ’m sayin’, to sit 
in the black night with 
the sound of she-bears 
howdin’ in the woods or 
sick cows dyin’ on the 
hills of Kilbay,’ ‘Hold 
your peace,’ says he, 

‘ or I ’ll call one of them 
Colonels of Cavalry an’ 
she ’ll send for an Ad- 
miral itself.’ • The holy 
angels be about your 
bed,’ says I, ‘ an’ about 
your board from this 
night to the world's end! 
Let you give the lady a 
great hug an’ not be 
mindin’ me at all.’ -* I 
will not,’ says he, an’ 
he kisses the girl again. 

‘‘‘ Well, I wouldn’t 
wonder at your doin’ 
the like of that,’ says I, 
‘ an’ you lookin’ at pic- 
tures the like of this one. 
I never see so many 
kisses before. Begob, 
for two dead poppies I ’d 


an’ stars in the ceilin’, an’ golden stones Zoological Gardens only. There’s a kiss the girl meself I Did you see that 
under your feet ; an’ there’s fountains quare strange animal in the western now?’ ‘I did not,’ says he. ‘W^l, that’s 
in the corners of the stairs, an’ deep end of them Gardens, Mr. Heather, is a hard thing,’ says I, ‘ for there was two 
carpets inthecorridors a man wouldsink fed at four in the afternoon. I misre- couples kissin’ at the same time, this 
in the length of his neck, if he should member the name of it, Mr. Heather, gintleman that did the murder an’ the 
be loiterin’ by the way. An’ there’s but it was the like of that noise the crea- lady with the legs, an’ the gintleman 
girls dressedlike colonels in the Austrian ture makes from three to four each day, with thepistol an' the blonde with a bare 
cavalry do be waftin’ the people to their an’ it howlin’ for raw meat. Maybe you back an’ it shinin’ like a side of beef on 
seats with fairy-lights in the darkness, know the one is in me mind. Saturday night. There’s five blondes in 

An’ you have a seat for ninepence is “ Well, I turns to the gintleman sits this picture, I ’m thinkin’, an’ all as like 
like the armchairs of emperors a young beside me, an’ be kissin* a lady at the as two blondes. Bedad, they ’re kissin’ 
man could sleep in the rest of his days, time, God forgive me, but how would again 1 Give her another hug, Mister, 
An’ the hall ’s as large as St. Paul’s I expect the like of that in a public to relieve me poor feelin’s 1’ ‘1 will 

Cathedral, an* there ’s lighted grottoes place ? An’ I says, ‘ What noise is that ? ’ so,’ says he ; and every time he sees me 
in the walls an’ Mexican scenery an’ says I. ‘What noise at all? ’ says he, blood’s on fire with the long kisses in 
the Italian lakes an’ the divil knows a‘ small piece angry by reason of the the picture he relieves me feelin’s on 

what besides. An’ it has the world’s interruption. ‘ The noise in me ears,’ the lady, an’ she smilin’ mischief at me 

great^t organ in it, though they do say says I. ‘ The noise in this place, though under his bowler hat with the fine eyes 
there’s no picture-palace in the world the divil himself could say from what she had on her. the creature. ‘Well, 

.these days hasn’t the world’s greatest place it comes at all’ ‘That’s the it ’s a quare kind feller you are,’ says I 

or^n. That ’s what one of the Admirals American language,’ says he. ‘ It is at last, ‘ an’ you takin’ that trouble for 
told na©,.an’ why would he tell me a lie ? not then,’ says I, ‘ for I ’m acquainted a strange man. But why wouldn’t the 
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lady sit between us now,* the way I 
could save you the trouble an’ not be 
takin’-your mind from the picture?’ 

* She would not,’ says he. * I would so,’ 
says the girl, and, by me uncle’s mare, 
she rises up an’ sits her down beside 
me, the darlin’. 

.* But it ’spoor satisfaction I had out 
of that, Mr. Heather, for at that livin’ 
instant up comes the Manager an’ one 
of the Admirals with a great torch 
shinin’ on us ; ~ an’ the Manager says 
will we go out of that place, the three 
of us, by reason of the scandal an’ noise 
ourselves was makin’ among the people. 

< Scandal, is it ? ’ says I. * Will you tell 
me now what day it is ? ’ * ’Tis the 
27th of October,’ says he. ‘’Tis the! 
Lord’s'Day,’ says I. ‘ ’Tis neither here 
nor there,’ says the Admiral, seizin’ the 
back of me throat. ‘ It is so, surel3%’ 
say I. • ‘ Think shame of yourself, Mr. 
Manager,* says I, ‘to - be enticin’ 
decent folks on the Sabbath evenin’ an’ 
inflamin’ their passions with pictures 
the like of that one. Is there no place 
in the world but Broadway, America? 
An’ is there nobody in Broadway but 
bootleggers an’ homicides an’ girls in 
the chorus, an* they talkin’ the talk of 
Bedlam ? An’ have they nothin’ to do 
but kissin’ an’ revolver-shootin’ ? ’ ‘ Let 
you go out now,’, says the Manager, 


givin’ me a push. ‘ I ’ll have the law on 
you,’ says I, ‘forcorruptin’ me emotions. 
I wonder now you haven’t the whole 
audience huggin’ an’ kissin’ an’ usin’ 
fire-arms after the things they ’ve seen 
this night. An’ I wonder them Ameri- 
can kissin’s an’ shootin’s is lawful in 
London on the Lord’s Day but not the 
plays of Shakespe.\kb himself. An’ 
it is the wonder of the world Mr. Eam- 
SAY MacDo^^ald would not be payin’ a 
visit to Hollywood, an’ be waterin’ the 
Western Hemisphere with ideals an’ 
good words. Ideals, is it? Disarma- 
ment, is it? W'’hat harm in the world 
can ten battleships do to equal one pic- 
ture the like of that one ? ’ * Hold his 
arms,’ says the Manager; an’ at that 
moment up rises the key-board of the 
organ -out of the floor itself, with a 
little organist feller in it, like it might be 
the Bairy Queen in a pantomime, an’ he 
illuminated with the purple limelig;lit. 
An’ he begins to play a little jigglin’ kind 
of a dance-tune on the world’s greatest 
organ. An! says I to the Manager the 
time they carried me out, ‘ ’T4s the 
noblest instrument of music, the organ, 
Mr. Manager; an’ even on that you 
play lascivious tunes.’ 

“ So they flung me through the door 
into the cold street. ’Tis a quare hard 
world.” ' A, P, H. 


Jix Jumps to Glory. 

“A useful resolution on the observance of 
Sunday was proposed by the Kt. Rev. Lord 
Brentford .” — Sttssex Pajper, 

Such rapid promotion as this of Jix is 
unparalleled in. the Church. 

“ A sum of money has been presented by Mr. 
Percival Leigh "to provide a gold medal for 
award annually in the School of Dentistry.” 

Daily Paper. 

Surely it should have been a gold crown. 


“Douglas Fairbanks tells how he set to 
work to absorb all the Shakespearian atmo- 
sphere before his wife and he began the making 
of this picture ,” — Daily Papers 

Portunateljs at least some of the at- 
mosphere will be released again for 
public use shortly. 

“Front wheel skids arc far more dangerous 
than rear wheel skids, as the latter can be 
cured easily by turning into them.” 

Daily Paper. 

We have never succeeded in becoming 
a rear-wheel skid, but you should see 
our imitation of a magneto. 

“The Archbishop of York tapping the foun- 
dation stone Avith the Bishop of Barking,” 
Caption in Daily Paper. 

This is of course preferable to the Arch- 
bishop of Yoek tapping the Bishop of 
Baekikg- with the foundation stone. 
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GRAY UP TO DATE. 

[Sii: Herbert Austin has suggested that 
Gray *‘had othei’ inspiration for his Elegy 
than that gained from his contemplation of 
the moss-gro\Tn tombstones of a country 
churchyaid,” and that “the very best place 
for soliloquising on might-have-beens Avould 
surely be a -window looking out on to a big 
city.’’ The following lines, which in many 
cases embody Sir Herbert’s lofty diction, are 
an attempt to adapt Gray’s somewhat nnprae- 
ticai views to the more strenuous tone de- 
manded by such a setting.] 

The opening pnb salutes the close of 
day ; 

The hour has struck that sets the 
woiker free ; 

The staff have fled to fight their home- 
ward way 

And left the office to the char and me. 

Hushed are the strident tones of harsh 
command 

That oft the poet’s reverie disturb ; 
Uncensiired at the window I may stand 
And muse upon the crowds that 
throng the kerb. 

In swarming thoroughfare and raucous 
mart 

What countless hosts will Contem- 
plation find 

Who drift through life unnoticed and 
depart, 

And hardly leave a halfpenny behind. 

Yet not to Fate let Sentiment impute 
Their inability to rise to fame ; 

Tis lack of gumption keeps these 
Miltons mute ; 

The Inefficient have themselves to 
blame. 

How many of those who tread life’s 
busy scene 

The rdle of super are content to fill ! 
How many a man is labelled might- 
have-been 

Because he failed to practise mental 
drill ! 

The infant Einstein and the peasant’s 
son 

Have got -the same-gized brain be- 
neath their thatch ; 

At level weights the Fortune Stakes 
are run ; 

All starters in- life’s Marathon are 
scratch. 

Yet they who hope to win a kind regard 
From Opportunity must first of all 
Locate her coy retreat, and leave a 
card 

Soliciting the honour of a call. 

;’Tis not enough to sit at home and 
curse 

While others gain the prizes in life’s 
^bool; 

A gate eft^ure may suit a poet’s verse, 
Bn% merely stamps its occupant a fool. 

For thee, who dost in these few lines 
bestow 

Such sound advice upon the aimless 
mob, 

Should some admiring reader seek to 
know 

How thou didst grapple with thy 
daily job — 

Haply some bowler-hatted clerk may 
say, 

“Oft have we heard him chid for 
being slack ; 

He was a wash-out, was our Mr. 
Gray, 

And in the end he got the well- 
earned sack.” 

IF 1 MIGHT SUGGEST IT. 

My brother George’s attitude towards 
his children has sometimes, I confess, 
struck me as a little detached. This 
is no doubt partly because his main 
interest in life is centred on the reduction 
of his golf-handicap to single figures; 
bub in any case his theory is that during 
the early stages the male parent hardly 
counts. Later on, he says, when the 
young beggars are old enough to swing 
a club, his turn will come and he will 
take them seriously in hand, by Jove ! 
Meanwhile he is really better ont of 
the way. 

Once, I remember, in a moment of 
unwonted enthusiasm he boasted to me 
that he knew them all by name. This 
may or may not have been true, but I 
am prepared to swear that on another 
occasion, when I caught him off his 
guard and asked him suddenly how 
many of them there were, he replied in 
a very confused way, “ Eight — er — that 
is, I mean five.” The correct answer, as 
subsequently supplied by Mrs. George, 
who is seldom at fault in matters of 
domestic detail, was, at this particular 
date, six. 

Personally, I do not dislike small 
children, not, that is, in their proper 
place, which I maintain is in bed. Often 
of an evening, when I am smoking a 
quiet cigar writh George in the library 
and my nephews and nieces have been 
washed and put away upstairs, my 
thoughts dwell on them with consider- 
able affection. Nay, I will go further. 
Even in the daytime, provided they 
have been securely fastened in their 
chairs, I can sit at table with them in 
a spirit if not of absolute equanimity 
at any rate of something approaching 
resignation. But I was never one of 
your performing uncles. It gives me 
no pleasure to cover myself with a 
hearthrug and enact the painful part 
of a grizzly bear lying in wait for its 
prey behind the drawing-room door, 
and I have always held that a pocket- 
handkerchief vras primarily designed by 

Providence for blowing the nose and 
not for conversion into the upper works 
of a white rabbit. 

Such are the views held by George 
and myself respectively, and it is per- 
haps hardly surprising that they have 
failed to gain Mrs. George’s whole- 
hearted approval . Indeed I have reason 
to believe that, as far as my avuncular 
activities are concerned, she regards 
me as a pure wash-out. For George, 
naturally enough, she is more inclined 
to make allowances, but the poor fellow 
no longer occupies the pedestal on 
which he stood some few years ago. 
She still feeds him morning and even- 
ing, but the real business of life only 
begins when, after shooing him off: to 
the office at 8.45, she climbs up to the 
nursery and becomes immersed in syrup 
of figs and infant undies and all the other 
whatnots that appeal so strongly to the 
maternal soul. 

It has long been evident to me that 
drastic changes are necessary in our 
present-day methods of rearing the 
human young, and after careful con- 
sideration I venture to suggest a plan 
which I am convinced would prove of 
incalculable benefit to all parties. Like 
so many other great ideas it is extremely 
simple. For the first ten years of its 
life every child should be brought up 
under an ansBsthetic. 

Think of the difference this would 
make to thousands of households. Mrs. 
George, for instance, would be at 
liberty to revive the forgotten interests 
of pre-nuptial days and join us at a 
matinie or at tennis or on the links. 
The necessity of administering the little 
daily dose would fade into a mere 
memory, the dim shadow of an old un- 
happy dream, and woollen underwear, 
at any rate for the children, would be 
an encumbrance of the past, since all 
they would need would be pyjamas. 

And the youngsters — ^what a chance 
for them 1 Banged in rows in their little 
beds they would slumber tranquilly on, 
growing bigger and stronger year by 
year, shielded from the devastating woes 
and passions of early youth, immune 
from the ravages of mumps, measles, 
scarlet fever, chicken-pox and whooping- 
cough, and with all this costing Daddy 
practically nothing. 

How differently, too, in an uncle’s 
ears would sound the invitation to “drop 
in and see the children this evening ” I I 
should love to see them at any time. 

I would even consent to be left abso- 
lutely alone with them. Sitting in an 
armchair with a pipe by the nursery fire, 

I would gaze tenderly on their placid 
faces and muse on the days when each 
of them in turn would at last be awak- 
ened from its long sleep and packed off 
to a boarding-school. 



October 30, 1929.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARI VA.R[, 4^5 



TO “THE LONDONER” 

(On his resumption, after a lo7ig illness, of his articles in “ The Evening News 


Good “ Londoner,” whom we have sorely missed 
Duriog your absence from the active list, 

Lover of everything of good report 
And ex-Lieutenant of the Inns of Court, 

Whose musings, imperturbably urbane, 

Eebuke the foolish and refresh the sane, 
Expressed in limpid unaffected prose 
Without a touch of pedantry or pose — 

Punch, to whose heart good Londoners are dear, 
Hails your recovery with cordial cheer. 

Let other chroniclers with scream and stunt 
And forced facetiousness our taste affront, 

A worthier aim you steadfastly pursue. 
Embracing past and present in your view, 


Whose fancy, travelling on unfettered wings, 
Eecalls the grace of old forgotten things 
To men of shorter memories, and yet 
Indulges in no querulous regret 
Eor suns that have irrevocably set. 

Long may the pageant of our bustling age 
Your calm yet searching scrutiny engage; 
Long may 3 "ou gather golden grain and bind 
Sheaves lor the harvest of a quiet mind ; 
Long may you live to watch with gaze 
serene 

The lure of London’s ever-changing scene, 
And make, where’er your banner is unfurled, 
A green oasis in a dusty world ! 
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nwQ subject of so much archaeological to Gas Depot 15) a magnificent section 

THE PYLONS dispute. The main mooring-pillar of the of a stucco residential suburb once 

{Being the transcrijpt of a not improh- sky-buses in Trafalgar Circle is sup- known as Bayswater. The pigeon 
aUe mdiologne, dated 21.29 a.d.). posed to have bsensurmountedorigina-liy sanctuary in the City, near the vast pile 
Once again we are threatened with by a figure of Nelson himself, and which replaces our two-hundred-year- 
a historic^d calamity. It is proposed hidden away amongst the towering old Bank, was formerly St. Paul’s. And, 
to uproot the graceful pylons which architeelure of cosmopolitan flat-land though nothing is left either of the 
adorn the line of the Susses Downs the tiny Albert Memorial takes us back Temple or the Law Courts, those edi- 
and are the sole relics of the electricity to the forgotten glories of the mid- flees which once served the savage 
cable which carried light and power to Victorian, perhaps the finest, period of passions of a vindictive and non-humani- 
our forefathers along the Southern English monumental art. The great tarian age, there is a small landmark in 
Coast. monolithnear the ruins of Westminster the fine old dragon near the venerable 

In this hurrying age of atomic energy Bridge reminds us for how many cen- offices of Bujicli. 
we are all too prone to destroy the turiestheofficialseat of the Government And now it is proposed to demolish 
stately relics of the mechanised civilisa- lingered in the Metropolis before it was the traces of the cable towers on the 
tion which preceded ns, but is none the found necessary, for the purposes of Downs as completely as the traces of the 
less a part and parcel of our Eoman roads which preceded 

heritage. Possibly it was ever them, as completely as the stout 

thus. No good specimen re- J little windmills of intermediate 

mains of an ancient Eoman villa, A ff antiquity. Quoiisqne tandem^ 

and the removal of Stonehenge ^ is stated that the pylons in- 
to Detroit sho’ws how far Anglo- terfere with the low-%ing ray- 

Saxon vandalism has been able /v service of the United Euro- 

to proceed in recent years. pean Postal Syndicate, which 

Yet we still have honoured I drops packets at Brighton and 

memorials preserved to us from / f Eastbourne and other outlying 

the past. The wild quadruped \\jW ' i parts of the Metropolis before 

reservation in South ikncashire I # J proceeding to the North London 

contains specimens of the bad- Distributing Bureau; But is 

ger, the horse, the rabbit arid WV fr the graceful outline of these 

the once domesticated ox, as ' pillars, which so subtly harmon- 

familiar in former days to ises with the contours of what 

Englishmen as the nightingales m Wilhelmina Stitch, the poetess 

and bullfinches of our back- j j Peace, long ago called 

gardens. But the old specimen ^ Those lovely downs with 

of a steam cotton mill, which / their dear crowns,” 

used to stand there, has fallen / 1\ \ to he marred by a mere matter 

into decay, and it is only through / I of bureaucratic routine ? What 

the munificence of the late ^ f/r I airship or two does get 

Comrade Bentinck that the ro- / tangled up in the pylons ? Can 

mantic subterranean labyrinths f( loose, and fly a 

of one of our obsolete Midland \ little higher next time? Metal- 

coal-mines can still be visited ^ \ ( j ^ vanished art. 

by the curious. A - -V -s But because it has been re- 

The leTelling for beam-ship PA //') placed by papier-mache, by 

platformsof so many hills, dot ted ^ ^ V. f celluloid and by solidified milk, 

with their beautiful if fragile we should cherish all the more 

examples of Meso-Georgian brick dearly those fragments of it 

architecture, has left us with Rueaji eostman catches the brighter sribit. which have been handed down 

little rising ground south of the 1_ ! through the ages. There must 

Trent save certain selected portions of radiopathic communication, to remove j be few of us who have not seen a rust- 
the Ootswolds, Dartmoor, the Hog’s it to Salisbm'y Plain. ing piece of iron in the grass, and 

Back, Hampstead Heath and the South Nor should we ever forget that the pictured in imagination the gay old 
Downs themselves. If a patriotic Com- building now occupied by the Folklore daj's and the sporting traditions of the 


known as Bayswater. The pigeon 
sanctuary in the City, near the vast pile 
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Eueal postman catches the brighter spirit. 


Eoman roads which preceded 
them, as completely as the stout 
little windmills of intermediate 
antiquity. Quoiisqne tandem ^ 
It is stated that the pylons in- 
terfere with the low-flying ray- 
mail service of the United Euro- 
pean Postal Syndicate, which 
drops packets at Brighton and 
Eastbourne and other outlying 
parts of the Metropolis before 
proceeding to the North London 
Distributing Bureau; But is 
the graceful outline of these 
. pillars, which so subtly harmon- 
; ises with the contours of what 
I Wilhelmina Stitch, the poetess 
of Peace, long ago called 
Those lovely downs with 
their dear crowns,” 

to be maiTed by a mere matter 
of bureaucratic routine ? What 
if an airship or two does get 
I tangled up in the pylons ? Can 
it not be cut loose, and fly a ; 
little higher next time? Metal- 
work is now a vanished art. 

But because it has been re- 
placed by papienmacJie, by 
celluloid and by solidified milk, 
we should cherish all the more 
dearly those fragments of it 
which have been handed down 
through the ages. There must 


Back, Hampstead Heath and the South Nor should we ever forget that the pictured in imagination the gay old 
Downs themselves. If a patriotic Com- building now occupied by the Folklore days and the sporting traditions of the 
munist Government had not preserved Club, which has done so much to resus- railroads; or observed in some museum 
Peacehaven and Morden foi\ us we citate the ancient “jazz” dancing of the the delicate spiral instruments employed 
should have but little idea of the quaint country side, once contained the peculiar by our forbears to extract from glass 
old bungalow parks in which our debating-chamber known as the House bottles the alcoholic refreshment in 
grandfathers were wont to dwell. of Lords. On the Embankment itself we which they took so remarkable a de- 
^ London on the whole is rich in his- still have the statue of Lawson, though light. 

torical survivals. Beneath the cellars the titanic marble Bbaveebrook has Long ago the cables carried by these 
of the old block of offices at St. James’s crumbled away. towers meant half the amenities of 

ParkjWiththeirprimitivecarvingsrepre- In the central hall of the Synthetic civilisation to those who nov7 moulder 
seating Night and Day, there is to be Food Factory on the south side of the beneath the sod. A nation rooted in | 
found an Mmost totally intact under- river is a working model of a motor- tradition is a nation strong. Let us 
ground railway-station of the twentieth omnibus, and we are indebted to the oppose the Philistines who would rob 
century, with its marvellously intricate Antiquarian Society for the preserva- us of all beauty. Let us keep our 
gate-work and its small hutohdike con- tion of a two-hundred-year-old garage, ancient pylons to remind us of the days 
trivances, the use of which has formed a three- hundred-year-old inn and (close that were. Evoe. 
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A LION IN THE WAY. 

‘ I ain't one o’ these ’ere lucky 


boathook into the slack of ’is trousis in you ? Well, ’e didn’t, ’e come from the 


time. 

“ Tom Baker got the job o’ lookin’ 


Western Islands — any’ow, ’im an’ me 
was on the mainy ard tarrin’ down when 


blokes,” said Bill as he whittled away arter the lion. ’E said ’e ’d worked in somethin’ made me glance on deck an’ 


at the bull of a miniature ship, pre- a menargerie afore ’e went to sea, an’ I seen a surprisin’ sight, 
sently to be enclosed in a whisky- bottle, that was why ’is face was so badly wore ; ‘‘ There come Seaboot Sam sprintin’ 

wot marries widders with comer pubs, but one o* the crowd wot knowed ’im round the corner o’ the galley as if the 
or gets adopted by childless millionaires said ’is w'ife was the menargerie, an’ ’e Devil was arter ’im. ’Is legs was goin’, 
wot ’s took a fancy to the shape o’ their come to sea to get away from ’er. Tom an’ ’is arms was goin’, an’ ’e ’dgot a sort 
noses. Never was ! - said the great thing with lions was not of an earnest look on ’is face as if ’e was 

An’ as for gratitood — Avell, it ’s my to overfeed ’em, so he used to skin a runnin’ for a purse o’ gold, 
belief as .such a thing don’t exist. I ’ve good whack off the lion’s rations every “ * Elio 1 ’ thinks I, ‘ wot ’s up ? ’ An’ 
saved two fellers’ lives in my puff, an’ clay an’ auction it in the foc’s’le arter- then I seen wot w^as up. 

I ain’t goin’ to save no more. One on wards. O’ course the lion couldn’t tell, Bound the corner, close be’ind ’im, 
’em was a fireman wot I fished out o’ but it ’d lay there lookin’ sulky-like an’ come the skipper’s lion. ’E was goin’ 
Barry Dock, an’ the fust thing ’e done make a noise every time one of us went a bit stiff, ’count of ’avin’ been in ’is 
when we’d emptied the water out of near its cage same as if it ’ad swallered cage so long, but ’e was warmin’ up to 
’im was to ask me for ’arf-a* dollar I a kipper bone. Tom Baker said it it nicely. ’E ’ad got an earnest look on 


’im was to ask me for ’arf-a* dollar 


An’ the other — ^well, I ’ll wanted Man. ’E said Man was its nat- 


spin you a bit of a yarn about 'im, 

was in one o’ them ships o 
McOstrich’sac the time, 
as was called arter dif- 
erent light’ouses, Ttos- 
Juir Nore Light, 

and setterer. The one '■ 

I was in was the Bar - 
Light, an’ W'ofc with one ^ 

thing an’ wot with an- 
other I tell you she 
was an ’ot shop. 

^^Old McOstrich vjf,,!-' 

warn’t wot you might ^ 

call sooperliewous with 
’is money, so it warn’t 
surprisin’ that ’is skip- , 

pers, specially if they m 

was married, used to do ||l 

a bit o’ tradin’ on their 
owm account whenever 
they got the chance. 

** Our Old Man’s par- 
tic’lar line was live- rr i 7 » 
stock. E never used to 


it nicely. ’E ’ad got an earnest look on 
’is face too, same as if ’e was wantin’ a 


eral food, an’ it was nothin’ but cruelty taste of ’is nateral diet the worst •way 


I stuffin’ of it with ’arness beef. So it I in the world. 







A ^I 'l 

w 










If® 


HiLshancl, “You never see mjh laugh when fou’rb buying a h. 4 t.’ 


An’ you bet your sweet 
' life if it ’adn’t been for 
me ’e ’d ’a’ got it an’ a 
pair 0’ leather sea-boots 
throwed in. 

‘ ‘ J list as the lion come 
abeam 0’ me I lets fly, 
fust with my brush an’ 
then with my tar-pot. I 
ketched ’im right amid- 
ships. An’ that done it. 
’E stopped as if ’e’d 
been shot, to look wot 
’it ’im, an’ that give 
Seaboot Sam time to 
shin into the foreriggin’ 
out of ’is way. 

Well, arter that the 
lion -went strollin’ about 
the ship, disappointed 
like, smellin* at things. 
’E blow'ed down the 
foc’s’le hatch, same as 


stocic. ^ ii. never used to i — ^ ^ ^ ; !a cat blowin’ doYvn a 

come 'ome \yithout a lot 0’ cages w’itli was — ^partic’lar the sort McOstrich’s mouse’ole, an’ the yell the watch below 
birds or animals o’ some sort in ’em ships carried. give fair scared ’im off'. Then ’e went 

lashed under the break o’ the poop. One “ The mate we ’ad that voyage went along to the galley, an’ the doctor 
time it ’d be monkeys, another time by the name o’ Seaboot Sam. ’E was shoved a pan of ’ot spuds in ’is face, 
small birds; once it was parrots, but, a big long. bony lump of a Bluenose, -Arter that, seein’ there warn’t nothin’ 
several other ski^ipers ’avin’ ’ad the .wdth ’ands like snatch - blocks — and better to be ’ad, ’e walks up on to 
same bright idea^ at the same time, feet! Well, they was yards ; an’ to make the poop an’ shoves ’is ’ead* into a 
parrots was goin’ in Liverpool that trip things worse ’e alius wore a thumpin’ barrel o’ pork the stoo’ard ’ad just been 
at a bit less than the price of a pint. great pair o’ seaboots on ’em. The yarn bustin’ open when the fun started. 

Artier that I suppose ’e thought ’e ’d went that once ’e’d got ’is feet into ‘‘’E got ’is ’ead in all right, but ’e 
go in for things as warn t so common, ’em ’e couldn’t get ’em out again. Wet couldn’t get it out again. An’ there ’e 
so he shipped a lively young crocodile or fine, them boots never come off, an’ was, spittin’ and snarlin’, an’ backin’ 
ome m ’is bath. ’E forgot to tell tlie I did 'ear tell that ’e slep! in ’em. all over the bloomin’ shop, for all the 

stoo’ard too, an’ the fust time ’e opened “An’ I tell you ’e was a fair terror 1 world like the galley cat with ’er ’ead 
the bathroom door ’e throwed a fit, ah’ Wot with ’olystonin’, an’ sand-an’-can- jammed in a salmon tin. Arter that 
’e went on throwin’ ’em all the way vasin’, an’ paintin’ down, an’, tarrin’ it warn’b long afore we ’ad ’im in a 


stoo’ard too, an’ the fust time ’e opened 
the bathroom door ’e throwed a fit, ah’ 
’e went on throwin’ ’em all the Yvay 
’ome. 


Wot with ’olystonin’, an’ sand-an’-can- 
vasin’, an’ paintin’ down, an’, tarrin’ 


. down, an’ rattlin’ down, our lives was a runnin’ bowlin’ and ’auled ’im into ’is 

“we was m Delagoa Bay next trip, burden ! cage, 

an’ wot must the skipper do but go an’ “ Well, we got into the Trades an’ the ^ “ We was all stood round talkin’ 
buy a lion. It Yvas a smallish sort of a spring-cleanin’ begun as per usual. Most about wot ’ad ’appened when up comes 
hon as lions go; but when the bosun o’ the ’ands was aloft, wariously em- Seaboot Sam, an’ stands lookir? at the 
come aboard with a skinful and seen it ployed, as they say in the log-books, an’ place where I ’d saved ’is life bv slingin’ 
lookm at im unexpected ’e let a yell me an’ a feller called Muiphy— you’d my tar-pot at the lion. Tidy oT splosh 
.Mdtuipbledrigbtoff the Jacobs ladder ’a* thought with a name like that ’e it ’ad made too. 
into the^dnnk, an’ I only just got the must ’ave come from Ireland, wouldn’t “‘Which 0’ you chaps done this?’ 
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ses ’e in a voice as trembled with emo- 
tion like the weather clew of a royal. 

‘ Me, Sir,’ ses I, an’ I steps for’ard, 
spittin’ on my ’and an’ wipin’ it on the 
seat of my dungarees, ready to be shook. 

“ Next thing I knowed was a roar as 
’ad the lion beat ’ollow, an’ a kick as 
landed me sprawdin’ ’ead over ’eels in 
the scuppers. 

“‘Look at my deck!’ yells Seaboot 
Sam. ‘ Ye blank-blank-blank-blankety 
son of a seacook 1 Look at my deck 1 ’ 

“ Well, I spent the best part o’ my 
watches below for a month gettin’ tha.t 
there splotch o’ tar out o’ the planks. 
An’ the next time as I see a bloke run- 
nin’ for ’is life with a wild h animal 
breathin’ on the seat of ’is pants” — 
here Bill paused, and then concluded 
with deep feeling — “ ’e can run, that ’s 
all 1 ” 0. E. S. 

A New Creation. 

“ Lewis Stone is a great favourite with Man- 
chester oincniagoors. His most recent big 
success was as Count Pablcw in ‘ Patriot.”^ 

Evening Pagjer. 

“ Parhleu, Count Palilen /” 


THE QUICKSILVER STANDARD. 

James felt misgiving, almost dread, 
When Labour entered into power ; 
Sagely to all his friends* he said, 

“ This is a gloomy hour ; ” 

But summer brought cerulean skies 
And sunshine gay and glad ; 

His spirits soon began to rise 
And he was heard in some surprise 
To state, “Well, after all, Eamsay is not 
too bad.” 

Its golden course the summer ran ; 

His customary pallid cheek 
Now covered by a healthy tan, 
James mellowed week by week ; 
His fortnight’s holiday was spent 
Without a drop of rain, 

And he was perfectly content 
To have a Labour Government 
Eule for the next five years and get 
returned again. 

The weather broke, the sun’s bright 
lamp 

Was veiled by autumn mists and 
tears. 


And James, whose feet were often 
damp, 

Eenewed his former fears ; 

A subsequent attack of ’flu 
Intensified his gloom : 

He lost his buoyancy, and through 
His sneezes be announced the view 
That Socialism was bound to spell the 
Empire’s doom. 

It only needs a frost to crack 

His pipes and cause a horrid flood ; 
A gale to blow his fences back 
And lay them in the mud ; 
Emitting squeals of great distress 
James will proceed to show, 

By means of letters to the Press, 
How things are in a shocking mess 
And how (his final word) the Govern- 
ment must go. 


“Mr. Bernard Nedell, who first attractod 
London playgoers as the bad bootlegger of 
‘Broadway* (the play, not the film), is sin- 
isterly debonair on a sufficiently low keg, an 
excellent thing in villains.*’ 

Theatrical report i)h Daily Pax^r, 

But nob in bootleggers. 







T101. I 

‘‘"What’s in a name? That which \yo call 
Z37KMii 

By any other combination of letters and 
numerals would smell as s\veet.” 

SllAKESPH.inE. 

Turning over the sad files of my past 
writings I came upon the following 
rather splendid' passage, printed and 
published in London in October 1924: — 

Why is an aeroplane never given a 
name ? The wildest dream of man has 
always heen to fly. The air should he 
easily the most poetical of the elements, 

. . . And it seems to me extraordinary 
that after all these years of conquering 
the air the triumphant * bmls ’ %vhich 
Man has made slmdd still sail over us 
labelled lihe taxi-cabs — GE5QM and 
so forth. Even when we make an im- 
mense airship^ a thing which is almost 
beautiful, we do not give if a beautiful 
name; tve call it Jlsi” 

Alas, how vain are the labours of 
the scribe 1 Five years have passed and 
; now in October 1929 I read in The 
: Times that our excellent Air Minister, 

; 14^/Thomson, opening an infirmary 
bazaar at Dewsbiu'y, said — 


“ People are always ashing me to give 
'a name to BlOl. Personally I hope it 
will mahe its repxitation loitli that name. 
If I know anything about ike loyal men 
tvho man it it is that they ivould like to 
stick to BlOl.'" 

Previously, however, it was unoffi- 
cially reported that a name was being 
considered ; so by the time these words 
appear the* thing may be done. Be 
that as it may, it is worth while to con- ’ 
sider the views of what I may call the 
Digital School of Nomenclature, for 
they seem to be abandoning the defen- 
sive for the offensive. Women under 
my own roof, contrary as ever, have 
actually maintained, with Lord Thom- 
son, that numbers are better than 
names. “ Very well,” I replied , Wife 
of my Bosom No. 3K, I ain going out 
now to look for Old’ Flame No. Q16.” 
And after that not much more was 
said. 

True, there can be poetry in numbers, 
and they can become the symbols of 
sentiment and affection, I have no doubt 
that “ the loyal crew ”of HM.S,Bevenge, 
if they -had gone into battle in a ship 
called" SX6S7M, would have clung to 
that title — those who survived. But I 


doubt if Lord* Tennyson would have 
written : — 

“ Sir Bichard spoke and he laugh’d, and we 
roared a hurrah, and so 
The little ,9X587M ran' on sheer into the 
heart of the foe. 

I(C « * * * 

And the \Yhole sea plunged and fell on the 
shot-shattered navy of Spain, 

And the little herself went down by 

the island crags 

To he lost evermore in the main.” 

True, again, there have been divisions, 
regiments and submarines (not to men- 
tion convicts) which have, so to speak, 
made a nuraber ” for themselves ; but 
these numbers pass quickly from our 
minds. Who now can say off-hand the 
nuniber of the heroic submarines of 
the Dardanelles — or one of them? I 
can*t. Can you? Then there was a 
celebrated battery L — — some- 

thing, I think. But L what? I re- 
member clearly what happened to cer- 
tain ships called the Victory^ theBevenge, 
the Birkenhead, the Dressy, the Ahoukir 
and many others. ** Their name liveth 
for evermore.” But who can say which 
of those great and gallant submarines 
— ^the E-boats — ^were sunk in battle cr 
survive to-day? I can’t, though a 
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brother of mine was in one of them. 

Their number 11 vet h for evermore,” 
Does it ? 

Perhaps I am %Yrong. But, if so, let 
us face what logically follows. If it is 
right to have tivo airships known only 
by numbers it is right to have twenty — 
or two hundred ; and Lord Thomson 
wants to have a great many. And in 
the enci they wall all be lost in the same 
numerical mass as the K-boats are. 

And if it is best to number the birds of 
our own making we must allow that 
there is really nothing to be said for 
giving names to the birds of the air — 
or indeed to anything else. Shelley’s 
well-known Ode to Bird 57 will have to 
be re-written and much more of our 
literature as well. But poetry must give 
^vay to effieienc^a Already the streets 
in America are known by numbers, and 
this is said to save much trouble and 
time. (In Philadelphia once I called 
on a man who lived, I think, at 
3187 Myrtle Street, and I entered the 
street at No. 26.) Let us go further and 
give simple numbers to the trees and 
flowei's whose names are so elusive. 
Wildflower Genus A4 Species 538, will 
be so much easier than the Lesser Bee- 
wort. Let us number the stars and the 
rivers, the beasts and fishes, our kings, 
ourselves and our young. Lord Thomson 
himself, no doubt, wall lead the new 
movement. Give a dog a bad number 
and hang him,” they say. But Lord 
Thomson shall have a good number. 
There are two-hundred- and-twenty-nine 
Thomsons in the telephone-book (not 
counting the Thompsons). He shall be 
TlOl. 

Life wall be much easier for the 
harassed parents, arguing over their 
nameless babes — T 101, Child 1, 2 or 3 
(M, or F.), and the thing is done. But 
w^e shall have to alter the Catechism : — 

Q. "What is your number ? 

A. G or 7, 

(?. AVho gave you this number? 

A. My godfathers and godmothers at my 
registration, at which they did vow three 
things in my number . , . 

x\nd so on. But will it be quite the 
same thing? 

Much of our literature, as I have said, 
will soon be out of date, and to the 
next generation passages like “ Tenderly 
she breathed the beloved name ” will 
have no meaning whatever, for they 
will be breathing beloved bits of algebra. 
On the other hand w^hat a chance for 
authors ; they can begin all over again ! 
‘•Paramour Number X823BQ,” he 
hissed, “have you forgotten the night 
at Town 38, County Borough 1677 ? ” 

“ No, no, 569023Y,” the woman mur- 
mured ; “ the number is graven on my 
heart,” 

“ Call me sweet digits, dear,” he said. 










mm 



















L^tiU Giil {in a Uage wlmper), “MuaniY, that gentleman's not entirely 
English, is he?” 

“569023Y,” she whispered slowly. Thou smilest, but thou dost not speak. 




» Dear integers ! To me' they are the ‘Tx-lGBr’' 

sweetest soxind in all the world. Wiiati wantest tlioii? Wlioin dost tliou 

Most of the old-fashioned poetry, no seek, 

doubt, could be amended without much 2X— IGB ? ” 

dijSicultv. This runs well enough, I t>iai • i 

think same, if ElOl is not to have 

^ * . , . a name I refuse to pav for the darned 

‘‘Who steals my purse steals trash. ’Tis A P TT 

something, iiothiug. — - = 

'Twas mine, ’tis his, and has lecn slave Horrors, 

to thousands ; 

But he that filches from me mv good “ Wc are ‘ settling down’ for the winter. It 
number * really a horrible thought, but it is none the 

Bobs me,” et-cetera.— S/WAXwjr.ii:.':. less true. St. Literary Society opens 

I'lGxt Monday week with a social.” 

And the Ballad ofOriana W’-ould sutler Sussex Paper, 

very little from the omission of Oriana 

“ Attention 

The B,<lLI.ad op SX— IGB. -booted go to 

“ 0 breaking heart that will not break, The —1- Co. , Paris."— in Fans. 

O pale, pale facl^TswSt and meek, Thank you, but we preCei' to have our 

2X— 1GB ! chudreii disciplined in the home circle. 


South Coast Horrors. 

“ Wc are ‘ settling down’ for the winter. It 
is really a horrible thought, but it is none the 

less true. S t . Literary Society opens 

next Monday week with a social.” 

Sussex Paper, 

“ Attention. 

Eor youi* children to be well booted go to 
d?he Co., Paris.” — Advt, in Pans, 

Thank you, but we prefer to have our 
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Egbert} was aware of her the moment 
he got out of the train. Her smile was 
wide, her eyes was azure and many 
times life-size. She was smoking a 
choice brand of Oiriental cigarette, as 
explained by the legend that partly oc- 
cluded her left shoulder and half of her 
perfect breast. 

Actually she was a revolving advert- 
isement, but Egbert was too dazzled to 
notice this until her features became 
suddenly discomposed, and there ap- 
peared, where her smile had been, a 
dining-room suite in the Jacobean 
manner, and across her eyes a scroll 
advertising higher purchase facilities on 
exceptionally liberal terms. He consoled 
himself, however, with the thought that 
she would come again ; and so indeed 
she did; for after the Jacobean suite 
had become a motor-car, the motor-car 
an athlete drinking beer, the athlete 
a drapery establishment, then finally 
from a Gargantuan pound of breakfast- 
sausages the lady of his delight was 
mysteriously reborn, complete with 
ci^rette. 

By this time, of course, Egbert was 
definitely late for business, and when he 
got to the office had to sign the attend- 
ance book below the line, which, as in 
bridge, adds nothing to one’s honours’ 
score. But he decided that it was worth 
it and planned to see her again at 
luncheon-time and yet again on his way 
home, even if he had to miss his usual 
train. The duration of his bliss was 
rationed into two-minute spans, whereof 
the luncheon interval, extended to the 
utmost of its exiguous limits, afforded 
barely three. In the evening, however, 
the number of these Ute-d-tete was 
qualified only by his distaste for cold 
dinners. 

Once, to his rapture, she lingered 
twice her allotted time, but as he was 
treated to equally protracted visions of 
everything else from furniture to pork 
sausages, he was unable to stay for her 
' second coming and went away feeling 
■ that he had been cheated after all. And 
once the mechanism was out of order 
and revolved unceasingly, producing a 
horrid amalgam wherein smiling lips 
were seen to hover over the athlete’s 
tankard and azure eyes merged into the 
headlights of the motor-car. On that 
day he returned to the office distraught 
and achieved three blots in his ledger 
to relieve his feelings. Mostly, however, 
she was punctual and kept their two- 
minute trysts with fidelity. 

At last it occurred to him that most 
^otures, even those destined to be re- 
^yolving advertisements, are painted 
from model and that all his future 
, , a® well as his prospects at 


the office (where the time he took over 
his luncheon was beginning to excite 
unfavourable comment), depended on 
his finding the original of this one. 

Having addressed himself to the 
Publicity Syndicate responsible for the 
advertisement, he received a sympa- 
thetic reply, for they believed that he 
was about to contract for the display of 
a similar advertisement on the largest 
scale. The mistake was due to Egbert’s 
inveterate habit of using the firm’s 
notepaper for his private correspond- 
ence, and when, in a burning letter from 
his boarding-house, he at length revealed 
to them his heart, the Syndicate lost 
interest at once. 

But Egbert refused to admit defeat. 






lilE. Tom Shaw (Secretary of State for 
W'ar) tries on his new tunic. 

[We are promised a heavy cut in the Army 
Estimates.] 

He decided that he would frequent 
Bohemia, so far as this might be done 
on a beer basis and after office hours, 
for he hoped that sooner or later in 
some dark caffi where artists foregather 
someone would speak of the supreme 
model of his career and so he would learn 
her name and address. And in the full- 
ness of time he did meet her, though 
not quite like that but by his own initi- 
ative in a bus passing MuswellHill, and, 
after exposing to her the state of his 
feelings and his bank balance, and hav- 
ing arranged to take his annual leave 
at the wrong time of the year, he be- 
came entitled to call his own the wide 
wide smile that had launched a thou- 
sand cigarettes, and the azure eyes 
that seemed to have suffered ever so 
little by reduction to mere human com- 
pass. 


He endeavoured always to maintain 
her on the choice blend of Oriental 
tobacco she was smoking when first he 
saw her, and they were very happy. 
vYith increasing frequency, however, 
in the years that followed he would ask, 
as he gazed upon her, ‘‘Barling, will 
you never change ? ” And she^ smiling 
more widely than ever, would consider 
the moment a propitious one for touch- 
ing him for a new hat. And again he 
would ask, “Barling, will you always 
look just like this ? ” which would make 
her regret that she had not asked for a 
frock as well. Eor, you see, she could 
not know that there were times when 
he would infinitely have preferred a new 
twQ-seater-de-luxe as advertised, or a 
pull at the athlete’s beer, or even a 
steaming platter of prime sausages for 
breakfast (for she was an inefficient 
cook). 

But it should be added as a tribute to 
his constancy that he never wished her 
to change into a drapery establishment, 
of which she already reminded him 
more than enough, or into a new suite 
of dining-room furniture, for he is still 
paying off arrear instalments on his 
present one and cannot pass a plain 
van in the street without a shiver of 
aversion. 

CLOVES. 

I MAY appear 
To you a queer 
And captious kind of cove, 

But I confess 
To peevishness 
At sight or smell of clove. 

Bear to my heart 
Is apple-tart ; 

Imagination fails 
To see why Cook 
Adds things that look 
Like little rusty nails. 

Tho’ I might face 
With decent grace 
The “mimsiest borogrove,” 

I loathe to meet 
In food I eat 
The pestilential clove. 

Wherefore I speak 
To Cook each week. 

Yet, spite of all reproof, 

She does not mind 
But still, I find, 

Bisplays the cloven hoof. 

— WooN. 

Barbarians all at Play.** 

“Lively Meetino. 

Uproar occurred at a meeting of tlic IMan- 
cliester Gruardians to-day, and for half an hour 
pandemonium reigned. Several members re- 
fused to obey the orders of the chairman, and 
speakers could not make themselves heard. 
Result: Barbarians 27pts , D. of Wellington 
Opts.” — Plymouth Paper. 




ENGLAND FOR THE 

Feom a Peess Eepoet. 

0 listen to the views of Mr. Odd P. Ott, 

A person of enlightenment who knows what *s what, 

Who arranges tonring parties and instructs them where to go, 
At Springfield, which is situate in Ohio. 

From Spain to Scandinavia, from Bulgaria to France, I 
They learn the map of Europe, having paid him in advance, | 
But until a recent visit he has hitherto ignored 
The islet known as England as a place to be explored. 

But lately he has been with us, and like a man of wit 
Has learned that as the Mecca for excursions we are It, 
And I seize the opportunity of showing what we Ve got 
To charm the many friends of Mr. Odd F. Ott. 

0 people of America, not only Ohio, 

But those that hail from Miss and Wis, that dwell in Mich 
and Mo, 

We can offer much of interest and worthy of remark 
To you of Fla, of Ya and Ga, of Oal and Del and Ark. 

We can’t do much in treasures, for our loveliest and best 
From economic pressure have been lately going West, 

And, although you ’ll miss some houses of extremely early 
dates, 

You need not mourn their absence, for you ’ll find them in 
the States. 

The English Squire you Ve heard of, whom no doubt you ’ll 
hope to see, 

Has vanished from our fauna, which is sad, but had to be; 

: And the stately homes of England, and the old manorial halls, 

I Are mostly schools or golf clubs, or it may be empty walls. 

But still the thin smoke rises from our famous English 
farms ; 

Our fields with their advertisements have many quiet 
charms ; 


And the little red-brick villas that you ’ll see on every hand 
May justly be considered as a feature of the land. 

But what we really offer to beguile you o’er the pond 
Is not our private trifles, but a more congenial bond. 

For the very car we loan you in our hospitable way 
May bear the kindly legend that ’twas made in TJ.S.A.” 

Our fountain pens, our pencils, and the apple that you 
munch, 

Your cereals for breakfasfe and the tongue you have for 
lunch — 

All these and many others, almost anything you buy, 

With care, may bring the tear into your patriotic eye. 

No doubt you ’ll see our talkies, and you ’ll note in every 
star 

The accents of your fatherland — ^which, as a fact, they are ; 
And in studying our dramas (though you ’d have to dodge 
a few) 

You ’d think they came from Broadway — as most probably 
they do. 

In music, too, we have a claim if anybody has, 

For though we jib at opera we stand a lot of jazz, 

And with saxophone and weapons of the most ferocious type 
We ’ll squeal a common liking, though I ’m bound to say 
it ’s tripe. 

Then come to us, Americans ; we ’ll do our best to please 
And give an honest welcome to the guest from overseas ; 

We are one with you in language and we own the bond of 
blood. 

Though advertising renegades may try to stir up mud. 

The more you come the merrier ; you’ll find that we possess 
A sentiment towards you that is stronger than you’d 1 
guess; 

And the little lying renegades who talk pernicious rot 
Will shrivel at the name of Mr. Odd F. Ott. Dum-Dum. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

A British Ikternational. 

One thiiig wliicli the British Inter- 
national film, The Infoimer, makes 
abundantly clear is that Hollywood has 
no monopoly of revolver practice. The 
policemen on the track of Francis 
McPhilUp, the Dublin murderer, empty 
their “ barkers ” with as much celerity 
and futile expenditure of powder and 
ball as their American correlatives ever 
did ; while as a further proof that Eng- 
land is not behindhand in movie pro- 
duction, the old ' familiar problems — 
both in the case of themselves and their 
victim, who exchanges shot for shot — 
as to where the ammunition comes 
from and how the reloading is done, 



CHIMNEY-POTTING. 

again confront us. In spite of any 
improbability this act of retribution 
on the Dublin roofs is the central situa- 
tion and the only really exciting one, 
and it is therefore a pity that it comes 
so early. 

Logically it probably ought not to be 
seen at all, but to occur oft*, for, as 
anvbody who has read Mr. Liam 
OTijAherty's novel, also called The 
Informer, knows, the story is a psycho- 
logical study of Oypo Nolan, the man 
who gave the murderers away. Psycho- 
logy and the films being,' however, on 
far from intimate terms, it is not to be 
wondered at that the cops were sent 
out on this freniried man-hunt. But 
once is dead the producer is 

unable to dodge his responsibilities any 
longer, and it becomes, to speak slangily 
and previously, Nolaiis funeral and 
remains so to the distant end, the story 
occupying itself solely with his Remorse 
and the gang’s desire for Revenge. 
B^ween these two R’s the wretched 
man has such an ordeal as roust con- 


vince any spectator that informing is 
a mug’s game. 

His miseries are, however, partly of 
his own procming. To begin wdth, since 
he did not want any reward, he might 
have achieved his purpose and saved 
his skin by telling the police by an 



Gallagher (Ur, Warwick Ward), to Jm 
gunmen, ‘‘Now, are you all ready? 
Got your eyebrows twisted? Well, 
COME ON, then!” 

anonymous letter or a message over the 
wire. Next, having informed in the 
clumsiest way possible, with a witness 
in the person of a disreputable girl who 
was certain to blab, he might have used 



Fan, to Gyx^o Nolan (Ur, Lars JNanson). 
“Thank you, we’ws got that expres- 
sion. Next, please.” 

some of the reward in buying a change 
of clothes instead of clinging to his 
very conspicuous docker’s cap and suit. 
Again, having the wad of notes in his 


pocket, he might have had the sense 
not to expose it in dangerous public 
places and draw further attention to 
himself. In fact, unless he was asking 
for detection, be behaved with such 
stupidity as entirely to alienate our 
sympathies, or at any i ate to provoke 
more irritation than a picturesque figure 
and pseudo-hero should. But he was 
not asking for detection : he longed to 
live on and love his Katie Fox, which 
was what we too ^vanted ; consequently 
his culminating act of folly — when in a 
railway booking-clfice, where he was to 
catch a train for sanctuary, he gave all 
his money to a stranger and could not 
therefore buy a ticket — moves us to 
fury. After that we don’t care how 



Gypo, “They haven’t givk^ me a theme- 
song to sing at Y’OU.” 


soon his fellow-gangsters, who move 
implacably about in a plain van, get 
him. 

The fact is that the screen cannot 
deal with dual characters or complexities 
of conduct. It lacks the detail to show 
a good man acting like a malefactor 
or to exhibit the niceties of conscience. 
For this reason The Informer could 
never make a convincing film. 

The early part, -where we have no- 
thing but action, is very interesting. 
Indeed one thinks the film is going to 
be very good indeed ; that the Old 
Country, although with imported talent, 
really can do it after all. But when, 
half-way through, the silence is broken 
by the wheezing of machinery, and 
strange ventriloquial effects known as 
speech begin to make themselves beard, 
the glory departs. For oddly enough 
The Informer is half a caption film and 
half a talkie, and there can be no ques- 
tion as to which half is the more effec- 




tive. It might almost have leencle- 
vised to teach that lesson. 

The secondary acting is more satds- 
lying than the principal, and I &ammot 
think Miss Lta de Putti well east as 
Katie Fox — ^it is not her kind oi pairt 
at all; while Mr. Labs Hanson as 
Gy^o Nolan seems to me stagey- Ee 
is always too conscious of his go od 
looks. The British Internationals CBist 
a wide net, for Lya is — ^w-ell, noh Bag- 
lish, and Lars is a Swede. Some oft he 
minor parts, notably the more: ugly 
members of the gang, are excelle:»t, 

The farcical talkie called Mitdni^U 
Daddies^ directed by Mack Seis5nec3:t, 
a deviser and actor of comic movies in 
the silent days, has a theme of vlii ch 
American audiences would seem newer 
to tire : the adventures of an anaorcDiis 
middle-aged man escaping froim fcis 
wife to misbehave in a night -clmh. It 
goes on far too long. 

An extravagant silent film iathesebjoie 
programme at the Eegal beairs hteawily 
on the vicissitudes of some golfers, m .ale 
and female, who quarrel on the ©figes? of | 
a muddy stream and finish witlain it. j 
It is called Should Married MTm (Jo 
Some f A film to avoid. E. V.L . ! 


THE TOAD. 

Thib roses wither on the wall, 

Ehe sodden leaves in heaps decay, 
Ohirysanthemums decline and fall 
r n the correct imperial way ; 
Oo^rnsahd, endive, celery tall, 

111 «e parsnip large, the onion small, 
Tbi «6 stately broccoli are all 
□Chat deck our beds to-day. 

Ho-wis the toad no longer here, 

^ho, ineluctable as Fate, 

Ha^rried the woodlouse through the 
year, 

Utie slug interminably ate 
An d filled the millipede with fear, 

So tliat delphiniums held her dear 
An d lettuce, learning all was clear, 
C 3 rewon inviolate. 

Wiieref ore we also loved her well 
^nd called upon her by the frame, 
Aotdat our voices Isabel 
Crawled into view, bright-eyed, and 
cane 

To look for titbits as they fell, 

To swallow them, to smile and swell 
W ith pleasure when she heard us 
tell 

®Ilie visitor her name. 


And, when the weather deemed a 
drought 

Would do us good and had a try, 
When toads, we thought, could not 
hold out 

But needs must be discovered dry, 
She, looking singularly stout, 
Followed the watering-pot about, 
Her throat dilate with thanks devout 
For mud wherein to lie. 

Where has she chosen for her rest ? 
Beneath the coal, the rubbish- 
heap ? 

W'e know not where ; she felt it best 
To drop, farewells unbidden, deep 
Into her hibernating nest ; 

And we shall issue our behest 
Enjoining care on all men lest 
They dig her from her sleep. 

Soft sleep, O Isabel, and sound 
Till tepid rays upon thee shine 
And the young sun his road has 
found 

Unto the boisterous Eam’s confine; 
Then, light awakening, look around. 
Leave with thy love the warden's 
bound 

For some aquatic breeding-ground ; 
But do return to dine. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

'A Girl’s Best Friend’ 
(Ambassadors). 


I bitter ^vords such as worms use when Joan outraged; wouldn’t be surprised 
at last they turn. Aud Ursula takes a if, sick of life and of being misunder- 
hand with her devastating but always stood, she went into a conveoL “ I 


(Ambassadors). good-tempered candour. Of course she should make it a monastery, darling,’ 

Her mother, of course. Yet Ursula can’t hold her young man against her says Urstda sweetly, 
and KiUy, discussing the matter in the best friend’s competition. She knows And next morning (Sunday) Joan is 
privacy of their charming not to bo lound. The river i 


bedroom, doubt it. Ursula's 
young man is an ardent / 

Socialist, and a Scot to boot ; J * 

Kitty's, an unpretentious ft 

youth in business. Both 
young women have char- ^ 

acter and can converse 
brightly in the jargon of the f 

hour. And can even add I 
enlightening comments of / ^ 

their own on life and the [ ^ 

strategy of sex. And both / 
have accurately taken the i /^i 
measure of their best iriend. \ 

Joan Trevor, a buxom, \ ^ 

pretty, brainless woman, is \ ^ 
of the type that must have 
the adoration of every man 
about her ; or, if she is travel- ^ 

ling, of any decent -looking - 

man she may happen to 
meet. There is poor old 
Pug, for instance, now re- — 

tired from the Indian Army, 
who has been kept trailing 
after her for years, carry- fr ^^^7 
ing her parcels and picking ^ 

up her gloves and handkerchiefs. Occa- 
sionally a small bone is thrown to 
him. And as for David and Phil she 
must , of course, be very, very nice to them 
for her daughters’ sake. And the two 
girls see the plain truth of it. David and 
Phil no longer come to see them, they 
come to fight for the soft eowlike smiles, 
the little friendly pats, the languishing 
glances of this pastmaster of S.A, 

In vain Ursula pretends acquaint- 
ance with and understanding of the 
duller works of the dismal economists 
and rattles oft* the most specious of 
their formulae. In vain Kitty with im- 
mense skill leads the faithful Pug down 
the garden, hoping to rouse the jealousy 
of Phil, David has begun to teach Mrs, 
Trevor economics. Phil is so occupied 
with the plump gracious matron that 
he forgets to be jealous of Pug in his 
jealousy oi David, The two young idiots 
even come to blows about her. 

And then poor Pug ^Colonel Bent), 
wistfully turning to the lively and seem- 
ingly devoted Kitty (who has broken 
her engagement with Phil) and renew- 
ing his forgotten youth in the flattery 
of her candid vrooing, thinks that after 
ail if he can’t win the mother he might 
make shift with the daughter. He has 
of course reckoned without his Joan, 

\ whp never lets any man go. The poor 
nato i^. shown to be ridiculous and old, 
and counters- with a few well-chosen 




best friend’s competition. She knows* And next morning (Sunday) Joan is 

not to bo lound. The river? 
r' Not likely, the sophisticated 

// oiOiQ^,Ursida, Kitty B^ndiPug, 

JJ incline to think; but just 

^ possible. The local con- 

^ stable is for dragging opera- 

1 ^ ^ ^ tions. And walks in — 

\ ^ ^ with her Prayer-Book. Good 

A . j I heavens ! the woman has 

\ i ' / SSik actually been to church. 

\ jBIIm must be serious. And 

\ s V' with a deft band Mr. Har- 

wmL \ ^ ' -X WOOD completes his pattern. 

1 //^/ i 4 ' Joan, with contrite heart 

* W ^ I ^ forswearing her form of 

IP friendship for her girls, 
/, Y turns finally to the faithful 

^ f ’ Phi^, rescuing the en- 

A I J Y gagement-riog from the fire- 

place, places it upon the 

^ appropriate finger of his 

unscrupulous but genuine 
Kitty, and David rushes off 
hot-foot to overtake the 

THE HOUE. 

Miss Helen Spencer, 

Ti/r-r«« T > . treated tiiues without num- 

Miss Cicely Paget Bowman, > tv/t tt i • 

her. Mr, Harw^ood brings 

the tricks, sees how they work, but it neatly up to date, not so much in 
can’t pull them off— can’t put her sex the characters of Joan and the faithful 
intheshop-windowas Jbiincan; doesn’t Colonel, hxxt in the most attractive 
blame her ; would do it herself if she sketches of the two young women, 
could. But she can’t. Must take refuge These characters are admirably dif- 
in flight, take her young man out of ferentiated, not merely two lay figures 
J oan's reach, and play, net and gaff him from the common stock of latest Dondon 


in another pool. 










VAMPING- HEE BEST PEIEND’S 
BEST FRIEND. 

Kitty BDss Helen Spencer. 

Colmel Bent , . Mr. Robert Horton. 


models. 

Miss Helen Spencer must, I think, 
take the honours for her very clever study 
of the precocious Kitty, The passage 
in which she plays" at love with the 
for-the-moment-infatuated Colonel Bent 
was superbly done. Miss Cicely- Bow- 
man’s Ursula seemed perhaps a little less 
well done ; but it was merely that she 
had a more straightforward, less varied 
opportunity, Mr. Harwood’s skill in 
real characterisation was here shown 
at its best. He might so easily have 
made conventional dummies of these 
two. > I think his sense of epigram did 
rather betray him in his Colonel Be7it 
(well played' by Mr. Egbert Horton), 
who, supposed to be of the stupid faith- 
ful sort, much too easily burst into wit 
and wisdom towards the end. Miss 
Marie Lohr had a part to her taste 
and handled it well. The two young 
men, Mr. Egbert Harris and Mr. 
Frank Freeman, were all that could 
be wished ; and I particularly liked the 
quiet study of a parlour-maid by Miss 
Joan Swinstead. , • 

A very pleasant evening. The play 
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began at 9.0, and of course really con- out of her protector there is a commis- says the ethical young woman. David 
siderate stall-holders endeared them- sion for from the jeweller; if, has also come with his most recent 

selves to us by coming in at 9.15 and pretending to lose it, she sells it for ready fiancee \ he is promptly wounded by a 
settling down by 9.20. It might so money, there is another commission; glance -from Hania’s bright eyes, 
easily have been 9.35. T. and if she succeeds in landing a gaud Naturally there is no other woman for 

N of emeralds from the young fool there him for the moment, and he offers her 
Miss Adventure (Winter Garden), another. The Vladimir touch, the famous Moskowia mixture of pink 

Our theatres are now being planned in fact. But the Pnwce has his proper champagne and kummel which, as- is 
on so heroic a scale that if we are to see pride, and when reproved by David well-known, inclines quite respectable 
and hear our players w^e shall no doubt lor these eccentric transactions takes young women to consider favourably 
bo compelled to bring back the mega- himself off to earn an honest living the most unseemly proposals. Bub 
phonic mask and the cothurnus. Hav- in the orchestra of the Moskowia Ilania, knowing a thing or two, nob 
ing recently attended a musical comedy Club at Maidenhead, which is staffed being a Eussian for nothing, leaves the 
in a theatre which I should judge was exclusively by the noblesse of the old pink champagne to David, in whom it 
originally designed for the next Olympic Tsarist 7 and run by the induces, besides a bursting head and 


Games, I am now fresh from sitting 1 former butler. 

under a romantic farce in 

one planned obviously for 

the broader types of musical ^ 

and dancing comedy. Mr, 

Eeginadd Berkeley’s 
amusing Miss Adventure 
suffers from the vigour with 

which lines have to be flung * / /^—K 

- at us if anyone is to hear ' \ y 

them in the farthest re- J 

. cesses of the stalls, to ^ say = 

and^persifl^ge seems some- 

tainly seems to me a pity, 
in view of the fierce co^- 

stage, that one of the glories 
of that stage, the well- 
trained charmingly modu- 
lated voice, should now 

be thus wantonly doomed. CONCESSIONS 

There soon won’t be an 
actor or an actress with a p^eviadimi'r 
decent voice, not one who David Ilintldiu , . . 

won’t in fact talk like a 

talkie, while larynx and lozenge special- 1 Meanwhik 


ner butler. 1 melting legs, a sudden contrition for 

his past spinelessness, ex- 
travagance, swank, credulity 
I , > and promiscuity. He will 

j go forth and find the one 

girl in the world for him 
^ 

^ Naturally he finds her in 

/ /\ ’ Act III. in his own garage, 

recognises her; they fly to 

^ I each other’s arms, to the 

r ^ ^ grave scandal of his lately 

r _ prospective mother-in-law, 

sophisticated person. 

1 ^ The happy twain are going 

3 partnership as engin- 

^ likely story 1 
This deftly- woven roman - 
\^/ Y/J^ tic nonsense, with appropii- 

trimmings, the author 
cheerfully presents to us. 

^ Mr. Jack Hobbs (David), 
Mr. AIorris Harvey (yiadi- 
mir), Miss Eenj^e Kelly 
(Hania) most skilfully over- 
came the difficulties of scale, 
showed what admirable 
©locution can do when it is 
jW llllll 1 1 1 to it. But the effort, I 

afraid, desti'oys all deli- 

C0«BSSI0NS. ON am KON^NO-.o.KaT""-' ' 

'^oA'da Kelly. trusted to elaborate effec- 

FHn^-nMr Me. Moebts Harvey. ^ character 

Dav^dMmtlau^ Me. Jack Hobbs. and persuaded us that 

Meanwhile Ha7w'o, FMiJnfr’sbeauti-] F/ach'7JW> was a shrewd man of the 


ists should reap a golden harvest. fnl daughter, disguised as a pert, well- world, at heart a thoroughly good 

Let us turn from these mournful re- dressed young mechanic in the modern fellow and admirable parent, only dis- 
flecfcions to Mr. Berkeley’s “ Entirely mode, has secured a ]'ob as David's honest through harsh necessity ; and 
New Comedy,” based upon H Man- racing chauffeur. David's better self, to hear him making angry pseudo- 
qiiait un Homme, by Felix Gakdbea. bored with the cadgers and sycophants Eussiannoisesathiswaywarddaughter 
Yoviog David Minilaw, decsidentheivoi that infest poor rich young men, appre- and bursting into hoarse song over 
a deceased millionaire ironmaster of ciates her straight insolent speech and the balalaika was a good entertainment, 
the sturdy North, devoting what time her astonishing knowledge of her work. Mr. Jack Hobbs has a debonair method 
he can spare from the purchase with Act II., the bar of the Moskowia and an ease of carriage which was very 
pearls and emeralds of female com- Night Club, giving on Maidenhead’s attractive. And Miss Een^e Kelly did 
panionship to racing at Brooklands bosky groves and nymph - haunted not disappoint her many admit ers. I 
and polo at Hurlingham, is harbouring stream. Mania, taking a night off liked too Miss Billebn Peel s study 
as permanent unpaying guest in his after her first day’s work, comes in her of a sleek young man-eating tigress. An 
magnificent mansion overlooking St. last wearable gown, and no doubt in amusing affair altogether. . T. 
James’s Park the Eussian Prhjcc FWi- one of David’s cars, to see her father, ■■■ ' ■ - 

mir, exiled, bankrupt and gloriously un- who is about to sing songs of old Eussia yyiicre the Wish is Father to the Headline, 
scrupulous. If a sleek mistress of easy- in a green Cossack uniform. “Better “Me. Lloyd Geoece on' Coal.” 
moaej David wheedles a pearl necklace 1 anyway than cadging and swindling,” - Conservaitve Paper. 
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AT THE OPERA. 

“The Gondoliees” (Savoy). 
Whiohevee of the two, Gilbbet or 
Sullivan, was the dominant partner in 
establishing the reputation of the firm 
(Gilbeet may have had his modest 
doubts on the question, but appears to 
have dissimulated them by insisting 
on a clear enunciation of the words 
as the chief virtue demanded of any 
member of their cast — and here I rather 
agree with him), to-day it would seem 
that Sullivan is the greater force in 
keeping that reputation alive and green. 
Perhaps it is that the standards of 
humour are more variable than those 
of music — music, at least, of the lighter 
sort. Anyhow it is significant that this 
is not the first time that The Gondoliers 
—one of Sullivan’s best achievements 
and one of Gilbeet’ s least brilliant, 
both in design and humour — ^^has been 
chosen for the opening night of a London 
revival. j 

It is just forty years from the first 
performance of The Gondoliers. The 
return of the Savoyards, newly dressed 
and furnished, to their eponymous 
home (not the original home of Gilbeet- 
and-SuLLivAN opera, for that was the 
Opera Oomique), left the memories of 
most of the audience unmoved, and the 
enthusiasm of their welcome was the 
more flattering for that. The dear 
hearts of the elders among them were 
divided between a desire to show their 
superiority over those who had not 
assisted at the old Savoy triumphs and 
I a natural reluctance to be recognised as 
on the wrong side of sixty. 

The youngest thing there was the 
Savoy itself, rejuvenated out of all 
recognition. Its corridors, that still 
recalled the labyrinth of Crete (descend- 
ing from the level of the Strand, hard 
by the entrance of the Savoy Hotel, I 
made my ultimate exit into a gloomy 
underworld adjacent to the Embank- 
ment), had taken on a nursery design 
of blue air-balloons on a buff back- 
ground; but its interior was painted 
throughout in a decorous bronze, at 
which the colour-scheme of the curtain 
shrieked mercilessly, Gilbbet and 
Sullivan once fell out over a carpet ; a 
common shock occasioned by drapery 
like this would have brought them to- 
gether again. 

I shrink from seeming ungrateful, but 
I longed to • be back at the Princes 
Theatre, for I like my auditoria nice and 
. wide. It says much for the clarity of the 
singers that I heard quite a good number 
of the words in my stall in row P, a 
; lorig way down an interminable tunnel. 

.Wheai the dreadful curtain fell at 
, ^he end, Mr, Heney Lytton, after the 
ctiyto^ary interval for persuasion, was 


induced to come forward and express 
his delight at the home-coming of the 
Savoyards. But when, with the cur- 
tain out of his sight, he went on to tell 
us that he had the sensation of being in 
fairyland, I could not follow him. 

Of the old favourites Mr. Lytton 
and Mr. Leo Sheffield vrere in equally 
great form, though the latter’s was 
more rotund ; Mr. Dbeek Oldham sang 
deliciously in “ Take a Pair of Sparkling 
Eyes ” ; the deep majestic notes of Miss 
Bbetha Lewis would have awed the 
bull-ring in her adopted Plaza-Toro; the 
tricky quartet, “In a Contemplative 
Fashion,” was cleverly rendered, and 
the team-work of the chorus was excel- 
lently keen and vivacious. 

Looking back on a most delightful 
entertainment I have decided to for- 
give the curtain. 0. S. 

A TALE 01^ A TUB. 

The mark of a true Victorian is the 
immense difficulty which he or she finds 
in learning to drive a motor- ear. I was 
born in the period when that august 
lady, emerging from the clouds of crSpe 
that for many years had obscured her 
from the public eye, was beginning to 
shine as the fixed luminary of a great 
Empire. The first Jubilee is still to me 
the pattern of festivities ; I have hardly 
learned to substitute “King ” for “ Queen’ ’ 
when I sing the National Anthem ; I 
ride a bicycle with pleasure. All these 
are characteristics of the genuine article, 
but the motor-car is the prime test. I 
am frankly terrified both of the obscure 
temper of my own machine and of the 
obvious viciousness of the machines 
that dash at me. My cautious .progress 
along the road is punctuated by bitter 
comments from my daughter Phyllis, 
aged twelve, to whom, as to all her 
generation, the monster presents no 
terrors. 

“Daddy,” she cries, as I force the gear- 
handle in with a shattering scrunch, 
“you forgot to accelerate ” ; or, “Daddy, 
don’t let that old van pass us, and, if 
you must, do wave,” as if I had a third 
hand to wave, or a trunk. 

But the worst of all my troubles is 
going backwards. If only they wouldn’t 
call it “ reversing ” I might master the 
art; but that unfortunate term has 
implanted in my mind an unconquer- 
able desire to pull the wheel the reverse 
way. Hence this tale of woe. 

To reach the converted, or perverted, 
stable of the “ Eed Lion ” at Potsden 
Parva you go through a narrow gate 
and mount in a circular course through 
a small yard, with the house on one side 
and the garden on the other. This I 
had accomplished safely in the dusk of 
the previous evening with no small 


pride. Now I had to get out. Should 
I attempt to manoeuvre the beast round 
in the yard, to the danger of the land- 
lord’s gooseberry-bushes, or should I 
back out all the way ? I chose the lat- 
ter course, and with twisted neck and 
beating heart began the descent, the 
brute progressing in a series of jerky 
bumps; then the engine stopped. After 
much whirring and clattering and ex- 
hortaticnfromPhyllis, who was dancing 
with excitement by the gate, I moved 
again, but this time wdth an alarming 
speed. 

“More to your left. Daddy,” shouted 
Phyllis. “No, turn it the other way, the 
other way. Stop ! stop ! ” she shrieked. 
But it was too late, for I had already 
come to rest with the front mud-guard 
I firmly wedged against a water-butt 
placed at the corner of the building. 

I tried to go forward; I stamped 
upon the accelerator ; terrific noise but 
no motion resulted. Phyllis was nearly 
in tears. What was to be done ? Could 
I remove the mud-guard? Could I 
smash the water-butt with a hatchet ? 
I longed fiercely to do so, but the water- 
butt was new and also half-full of water. 

The landlord appeared. “You’ve 
pinched that butt proper,” said he, but 
had no suggestion to make. 

But fortune often favours the cow- 
ardly, and a deus ad machinam suddenly 
appeared in the person of the postman. 

“ Maybe we can shove her off,” said 
he ; and after heroic struggles we shoved 
her off. 

I looked anxiously at the water-butt. 
A slow trickle of water was flowing 
from the wound. The landlord looked 
too. 

“ She won’t hold no more,” he said. 
“ You did pinch her proper and no mis- 
take.” 

I proffered compensation, and, if the 
landlord is to be trusted, compound 
fracture in a water-butt is a serious 
matter. And the ear was still in the 
yard. 

“Daddy, do let me take it out,” said 
Phyllis. I looked at the bent mud- 
guard ; I looked at my hands, covered 
with oily dirt ; my pride was broken 
and I consented. 

Phyllis jumped into the seat. For- 
ward and back she went ; and, turning 
the car with perfect ease, glided slowly 
through the gate. 

“ I ’ve often practised in and out of 
the garage at home, you know; and 
.it ’s so easy, Daddy. I can’t think why 
you find it hard.” 

But Phyllis is a neo-Georgian. 

The Note of the Napoo. 

“ The fire brigade received a telephone call 
at 2.7 P.M., given in a cool, nonplussed tone by 
a Bedfordshire Paper. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Pmicli's Staff of Learned Clerhs.) 

Not having read Mons. Edmond Eleg’s much-praised Life 
of Moses, I came to the same writer’s version of The Life 
of Solomon (Gollancz) with no more serious prejudice than 
a distrust oi poetic privileges usurped by a prose work. 
Having read with varying degrees of interest the author’s 
extraordinarily comprehensive pastiche of history and 
legend, I am more than ever of the same mind concerning 
the ambiguous type it so brilliantly represents. Inspira- 
tion and an inspired mastery of words — the resources of a 
poet of the first order — ^would have been needed to fuse 
poetically the material available to the scholar. Of the 
! verbal inspiration it is impossible to judge in a translation 
which prudently, but not quite successfully, aims at recap- 
turing the idiom of the English Authorized Version. Of 
comprehensive vision I find little trace. Ossian,” we are 
told, “ undoubtedly arranged what he found.” I cannot see 
that Mons. Edeg has been more amply blessed by the Muses. 
"What strikes me most about his book is the amazing diver- 
sity of material that has gone to its making. His translator 
speaks of architectual power, and I willingly concede it. 
Mons. Eleg has built a palace indeed, but he has built it of 
wreckage — or of what Oiceeo calls rcdiviium, old building 
material used over again. Three childish judgments launch 
' SoDOMON on his career of sagacity, and an epic crescendo of 
h ^^xest accompanies him to the summit of his fortunes, 
f decay is overlaid by legends of a grosser kind, culmi- 
nating in the reign of Asmodeus in Solomon’s stead 
and» that <^|iber clumsy devil’s final relegation to a bottle, 



The most charming legends of all-— mostly stories of the 
King’s animal suitors — I should put down as mediaeval 
exempla ; but possibly Mons. Eleg has retrieved them from 
an earlier pre-Orusading source. 

That amazing artist who, wandering to paint, became an 
explorer; organising to explore, became an administrator; 
policing the territories of his administration, turned soldier, 
and, having incidentally in odd moments earned a fourth 
and world- wide reputation as a zoologist, was still able to 
pick up a fifth as a writer — that versatile genius has found 
a new biographer in his younger brother, Mr. Alex. Johnston. 
The Life and Letters of Sir Harry Johnston (Cape) — much 
more life than letters — is a little marred by the writer’s way 
of harping on the undeniable failure of the Fates, in the 
shape of Mr. Joseph Chamberlain and certain Permanent 
Officials, to make the fullest use of Sir Harry’s manifest abili- 
ties. Sir Harry once scared away a party of Masai raiders by 
producing an albino porter as an example of the ravages of 
smallpox among his company, and he won a decisive battle 
by letting off catherine-wheels and rockets in the dark ; but 
the same self-assurance that brought him through a 
hundred scrapes in tropical Africa is admitted by the writer 
to have displayed itself at home in the form, lor instance, 
of an excessive degree of -'‘unconscious intimidation” at 
games, even at unpassionate croquet, or of annoyance 
with anyone who spelt “ Muhammadan ” not just like that. 
Few of us, I think, spell that particular word the same way 
twice running, and Permanent Officials certainly do not 
like “unconscious intimidation.” However that may be, 
the story of his wanderings has something of the thrill of 
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a fairy tale, with Sir Harry in the part 
oi Jack the Giant-Killer, Diminiifcive 
of stature, a school-boy in appearance, 
known by his white ‘ambrella no less 

in the thick of a fight than on the long ^ 

march, his suppression of the slave '' 

trade and his genuine conciliation of 

native tribes in Uganda give him an ^ - , 

enduring place among Greater Britain’s . 

mightiest architects. • ^ 

Concerning Many Things is writ , ^ ^ ^ ‘ 

By Edward Parry, judge and wit. I 

The House of Cassell publish it. ^ 

’Twould seem that Justice is not blind, f^Sss^'^' l/A \\m ^ 

Seeing the tales of every kind ^ ^ \SL LA ' 

Sir Edward manages to find. / "X 

Playing th’ eleventh hole at Eye (. V/ Jf 

He notices against the sky ^.^rkJ^lL \i / ’ 

Old Camber Castle, high and dry. 

And^£TheB^UNN-MAC^^^ 1T^\ V 

Next circuit memories and the stage, iCTlu mB 

Dating from that historic age ^ 

When Jenny Lind was all the rage, 

Or that Johanna 'Wagner, who \ 

Gave lawyers such a lot to do 

Sixteen his essays ; far and near I I 

He seeks his subjects. Though I fear 
One guinea will be rather dear, 

So skilfully his net he fiings ^ 

I liked Concerning Many Things, 

Mr. OspERT Sitwell’s new “novel 
of reasoned action ” 'might have been a * 

gloss on Leonardo’s “where there is 

most power of feeling, there of martyrs The Expert, “The whole secret of putting is the square face.” 

is the greatest martyr.” It is a recon- The Other. “But supposing your face isn’t square?” 

struction, fragmentary yet inspired, of : - =:ir-:=r=:,s„:,n;.: i; . r. ^ ' 

the life of a poet — the inner and outer life collated and criti- whom the psychological subtlety of the Tristram inquisition 
cized in each other’s light. It is also an inquiry into the ran- is everything, and those who rejoice in the visions that 
som extorted by Nature from the poetic temperament — the TristrcLm and his like have the power to impart, 

sensitiveness that not only agonises over common woes but ; 

seems to “ ask for ” the terrors it confusedly foresees. This, Messrs. Dent, who publish Mr, Louis Forgione’s The 
as you perceive, is hardly an exhilarating theme ; and indeed Men of Silence, say, truly indeed, that this their property 
the autopsy on the mysteriously defunct Tristram Orlander combines the interest of a historical novel with the thrill of 
by the anonymous friend of his youth would be unbearably the detective story. Mr. Forgionb, who has had the run of 
poignant reading if Tristram himself aroused personal State and private papers, tells here of the break-up of the 
interest. But this, I feel, he (luckily) seldom does. He is Gamorra of Naples, the “ Men of Silence ” (omerta), the 


(omerta), the 


a case, a type, the quintessence of Shelley, Poe, Baude- Society that over-ran Italy at the beginning of this century— 
LAiRE, De Maupassant — artists whose apprehension was, “ an association of terror,” said the informer Abbatemaggio. 
as it were, a groping arm reaching out for and drawing The Gamorra had members in every profession and walk of 
nearer the horrors they would repel. The legend of Tns^r-am’s Italian life, and its bravos and blackmailers feared justice 
youth, his disastrous love-affair, his breakdown mental and not at all. The nation groaned, but he who groaned too 
financial, preludes a sojourn at “ a red-painted small Spanish insistently was anon quieted, usually by a knife between his 
hotel ” on the Alhambra bill with the supposed narrator of shoulders. And when relief came it came suitably enough 
the story. In these ideal circumstances, with a world of through the direct interference of the Italian King. Upon a 
charabancs to mock at and a world of beauty to revere, it summer day of 1906 the carriage of a royal lady about to 
rpay be imagined that Mr. Sitwell makes the most of his drink tea with the Duke of Aosta chanced, but all innocu- 
chances. To do this he has to keep putting down Tristram ously, to make a ninepin of a satrap of the Society, Eye- 
and picking him up again, with the result that The Man witnesses found it convenient to vanish while the great man 
Who Lost Hwiself (Duckworth) will probably delight and picked himself up and, before permitting the carriage to 
infuriate two equally sincere classes of readers: those for 1 proceed, called the great lady several ugly names and, finally, 
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spat ia her lace. The Dtihe went to the King. The King, often amusing adventure. As war correspondent; to The 
getting scant sympathy from his Premier or Minister of Times he witnessed many events of historical importance 
Justice, sent for the Minister of War. ‘‘ Do you,” demanded and met many people of the greatest influence, but his book, 
His Majesty, “ know a young officer among your Carabinieri supremely interesting as it was bound to be,^ seems to derive 
that I can trust on a mission of danger?” Had ever a its especial quality from the impression it leaves of the 
story a better beginning? The young officer (Carlo Pabbeioni) pride and pleasure he took in his work. I have seldom read 
is speedily found and the, game starts which ends with the reminiscences at once so informing and attractive. For 
trial and condemnation of the Camorrist leaders (including thirteen years he was in the service of The Times, and he 
'the llama) in 1911. This veracious super-thriller makes was present ‘‘at no less than eleven properly organized 
milk-and-water of the wares of Mr. WALLAOE—yes, even our campaigns.” “ Upon special missions other than iniiibary,” 
•Sherlock is here out-Holmesed. I have wallowed in The he adds, “I had been sent to Egypt, America, the Balkans, 
o/ and so, I am confident, will you; and, by the Turkey, Russia, India, Persia, Spain, Belgium, and to 
way,' there is an interesting foreword to it by Mr. Walter France and Germany upon innumerable times.” From 
Littleeield, “ Officer of f — ~ ^ j such a vast bag of experi- 


. the Crown of Italy.” 

, It was to the skirling of 
the pipes that Col Macaulay 
first set out upon The Path 
of Glory (Constable), which 
was to end for him in a 
lonely death upon Gallipoli. 
A child of the Islands, with 
all the Highlander’s impetu- 
osity, swift anger and senti- 
ment that sometimes verges 
on sentimentality, Col Mac- 
. atday, on enlisting, speedily 
found his individuality lost 
‘ beneath his Army designa- 
tion as “Piper Col Macau- 
lay, Ho. 17805.” Many 
books have been written 
■ about the Great War in the 
. languages of all the nation- 
alities participating in it, 
and yet I have read none 
that depicts so vividly the 
’ reactions, and sometimes the 
actions, of the private sol- 
dier as does Mr. Geoeoe 
Blake’s story of this simple 
Highland boy. Involved as 
it were unwittingly in the 
cogs of the dire machine of 
war, Col Macaulay went, 
like millions of his fellows, 
dumbly, yet not unfeelingly, 
to his end. His path for him 
was far more a path of suf- 
fering than of glory, and I 
think Mr. Blake shows his 
• artistry in revealing CoVs 































Rohmd Cxisto77ier. “I should like to see a ready-made 
SUIT that will fit jvie.” 

Salesman [wxdernotice) , “I bet you would 1 ” 


such a vast bag of experi- 
ences it is legitimate to hope 
that Colonel James will 
continue to draw material, 
and if in his next book he 
is a little less sparing in his 
use of maps he will have 
removed the only grievance 
I have against him. 

The “black squad,” as 
Mr. Henry Vincent, author 
of A Stoker's Log (Jarrolds), 
justly observes,' has by no 
means had its due at the 
hands of writers on life 
afloat. Generally, speaking, 
its lot has been ill-informed 
misrepresentation if it’ has 
not been ignored altogether. 
Mr. Vincent, who joined 
up as a stoker during the 
War, here does his best to 
dispel a few of the popular 
misconceptions about what 
he describes as “the most 
hard-working and hard- 
swearing of all the ratings 
on a man-of-w^ar.” Incident- 
ally, it may be remarked 
that here, if anywhere, the 
precisian might well be ex- 
cused for insisting upon the 
correct “in,” and not “on,” 
a ship. But Mr. Vincent’s 
narrative of his experiences 
in West Africa andthe North 
Sea, and of the various types 
of humanity with whom he 
_ came in contact, is thor- 


' dumb anguish without unnecessarily emphasizing it. ’ Nor oughly unpretentious, readable and amusing ; and it may be I 
was all GoVs pain caused by the War itself. Much of it warmly recommended to all who would learn more about I 
came through a too sudden and violent confrontation with one of the lesser-known aspects of life in the Senior Service. 

the elemental forces in human nature, and the grim tragedy 

that was his domestic history must have been that of count- In various respects Tragedy in Peivsey Chart (Longmans) 
less thousands of his comrades. Only one who trod in great does not stray from the beaten track which writers of thrill- 
measure the same path as that over which his hero passed ing novels so often tread. Here, for instance, is yet another 
could have written so intuitively and so movingly as opportunity to chase a gang of alien ruffians whose vicious 
Mr. Blake has done in a novel that has about it much of pursuits included the smuggling of drugs ; and as antidotes 
the stark strength and simplicity of Greek tragedy. to these remorseless villains we are given an attractive 

. damsel in dire distress and a young man wffiose generous and 

. Readers of High Pressure will not, I imagine, require any ardent nature led him into most precarious situations. But if 
.invitation to accompany Colonel Lionel James, C.B.E., Miss Hilda Willett has not always steered clear of familiar 
D.S,0., through Times of Stress (Murray). In this second types, she conducts a chase so ably that even when she 
'V^hme he begins with a thrilling account of the battle of leads her followers over ground that has too frequently been 
Liau-yang, and then takes us through ten years of real and hunted she gives them a really sporting run for their money. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“Think before you kiss” is now 
printed on all letters passing through 


in fact, to become the home of lost is noticed that they are seldom at a 
corpses. loss for words. ^ 


printed on all letters passing through When buns were thrown to the In recognition of Sir W. Arbuthnot 
the Moscow post-office. Confidence is monkey which was at large on the roof LiAne^s defence of the motor-cyclist 
felt that this precept will be observed of a London railway-station recently, it with a girl on the pillion, there is some 
by Mr. Arthur Henderson in his picked out the currants and tossed the talk of naming a new arterial roa5 
lelations with the Soviet Embassy. buns back. The intelligent creature “ Arbuthnot Lane.” 

seems to have entered heartily into the 

The congress of Arab wmmen at Jeru- spirit of the railway-station bun joke. Miss Ishbed MacDonaI]D’s favourite 


' Arbuthnot Lane. 


The congress of Arab wmmen at Jeru- 
salem decided to thank Lord Eother- 
MERE for his activities in their cause, 


mere for his activities in their cause, Post-office employees at Kovno, taste 
but some surprise is felt that no con- Lithuania, swore to go unshaven until pink, 
sideration was given to the question of their demands for improved working 
making him an honorary sheikh. conditions were granted. We try to Be 


Iway-station bun joke. Miss Ishbed MAcDoNAiiD’s favourite 
colour is blue, we are told. Her father’s, 
employees at Kovno, taste inclines to a delicate shade of 


making him an honorary sheikh. 

It is understood that 
pressure of business pre- ;i _ 

vents Lord Beaverbrook ly 

from accepting even the i!; 

position of Shadow Cabinet 
Minister without portfolio. j j 

■.j!| 

Daily^ Mail,'' says '1; 

a leading article, “cannot ‘I*- 

commit itself to entire sup- j/j 

port of Lord Beaverbrook’s !• 

[Free Trade within the Em- j.!. 

pire] proposals.” The Daily ’’il 

Express can. i ; 


A Hull reader of The 
Daily Express considers an 
article entitled “Women 
Have Failed” both crude 
and insulting. HuUknowsno 
fury like a woman scorned. 

5l« 

It is reported that the i eal 
name of the Soviet leader, 
Stalin, is Dzhoognaash- 
viLLi. To pronounce the 
middle of this word you just 
gnash with the teeth. 

In view of experiments 
which are being conducted 
at the Amherst Agricultural 
College, Massachusetts, 
with the object of tempering 
the flavour of the onion, -wq 


if, I 











College, Mas^chusetts, Short-sighted Critic, “And who the deuce ever saw a land- being served d la Carte. 

With the object of ternpermg “Pardon me, Sir, that’s the window.” . x. 

the flavour of the onion, w’^e v u y : „ A report states that a toy 

anticipate the organisation in “ Wop ” visualise the bristly necks of the young balloon that was leleased in Matiches- 
cireles of a “Hands Off the Garlic ” ladies at the stamp counters, ter has been found in Ontario. There 

movement. ,,, ... * - is no mention of stowaways. 

’ A competition at a women’s institute 

By sponsoring a Bill to make third in Sussex was for eating jelly with With reference to the proposed tarifi 
party insurance for motorists compel- knitting-needles. Yet anti-feminists holiday for Europe we can only express 
£ory the Labour Party shows that it is maintain that women are incapable of the hope that it keeps fine for it. 
fully alive to the risks that arise from tackling big problems. ^ 

the existence of a third party. With reference to the statement that 

-.J" Mr. G. B. Shaw declares that he there is a colour bar in certain London 

Unconventional spelling is a feature doesn’t know wha^ his plays are going hotels, a correspondent assures us that 
of the PcET Laureate’s recently-pub- to be about till he begins to write them, on inquiring for it he has been directed 
lishedwork;butweare credibly in formed It is believed, however, that he quickly to the ordinary one where cocktails are 
that he can spell as well as anybody gets an inkling of their meaning. served. ... 

else when he likes. ^ * 

Several prominent actors are said to “Unconventional Peer,” says a head- 
A ghost-hunting campaign is the have proved themselves ready after- ing. Why? Doesn’t he conduct a 


Before leajving London, Mr. Douglas 
Fairbanks is said to have 
spent over four hundred 
pounds on boots and shoes. 
Mr. Charles Chaplin won't 


In presenting gay win- 
dow-boxes to No. 10, Down- 
ing S'reet, the National 
Gardens Guild is believed 
to have been actuated by 
the unusual view that the 
Prime Minister is weak in 
window-dressing ability. 

j;< sli 

' A gossip-writer mentions I 
that a well-known actress 
recently offered him a penny 
for his thoughts. He should 
bear in mind that few ac- | 
tresses are credited with I 
realising the value of money. I 

SH :|c 
❖ 

^‘America can laugh at 
the whole world,” says one 
of their writers. And to 
think that we thought the 
bootleg was on the other 
foot. - 

A writer refers to the 
“ excellent fare at the Savoy 
Theatre,” It is, of course, 
being served d la Carte. 



A report states that a toy 


served. ... 

“Unconventional Peer,” says a head- 
ing. Why? Doesn’t he conduct a 


latest notion at Oxford. She threatens, I dinner speakers. On the stage too it \ gossip column in a Sunday paper ? 


VOL. CLXXVII. 
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THE LOOK OF THE THING. 

A FEW weeks ago I happened to be 
glancing through a daily paper and 
noticed an article in which a certain 
gentleman represented himself as writ- 
ing from a distinctly smart French 
watering-place, which had nothing to 
do with his subject. 

The cunning fellow probably con- 
^ sidered that articles dated from Tooting’ 

' or Eavenscourt Paik do not carry so 
much weight with Editors as those 
emanating from more refined and costly 
localities. No doubt he said to him- 
self, ‘‘And my readers, if they see that 
I am at, say, Deauville or the Lido, 
will instantly assume I am making 
large sums with my pen; therefore I 
am a popular writer ; therefore I must 
be worth reading ; therefore they will 
read me.” 

Well, if he can do it, so can the rest 
of us. Here, then, I offer the follow- 
ing hints to journalists, and indeed I 
see no reason why this idea should not 
ertend to a whole newspaper staff; 
as : — 

THE GOSSIP PAGE 
(By Mr. Meahderer). 

Villa Gyclamdne, 

- , Cap Ferrat. 

I hear great accounts of Mr. Cockerel’s 
new revue, Brealiup and Scream, Mr. 
Cockerel himself is one of those rela- 
tively few men who combine overwhelm- 
ing success with genuine simplicity in 
tastes and diet. ‘ ‘ I run the whole show 
on orange-juice and underdone veal,” 
he confessed to me in his favourite 
corner of Chez Marcel, whither he 
had taken refuge from the wear and 
tear of production. Mr. Cockerel’s 
resemblance to Lord Skelmersdale’s 
brother is very striking. 

* * ^ 

Basking on my verandah, that over- 
looks the blinding sapphire blue of the 
azure Bay of Naples (writes Mrs, Mean- 
derer), it is hard indeed to realise that 
half London is suffering the tortures 
of the electric -drill and the house- 
breaker. 

THE NEWS PAGE. 

Falazzo Broccoli, 
Bcme, 

Yesterday, a woman who described 
herself as an actress was detained on a 
charge of stealing a sponge from the 
premises of Soper and Sons, drapers, 
of Clapham. 

Badegg, 

AlpenstoJc, 

Switzerland, 

■ ^ There is a glut of haddock at Grims- 
^ toft. ; Although the catches are heaped 
upon the beach for a mile along the 

foreshore the retail price to the house- 
wife remains at 10^. to Is. ^d. per lb. 

THE POLITICAL LEADER. 

The House of Jade, 

Wei Eai Wei, China. 

The visit of Mr. Eamsay MacDonald 
to the United States has done much to 
knit us to our American friends in literal 
bonds of steel which will considerably 
clear the moral atmosphere. Without 
doubt the amenities have been satisfied. 
But much remains to do, and the last 
knot of any problem is apt to be the 
precise one to place the contracting 
parties upon the Gaudine Forks of 
dilemma. . . . 

Whether America is to have eighteen 
eight-inch cruisers or twenty-one re- 
mains to be seen. But one fact is cer- 
tain. No move can be a/ai^ accompli in 
any entente which is not an accom- 
plished fact in an International Agree- 
ment. It remains to be hoped that if 
and when ... 

Hdtel D^sespoir et Baccarat, 
Monte Carlo, 

Bacon is down to Is. Qd, per lb. 
(streaky) and 2s. M. (back). Apples 
should be plentiful. 

TO-DAY IN YOUR GARDEN. 

Tinier den Aspidistren, 
Berlin. 

Now is the time to think about burn- 
ing your Michaelmas daisies. Rake your 
hotbed, and protect your dahlias from 
earwigs with inverted flower-pots. 

THE KIDDIES’ KORNER. 

S.Y. Seaspume, 
off Algiers. 

Mv Dears, — ^Uncle Teddy is at present 
spending a few weeks yachting with a 
realiy-truly Peer, and is bringing home 
some wonderful new Puzzles and Guess- 
words to amuse all Ms Nephews and 
Nieces next month', for which splendid 
paint-boxes and pen-knives are offered 
as prizes. 

Only one competitor was successful, 
last week, in solving the Funnigram, 
and the solid aluminiumette napkin- 
ring therefore goes to : — 

Nettie Posset (12), 

The Nest, - 

Stanley Eoad, 

Crouch End. 

Love to you all, 

TJnole. Teddy. • 

LAW AND POLICE. 

Hacienda del Tauro, 
Madrid, 

The magistrate at Thames Police 
Court, in sentencing Henry Pettifer, 
cornetist, of Soppet Street, Battersea, 
to a week’s imprisonment on a charge 

of drunkenness and obstruction, re-^ 
marked, “We often have to suffer for 
our convictions.” {Laughter.) 

WEATHER FORECAST. 

Les Sables, 

Paris Plage, 
Fair to middling. 

THE HAPPY FREAK. 

What though the labouring Ship of 
State 

Is tossed about on perilous tides ? 
Undaunted by the strokes of fate 

My soul in calm content abides, 

While Rumour’s terrifying hum 

Beats idly on my tympanum. 

The proceeds of a lucky flutter 

In rubber shares in pre-War days 
Sustains me on rye bread and butter 
And for my modest lodging pays ; 

And the free pageant of the streets 
Saves me the cost of theatre seats. 

Gratis I watch men dig a hole 

In London’s crust with drills and 
picks'; 

For coppers in the showman’s bowl 
' I witness Punch and Judy’s tricks, 
And for a penny hear a tune 
Accompanied upon a spoon. 

In James’s Park I feed the ducks 

On the rem'ainder of my meals, 
Rewarded with their grateful clucks 

An d, by the gulls, wit h f rant ic squeals ; 
For me gratuitously prance 
i The pelicans in their comic dance. 

I do not order clothes from P ’s 

But purchase them from off the peg, 
And, scouting Fashion’s silly rules, 

Knee downwards bare my brawny 
.leg, 

While the limp sookless sandal suits 

My fancy better far than boots. 

I have no craving for strong drink 

And just as soon, I frankly own. 
Would quaff green, blue, or purple ink 
As Crdme da Mentlie or port or 
! Beaune, 

Preferring, though the taste is queer, 
My own home-brewed botanic beer. 

And yet I taste the cup of Fame, ' 

For when I take my walks abroad 
Street urchins, ignorant of my name, 
Point with the finger and applaud, 
Echoing the ancient Roman cry, 

“Hie est ! ” i.e, “ Here corhes the Guy ! *’ 

An Impending Apology* 

“Mrs. was m Court and every inch of 

space was occupied.” — Local Pajper, 

“The Rev. C.^ F. D. Trimming (Yioar) con- 
ducted the service, who wore a dress of pink 
silk . . . — Kent Paper, 

What can you expect with a name like 
that? 
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Wife , Don’t go blowing on your soup like that, ’Erbert. Tell the waiter to get an electric pan. 


THE GLORIOUS FIFTH. 

** Come round after dinner on the 
fifth,” wrote Eosemary, “and help in 
our firework display. The children in- 
sist ; they still remember last year and 
talk about it. , . 

I also remembered last year, though 
I have given up talking about it.’ I said 
pretty pithily at the time all that could 
be said on the subject, and now mourn 
in silence the memory of a once fine 
moustache so badly injured that it had 
to be destroyed. 

Eosemary, however, has a way with 
her and, though I wrote back that I 
should be unavoidably engaged on the 
fifth, I felt at the time it was not much 
good. Another letter and two telephone 
conversations — in Eosemary ’s most per- 
suasive voice — and I was defeated. So 
“after dinner on the fifth” found me 
dressed, for the slaughter and getting 
my courage up by having a glass of 
port with Eosemary’s husband, John, 
and his Great-uncle Eoger, who had 
|ust returned from India and was stay- 
, mg with them. 

John is a strong silent man ; Greit- 
uni(fe Eoger is not. Great-uncle Eoger 
talked incessantly about the good old 
days out East when natives were natives 


by gad and not Indian gentlemen, and 
he smoked long black Burma cheroots 
which he carried in an upper waistcoat- 
pocket like a row of organ-pipes. He 
offered me one, and under the flood of 
his reminiscence I inadvertently ac- 
cepted it. It looked like a length of 
tarred rope. It certainly felt like a 
length of tarred rope. I had a strong 
suspicion that it was a length of tarred ^ 
rope. So I laid it surreptitiously by 
the side of my plate. 

In vain. Great-uncle Eoger spotted 
me. 

I pretended I had lost my matches. 
Great-uncle Eoger gave me his box. 
I then told him, with the air of one 
keeping the best things till the last, 
that I 'd save it for later. Great-uncle 
Eoger said nonsense, he ’d give me an- 
other for later. 

I sighed; then I picked it up and 
listened to it. It even sounded like 
tarred rope. I could see Great-uncle 
Eoger was unconsciously out to render 
me hors de combat for the evening. 
Luckily, at that poipt the children, in 
pyjamas and a great state . of excite 
ment, swarmed in and told us to 
hurry up. ^ 

I leapt up with a joyful cry and 
allowed myself to be dragged swiftly 


out of the room. Eor once those chil- 
dren had done the right thing. 

Eosemary and her sister had mar- 
shalled their small dressing-gowned 
army in the drawing-room. Eosemary 
said that after last year she felt happier 
with something between her and me, 
even if it was only a window-pane. I 
bowed with dignity and walked across 
the lawn with firm tread. At the far end 
by the shrubbery I was shown in the 
baleful light of an electric torch a large 
box of wicked-looking contrivances of 
every shape and size. The silent John, 
yielding to a gust of ill-placed wit, had 
also -produced a pailful of water with 
my name and FIEE in big letters on 
the outside of it. I began to feel quite 
queer. 

John and Great-uncle Eoger, who 
had followed us, made it plain at the 
very start that I was in charge and that 
they were only there in the rdle of 
satellites. Since last November there 
has been a marked though somewhat 
ironic tendency to regard me in the 
light of an authority on fireworks, a 
kind of pyrotechnical expert. I fight 
against this, but I can’t help feeling 
there is something in it. A man who 
has sacrificed one moustache in the 
cause ought to have some acknowledg- 
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inenfc of his services paid him even 
thou oil it is an undesired honour. 

And an nndesired honour it certainly 
was. For when I was a child I used to 
long to grow up in order that I might 
be allowed to handle fireworks by myself. 
Now that I am growm up I sometimes 
(once a year, on the fifth of November 
to be precise) wish I was a child again. 
I longed for Eosemar^T- to sally forth and 
forbid me to touch them — no, not even 
that little one. But she did not. All 
that occurred was that Great-uncle 
Eoger casually tapped about a foot of 
hot ash off his cheroot on the edge of 
the box. . . . 

By the mercy of Heaven nothing hap- 
pened. I quelled my fluttering heart and 
in a voice as near normal as possible 
asked Great- uncl^ Eoger not to smoke. 
Great-uncle Eoger, chatting pleasantly 
about Bengal, acquiesced instantly, 
threw away the remaining half-foot and 
automatically selected another from the 
bass end of the organ-pipes in his waist- 
coat pocket. I. stopped him, buttoned 
up his coat and led him some way away. 
Then we started. . . . 

It was on the w^hole a good display. 
Air the rockets for one thing went off 
vertically, which is no mean achieve- 
ment. A horizontal rocket to my mind 
always betrays the hand of the amateur. 
Moreover, the squibs all squibbed, the 
Catherine-wheels buzzed like circular 
saws, and the golden rain came down 
in torrents. Also, while each item was 
in progress, , I remembered to replace 
the lid over the box containing the re- 
mainder of the programme. One learns 
by experience. I had omitted this pre- 
caution last year. 

Eosemarj^ her sister, and the various 
assorted progeny greeted everything 
with rapturous applause. In fact the 
house rose at me, and not even the fact 
that at one point I trod in the fire-bucket 
in the dark could damp my enthusiasm. 

At last I finished. Further demands 
for more at once broke out, interspersed 
with calls for “Author’* from Eosemary 
and for “ Moustache ” from Eosemary’s 
sister, who had been put up to it. 

“ There are no more 1 ” I shouted. 

“ Look and see,’* they shouted. 

I found one overlooked box of Bengal 
lights — a bit of an anticlimax. And 
then I discovered a last firework that 
seemed to have fallen out of the box. It 
felt like a small Eoman candle, and 
I shouted to the audience to keep their 
seats p’ease for the Harlequinade. 
Gingerly I applied a match to one end 
of the thing, hoping it was the r'ght 
one; for the wor.-t of Eoman candles 
is that they have two ends, and if you 
light the right one you get three or so 
seconds* grace of candle, whereas if you 
light the wrong one you get a Eoman 


almost instantaneously. This one, how- 
ever, must have got damp on the grass, 
for nothing happened beyond a faint 
splutter and a loul-smelling wisp of 
smoke. With a short prayer I tried 
to light the other end. The splutter- 
ing was a trifle more lively and the 
smell considerably more pronounced, 
but that was all. As a firework the 
thing was poor. 

At last, having summoned John, who, 
strong and silent though he is, had been 
slowly edging away into the shrubbery 
while I toyed with the lethal weapon, I 
demanded his electric torch. 

In the beam we examined this feu 
cV esprit — this firework which wouldn’t 
work. 


Then I walked back to the house. 
“The show is over,” I announced. 
“But I thought you’d got another 
one,’* said Eosemary, 

“ So did I,” I replied, “ But it wasn’t. 
I made a mistake.” 

“What was it, then? ” 

“If you really w^ant to know,” I said 
evasively, “ ask Great-uncle Eoger. He’s 
gob a lot more,” A. A. 


**This is the first time in the history of 
Palestine that Moslem women have nnveiled 
before any stranger. ‘ They are doing this for 
their country, and they are prepared to do much 
more if necessary,’ stated the spokesman of 
the delegation. . . — Sunday Paper* 

We trust that their country will be 
modest in its demands. 
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MR, MAFFERTY TAKES A LADY OUT. 

KNOW BOW why men si*ay afc 
home/’ said Mr. Mafferty, “for last 
night I took a lady out to dinner. I did 
it to oblige a friend, Mr. Heather, an’ he 
in love with her, so there ’s no call for 
your insinuatin’ glances. It’s a fine 
young lady she is surely, but hungry 
itself, though she lives in a rich house, 
with dogs *an’ footmen an’ the like. 1 
wonder now the like of her would not be 
takin’ a little nourishment at home in 
the daytime, the way a gintleman could 
entertain her in the evenin’ without 
soilin’ his securities or borrowin’ from 
the bank. An’ I wonder there ’s no two 
people can meet together in this town 
without one of them | ~ 

gives food an’ drink to ,[ j f /I jfij fi 1 1 

theother. Isitunlawful !! '■[] lil'!!- 

taikin’ between meals 1 ' 

“Well, me friend is 
called away suddenly to 
the country, an’ he asks 
me to console the lady 
with me genial society. 

I drive up punctual to | iHlHWiil 
the house in a motors 
omcibus, an’ in less 
than half-an-hour she ’s 
dressed an’ ready, like 

a flower of the Hast in 

pink satin. An’, says 

you like to take your 

food? I know a fi.ne /lilljljllmSffll 
small place in Blooms- ||||||||||^ | 

fine place,’ says she, ^ ^ 

‘ but I know a fine small WHA^ 

place behind Piccadilly Builcr, “M: 
itself.’ he has got e 

“ ‘ Well, that ’s fine,’ 

says I; 'we can go by 

the Underground train.’ For it ’s not | 


an’ the blood ran cold in me bones, for lobsters an’ I made faces at the 'waiter 
it’s a poor man I am. Bedad, there the way he ’d not be putting expensive 
I was nothin’ to eat below five shillin’s, notions in the lady’s head. But the 
an’ it was three shillin’s to sit down mean feller avoids the glance of me eye, 
only ! ‘ I wonder now%’ says I, ‘ there ’s an’ she orders a Lobster du Maurier or 


no charge made for breathin’, 
will you take, young lady ? I see they “ ‘ It ’s fillin’ food, lobster,’ 
have a nice grilled chop ready.' ' You wouldn’t want much af 

“ ‘ It ’s a small little cocktail I ’ll be lobster, I ’m thinkin’.’ 
takin,’ she says. “ * I would not,* says she, 

“ ' Is it so ? ’ says I in wonder, for it ’s quare small appetite.’ 


What the like of that. 


“‘It’s fillin’ food, lobster,’ says I. 
‘You wouldn’t want much after your 


a small slip of a thing she is, maybe 
nineteen or twenty years grown. 

“ ‘ It is that,’ says she. ‘ An Uncle's 
Dream itself.’ 


“ ‘ Would the lady be takin’ a pheas- 
ant ? ’ says the waiter. 

“ ‘ I might,’ says she. 

“ ‘ You would not,’ says I, ‘ an’ you in 




“ ‘ The Saints preserve usl ’ says I. dread of the fat. I tell you now what 
' Would that be an expensive beverage, you’d like, surely, an’ that’s a little 
Mister Marini ? ’ chopped ham on a piece of toast. That ’s 

OVR PARENTS HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. said £^ou\^chopped ham 

Reginald wishes 3me to hinfokm your ladyship that on the card,’ says he. 

iSELF engaged TO A THEATRICAL YOUNG PERSON, WHOM “‘Well it’sthpwnn 

) MARRY TO-MORROW, AND HE THOUGHT YOUR LADYSHIP 4.U j 

SERVED WITH THE COFFEE.” ot the world I says 

— ; I, speechless. 

“ ‘ Tis three shillin’s only,’ says the “An’ then the young lady says, * I ’ll 
oreign gintleman. have no more at all, waiter, only a small 

£ TtT.n H 1 t T 1 -1 n 1 « «/ 


WHAT OUR PARENTS HAVE TO PUT UP WITH. 

Butler, “Mr. Reginald wtshes me to hinform your ladyship that 

HE HAS GOT HIMSELF ENGAGED TO A THEATRICAL YOUNG PERSON, WHOM 
HE IS GOING TO MARRY TO-MORROW, AND HE THOUGHT YOUR LADYSHIP 
W’'OULD LIKE IT SERVED WITH THE COFFEE.” 


the Undergpund train.’ For it ’s^ not ‘ ’Tis three shillin’s only,’ says the “ An’ then the young lady says, * I ’ll 
meself was in love with the girl, an the foreign gintleman. have no more at all, waiter, only a small 

station two small steps from her house, “ ‘ Well, let you choose first what food bowl of soup before the lobster an’ may- 
11 • , T . T tate,’ says I to the lady, ‘ for it be the half of a partridge after, with 

‘D you think I d travel under the could bel’dnotbeabletopayforthetwo.’ fried potaters an’ a few small sprouts • 
ground m me new pink? ’ says she. ^ It ’s little food I ’ll be eatin’ this an’ after that nothin’ at all unless it 
SO, says I. ‘It s clean an night, says she, ‘an’ I destroyed with would be a small piece of an ice-pud- 
dry bslow. An’ you can read the even- the great fat I have on me.’ din’, an’ maybe a dainty little savoury 

in paper. _ ^ _ “‘Go fetch the lady a cocktail,’ says to finish, an’ coffee an’ liqueurs only, 

Jumpin J ames ! ’ says she, ‘ it ’s a I, relieved in me mind. ‘An’ then will an’ never a mouthful more if yon please ’’ 
quare strange man you are.’ you take some oysters or not ? ’ “ ■ Have nothin’ you don’t want me 

“‘I am so, says I, an I hired a “‘What’s oysters?’ says the inno- darlin’,’ says I tenderly 

1 cent child. , “WeU, by the end of it, between 

Well, Mister Marmi s little place “ ‘ It s a kind of edible bivalve they the two of them, they ’d ordered two 

was as large as a church, an’ full of are,’ says I; ‘an’ terrible fattenin’ in meals would keep the Brigade of 

lords. I never saw so inany rich folk the fall of the year.’ Guards from starvation, with fowls an’ 

before, an I afeared me black tie would “ ‘ I ’ll eat no oysters then,’ says she. fishes an’ augels on horseback an’ the 

m slidm up me coHar behind, an’ me “ ‘ Maybe the lady has a hankerin’ divil knows what besides. An’ I took 

fine gilt studs escapin m front. Mister for lobster ?’ says the head-waiter ; an’ up the wine-list, an’, begob it opened 
an me young lady is old he reels off six or seven lobsters in the itself at the champagne page t An’ I 
an be sends six waiters to us. French language. turned over quickly to the still wines 

I picked up the programme of eatm’ “Well, I cast an eye at the price of an’ burgundies, an’ savs I. ‘ Wha.f. 


‘^Well, by the end of it, between 
It ’s a kind of edible bivalve they the two of them, they ’d ordered two 
Lre,’ says I ; ‘ an’ terrible fattenin’ in meals would keep the Brigade of 


the fall of the year.’ 

“ ‘ I ’ll eat no oysters then,’ says she. 


meals would keep the Brigade of 
Guards from starvation, with fowls an’ 
fishes an’ augels on horseback an’ the 


“‘ Maybe ^the lady has a hankerin’ divil knows what besides. An’ I took 
for lobster?’ says the head-waiter ; an’ up the wine-list, an’, begob, it opened 
he reels off six or seven lobsters in the itself at the champagne page 1 An' I 
FreMh language. turned over quickly to the still wines 

“WeU, I cast an eye at the price of an’ burgundies, an’ says I, ‘ What wine 





will you take, young lady? There’s 
a grand Empire Burgundy they have 
here.’ 

' It ’s the strong joy I have to see 
the bubbles risin’ in me glass,’ says she, 
‘like the stars of heaven climbin’ the 
sky.’ 

“ ‘ Is that a fact ? ’ says I. ‘ Well, 
I w^onder now you wouldn’t have more 
joy seein’ the red wine of the Empire 
in your glass, hke the red blood of 
the Australians— an’ they shearih’ the 
sheep.’ 

“‘I would not,’ says she. 

I’ve seen the great trees of Aus- 
tralia,’ says I, ‘ as high as the British 
Museum, an’ they bearin’ red grapes 
the size of cannon-balls. An’ Num- 
ber 67 is a nice wine, I ’m thinkin’.’ 

‘“It’s not meself,’ says she, ‘would 
be drinkin’ red wine in a pink dress.’ 

“ ‘ Is it not ? ’ says I. ‘ Weil, if it’s 
white you have your heart fixed on 
there ’s a grand little white hock would 
warm the soul of a snake itself. It ’s 
Number 30 is in me mind.’ 

“‘I’ve no fancy for the German 
wines,’ says she, ‘ since me aunt was 
drowned in the Great War.’ 

‘“It’s noble principles you have, 
surely,’ says I, ‘ An’ there ’s no nobler 


wine than a cheap Sauterne, ’tis white 
as charity an’ bottled by the French. Will 
you take' a small sip of Number 17 ? ’ 

It ’s quare an’ heavy I am this 
night,’ says she, ‘after the long day, 
an’ it rainin’. It ’s no more than a 
thimbleful I ’d be' takin’, but there ’s 
a hunger in me heart for bubbles.’ 

“ ‘ God help me ! ’ says I, an’ I ordered 
the champagne, for there’s no goin’ 
against a woman at the latter end. • 

“ ‘ The quare extravagant fellow you 
are ! ’ says the young lady, reproachful. 
‘It’s soda-water was in me mind, no 
more.* 

“"‘Soda-water, is it?’ says I. ‘It’s 
a pity now you ’d not remember the 
\vord before. Maybe it’s not lobster 
you’d be wantin’ truly, nor the half of 
a partridge, but one sardine an’ the end 
of a cold sausage ? ’ 

“ ‘ It is so,’ says she. ‘ Why would I 
be needin’ grand food an’ drink, an’ I 
a simple girl with the stars in me soul 
an’ a strong love for the wuld places ? 
I wonder now you ’d bring me to a grand 
place the like of this one, an’ I after 
tellin’ you I ’d be as happy standin’ at 
the coffee- stall or takin* a poor crust in 
Bloomsbury.’ 

“‘Is it yourself,’ says J, the blood 


rushin’. to me head — ‘is it yourself 
would be as happy eatin’ at Blooms- 
bury as this place ? ’ 

“ ‘ I would so, surely,’ says she. ‘ Why 
would I tell you a lie ? ’ 

“ ‘ Well,’ says I, ‘ Mister Marini, ^is 
there a public omnibus goes from this 
place to Bloomsbury ? ’ 

“ ‘ There is that,’ says he. . 

“ ‘Then let you stop it at the door,’ 
says I, ‘ and reserve two places. For 
it ’s to Bloomsbury we’ll be goin’ this 
livin’ instant.’ An’, begob, Mr. Heather, 
it ’s to Bloomsbury we went. 

“ If it wasn’t for the passion of love, 
Mr. Heather, there ’d be never a rich 
restaurant doin’ business at all.” 

, . A.P.H. 

Celestial Overcrowding. 

“ To make room, will sell pairs well bred bril- 
liant copper colour Archangels, beetle green 
wdngs and backs, 5/-, 7/6; approval.’* 

Irish Paper, 


“ Mr. discovered that a swarm of boos 

had made its nest in his newly-bought motor- 
car. Gaining an entrance through the back 
seat the bees selected a spot at tho back of the 
upholstery from which it is almost imx:>ossiblo 
to extricate them .” — South African Paper, 

A bee in the back seat is always much 
worse than one in the bonnet. 







512 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


[November 6, 1929. 


MORE ABOUT MURDER TALES. 

I HAVE complained already (in my 
gentle way) of the complicated geo- 
graphical charts showing where the 
murder was done that make modern 
detective novels almost as difficult as 
map-reading in the War. There is an- 
other thing I do not like about detective 
fiction, I cannot abide the Virtuous 
Young Pair. They are always present 
as soon as the butchery is done. They 
are always prigs. They have never 
done the deed of gore. There is not a 
chance of getting them killed, even at 
the end of the book. Apart from their 
morals, which are white as driven snov7, 
they are chiefiy remarkable for incred- 
ibly loving conversations and astound- 
ing callousness in the presence of a 
recently-slain relative or friend. They 
sometimes work in collaboration with, 
sometimes in competition with, the 
great detective and the police. Their 
names are quite likely to be Eichard and 
Joan. The books in which they occur 
ought to be destroyed by the police. 
Better to bring up the young to dance, 
beb, drink cocktails, bully their parents 
and run over pedestrians in motor-cars 
than to inspire them with the ambition 
of nosing about corpses with note-books 
in their hands or prying into people’s 
cabinets to find bits of the missing 
will. 

It is a cheeryday for Eichardand Joan, 
although they may make some feeble 
effort to hide it, when Aunt Matilda is 
found with the jugular severed, in the 
morning-room, or Uncle Harry is no- 
ticed by the housemaid hanging dead 
from the study chandelier. 

“I had barely begun to dust, Miss 
Joan, when I saw him,” says the fright- 
ened girl. 

The housemaid is frightened, but not 
Joan. 

“We must look into this at once, 
Eichard,” she says, “ before the detec- 
tives come.” 

And there and then they sit down, 
the two young ogres, to tabulate prob- 
abilities, poke into escritoires, and draw 
up schedules to show which of their 
nearest and dearest is most likely to be 
a poisoner or a thug. It would be far 
more sporting and far less inhuman if 
they got up a rowdy little cabaret parby 
and had a sweepstake on the event. 

^ But they don’t do anything of that 
sort, Eichard and Joan. With the 
blood yet undried on the carpet, they 
exchange a few endearing epithets, 
tender on his part, coy on hers (“ Joan, 
my darling.” “ Now, Eichard ” — shak- 
ing a slender forefinger — “don’t waste 
Wo have business to do to-day ! ”), 

^ |gyously to work on deceased. 

Having .turned the body over (very 


often there are bullet or dagger wounds 
all over it) they pull out its pocket- 
books, key-rings, letters, and what not, 
examine them carefully, and study the 
carpet and the windows, the waste- 
paper basket and the grate. After that 
they retire to the sola. Each with a 
ghoulish arm round the other’s waist, 
a writing-pad on their knees, they 
begin to make out what they call “A 
List of Deductions from the State 
of the Body when Eirst Discovered.” 
Whereas -any decent ordinary young 
people outside a detective novel would 
have first rung up the police and then 
been sick. 

Later on, when they have appeared 
at the inquest and concealed most of 
the evidence, either to score ofi the 
police on their own account or else to 
assist the great private detective who 
is above and greater than Scotland 
Yard, they get together again on the 
same comfy sofa in the charnel-chamber, 
and Joan “wrinkles her pretty fore- 
head,” still telling Dick not to be so 
playful. 

At last between them the precious 
couple compose what they call — 

A List of Possible Alibis. 

It usually goes like this — 

{Murder was certainly committed on nig li t 
of November 5th between 12.11 and 
12.15 A.M.). 

Grandpapa . — In his club till midnight 
and afterwards in bed. But may 
have caught 11.10 p.m. to Pod- 
well, committed deed with paper- 
knife and returned unnoticed on 
milk-train. Not seen by guard 
or porters, but may have hidden 
inside a churn. 

Uncle I ames.—kt Podwell Manor Fancy- 
Dress Ball. Went as Elephant. 
Seen at various times during 
course of evening; but did some- 
one else possibly wear same dis- 
guise ? 

Gcnmn Amelia . — ^Having a bath. Only 
her own evidence. Lock of bath- 
room door oiled, but no sign of 
bath having been used. 
E^Zer.—Eeading Observer m the pantry. 
Unable to quote whole of leading 
article ; hut this may be due to 
poit. Seen by Cook at 12.5 and 
12.30, between which time But- 
tons admits that he came down- 
stairs to steal biscuits. 

Mem, (1) Could Butler have 
crawled past him unob- 
served. 

(2) Is there anything 
between Bubler and Cook ? 
GooTc, — See “Butler.” 

Buttons . — Improbable could have in- 
flicted such a heavy blow with 
lefb hand. 


Rev. Gharles Honeyman. — Preparing 
sermon ab the Vicarage, Own 
evidence. Played picquet with 
deceased up till 11.45. May have 
gone out, banged front-door, come 
in again, closed it quietly and 
got into linen-cupboard. 

Ramsay MacDonald. — Stated to have 
been letting off squibs. Must 
verify this. 

Sir Edward Hoggenheim, Lady Smith, 

Mayor of Podxoell, the txoo Miss 

Murphys, and Selves. — All at Manor 
House Ball, disguised as Mephis- 
topheles, Cleopatra, George III., 
ElOl, Nell Gwynne, etc. All 
noted by waiter at buffet from 
12 midnight to 12 30 a.m. 

Emily Binks, Secretary arid Gompanion. 
Washing out silk stockings in 
housemaids’ pantry. Noise of 
water heard by Cook. But see 
above. 

George Bernard Shaw. — Claims to have 
killed deceased, but probably 
only for purposes of publicity. 
Gousin John, Principal Legatee. — At 
Cannes. But did he leave a 
double there and fly over for the 
day? 

Armed with this awful document, 
Eichard and Joan, like a couple of 
bloodhounds, go trailing through the 
rest of the book, interfering with the 
police, kneeling behind sofas, spying on 
the butler, interviewing solicitors, break- 
ing into bedrooms and making a general 
nuisance of themselves until the last 
chapter, where they holdup the criminal, 
probably a childhood’s playmate or a 
godmother, with a Colt automatic which 
they don’t know how to use, and wring 
out a confession, parts of which aston- 
ish even the great detective himself. 
No suspicion has been too vile for them 
to harbour, no scent too unsavoury for 
them to follow. The criminal drinks 
a draught of prussic-acid or strychnine 
and falls writhing and gurgling at their 
feet. 

“Eichard, my darling!” murmurs 
Joan. 

“Joan, my beloved! ” cries Dick. 

And there we leave them in each 
other’s arms, the prospective father and 
mother of little bloodhounds yet to be. 

■ - Evoe. 

and Mrs. have known their joys 

and their sorrows. They have tasted the 
limited sweets and courageously swallowed the 
bitters.” — Provincial Pa;per. 

A case of “ gin and bear it.” 

“Finding that too many Parisians were 
making the midnight peaca hideous with 
* canned ^ jazz, the Police Chief issued an 
order that all pramophones must be shut ofi 
after 10 p.m .” — Aberdeen Paj^er. 

Our baby’s is never in use after dark. 
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Ladp (to friend whose son has been arrested). ‘‘Take it from mb, Mrs. ’Arris, ’is best chance oe gettino off is 

TO PROVE A LULLABY.” 


TWOPENCE COLOURED; 

Or, The Gentle Art op Eulogy 
{With acknowledgments to a revieio of 
the Poet L AUBE ATS' s recefit magmtm 
oj)ns in “ The Times Literary S^ip- 
plement ”). 

The question which, on his recovery 
from the first stupor of admiration, 
immediately occurs to every reader of 
this amazing masterpiece is how best 
— with wliat gesture, bold yet sub- 
missive — the nation shall express its 
reverential gratitude. Pending the 
erection of a chryselephantine veloci- 
pedal statue at Carfax, it should be 


feasible to rush a short Act through 
Parliament scheduling Boar’s Hill as 
an Ancient Monument and making ob- 
ligatory the provisic n of a copy of this 
work, bound possibly in leather to match 
the upholstery, as part of the standai d 
equipment of every motor vehicle 
manufactured within ten miles of the 
University of Oxford. 

The second question is how to make 
the lines scan. The best answer to 
this is that they scan themselves. The 
whole poem exhales a permeating and 
cosy rhythm that inflates the breath 
and shapes it as- a man shapes his hat 
with his head. While agreeably sug- 


gestive of its‘ English ancestry, from 
the Ayenhite of Inwyt to Martin 
Tuppeb, the mek’e yet casts an occa- 
sional eye at its French cousin, so that 
from time to time we find ourselves 
compelled to cross a line by the metals 
instead of by the bridge, seeking a pre- 
carious foothold upon the uneven sur- 
face. But for the most part the author, 
having wibbled the wobble of metrical 
eccentricity, is now content to speed 
down the chute of sheer simplicity. 
We feel indeed as we -read him rather 
as if we were watclimg or giving an 
imitation of runners 'in a three-legged ' 
race. As a rule the lines proceed with 
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a regularly reciprocating give-and-take ; 
but' occasionally their progress is im- 
peded by a complication of the middle 
feet. Thus : — 

“ Taking it on tke whole I hav cnm to the 
conclusion 

that where ther is taxation ther shd ke repre- 
sentation.” 

This is surely the most cordial, the 


MORE PHARMACY WEEK. 


and let me help you. I do not operate 
but take out the pains and finish them 


I DO not wish to seem to laugh at off by giving you medicine to drink. 
Mr. John Blauuw, ‘‘ a native,” of Cape Call on me now. 

Town, South Africa, for he can speak To Drinliers , — I have a wonderful 
English much better than I can speak stuff invented. Do you want to stop 
either Kaffir or Dutch ; but, if our chem- it ? See me. 

ists are still seeking a slogan, they may Bheimatism—This is a very common 


sentation.” ists are still seeking a slogan, they may Bheimatism—This is a very common 

This is surely the most cordial, the find something in the following pam- disease more or less prevalent at pre- 
most plastic, the most unruffled — in a phlet which was produced in court at sent, and needs a good cure, for the 
word the twee-est — measure ever de- the trial of Blauuw under the Medical joints of the body are all faked up. 






vised by human speech. Capable of and Pharmacy Act. 

handling the heavy luggage of the He was charged with practising as 

philosopher with ease and despatch, it a doctor.” The pamphlet (which I 

can carry a brimming cup of ~~ 

the most delicate porcelain , i::/.!., ;i' ' '■ ' 

without spilling ; yet it will I' . , ' , ,!,'■■ 'f~ 

find room for everything ■ | !|1‘‘ ' | ' !|i 1 

that man may say to man -i |j| .'!!'■ ||| ' I*' jfP'MS * 

as they ponder before the •, > i : i ; 1 1'; j |! liy | ^ "‘i 

smoking-room fire—except of ■ ' i ' , ' . .*|.j | ,! * ! *1 | 

course' the adulatory critic- ^ j 

isms of ‘tobacco or under- i •, jh J'. ilIsJi 

wear, which, if we may ■'p ! Vj', ' • 

A word must be said in 
guage. The cunning interr . ^'.^1 ^ 

and ^simplified 'speling,'im- 

parts a lasting polish to the 'v i ' /'•! * 

her worl— which begin (I .ss x 

write them in the later ^ 

author’s more attractive ' 

formV Twmvy. “You know ’ow you used to woeby abo 

yOB. TTTAT J APATST-RST?. VASR?” 


tM 




“ Mind and matter Mistress. “Yes.” 

glide swift into the vortex of Ttceeny. “Well, , YOU needn’t worry any more.” 

Immensity ; ' 

howls the sublime and softly sleeps the calm take with apologies from The Cape 

ill the whispering chambers of Imagin- headed . 

ation. . . .” Have you heard about John Blauuw ? 

Nor is the content of the verse If not so, seehim on medical purposes, 

\ divorced from its music. The latter is These are a feto ailments or prescrip- 

no extraneous ornament, but consub- tions I can introduce.' All the latest 

stantial with the very pith and marrow inventions of the year, 
of meaning in the line, as the hair on Tbotjbdes. 

the coker-nut is with the succulent a -o a- Ti- i i 

meat within. Hence, to end with a Beahng.—Ii jom. heart beats 

homely analogue after the author’s own you have a guilty conscience for 

heart^hence the milk in the coker-nut ! sound you hear, I have got a very 


the trial of Blauuw under the Medical joints of the body are all faked up. 
and Pharmacy Act. See me. Come soon. 

He was charged with practising as Consumption or Neuralgia,— li you are 

a doctor.” The pamphlet (which I attacked by this sort of trouble, which 

is the cause of lungs, and 
■ 1 * ' you cough, that your chest 

I ^ ^ 'i indicates dryness. I have 

I ! . ■ J|| i ^ guaranteed prescription 

: * ! il': ■ i- liy k™ i 1 Senseless Persons. — If 

I ' ■ i '■ * ■ - I ■- \\ head and brains do 

*■ ' I’ 1 ‘ 'V uot loll ow in the way they 

i ' '■! •. in '• "■ !■' 1 should, see me, because 

L? j i V _ ' I why? Somebody charmed 

— * i.',! ' I 

1 !' 1 defamous ailments, and it is 

^ ' I seldom curable, but I 

^ mey for if 

is very essential to all house- 
nie. " This stuff' i^ to be used 

Son ^ 

' , The public must under- 

roR THAT Japanese vase?” ^ 

“y2g.« ^ poisonous medicines, but 

“Well, , YOU needn’t worry any more.” ^ guarantee my laxatives 

; — — solely for Love of Honour.” 

take with apologies from The Cape Not for his primitive English only 
Times) was headed: is John Blauuw remarkable, bub for 

^^Haveyouheard about John Blauuw? modern point of view. All the 












Tweeny, “You know ’ow you used to worry about gettin 
A match for that Japanese vase?” 

Mistress. “ Yes.” 

Ttceeny. “Well, , you needn’t worry any more.” 


If not so, see him on medical purposes. ^®st doctors novy attack not only the 


These are a few ailments or prescrip- 
tions I can introduce.' All the latest 
inventions of the year, 

Eor Many Troubles. 

Heart Beating . — ^If your heart beats 
and you have a guilty conscience for 
any sound you bear, I have ’got a very 
good stuff to release you. 


'5 or prescrip- l^^dy but the mind, and are as much 
All the latest interested in our love-affairs as in 
our livers. Poor John Blauuw! he was 
convicted. A. P. H. 


“Great Nile Dam. 

. . . The Minister of Public Works has decided 
to raise the dam nine metres. Sir Murdoch ' 
MacDonald had insisted on a seven metre 


,“01ook, striking grandfather, for sale.” 
Shame l Daily Pa^er. 


Kidney Trouble.^Thi^ trouble is pre- limit. (Nine metres equals 9,843 yards) “ 

valent to hundreds of people who think Daily Paper. 

it is backache when it is not. Come Dammed high, we call it. - 







the ideal of walking about the streets home to which the great dictionary 
HAN WAY AND BROWN. of London with an umbrella. I should (and even The JEncy. JBriL) has not 
I PEOPOSE to hold this week the bi- say with a masculine umbrella, for the penetrated, a slender edition of that 
centenary of the umbrella. It is not female umbrella had already been in despised apparatus which Mr. Hanway 
exactly the right week (nor the right use for about fifty years. took about with him on his walks has 

year), but no matter. “ Another time I Persecution was immediate. If the now an honourable place. Many old- 

may have forgotten.' There is no time reader had been a lackey in the streets fashioned people, I surmise, still talk of 
like the present for a bi-centenary. of London in the year 1755, he would the umbrella as of “ Hanway,” and 
The modern rolled umbrella is a very have been laughing insolently all day the umbrella-stand as a Jonasium. 
beautiful thing. It has dignity and long at Mr. Hanway and his strange But, if the umbrella close-reefed be 
calm. It serves as many purposes as anti-pluvial tent. Nay, worse. In beautiful, if it may be opened in time 
the cudgel and the walking-stick and is 1785 I gather that the reader, now an of tempest without jeers, there clings 
less conspicuous than the sword. Fall- elderly and probably a dissipated lackey, something of the eighteenth-century 
ing out of fashion during the War, and would have been laughing still. For laughter to the apparition of an um- 
even for a few years afterwards, it has thirty years Jonas Hanway bore the brelia taken down after storm, derelict, 
come back to its own alike in the world brunt of ignominy and braved the in- water-logged, unfoldable, a nuisance in- 
of elegance and amongst business men. suits of the mob, until in 1786 death, stead of an ornament to the carrier, a 
Looking at the rolled umbrella, one the great umbrella, overshadowed him, desolate collection of wobbly spicules 
is glad that, not without a bitter and the Metropolis knew him no more, and wet and bat-like wings, 

struggle and after great tribulation, Dr. Johnson had no respect for him. That takes me to Brown. He was 

men’s umbrellas came to be. There were other quarrels between the of all men most careful about appear- 

Two hundred years ago to-day there two men because Mr. Hanway had ances and studious of the mode. He 
stood a young man, eager, clear-eyed, written an essay against tea, which had often asserted roundly that the need 
on the threshold of manhood, only Johnson in a gust of fury reviewed un- to unfold an umbrella never actually 
half conscious, it may be, of the mighty favourably. Mr. Hanway replied. Dr. occurred. Since it was always possible 
work that was to be the crown and Johnson replied again. Those were (1) Not to take out an umbrella on 
glory of his later career. Born in 1712, passionate days in hterature. Johnson wet days, or, 

it , was not until he was forty-three finally said of this indomitable man : (2) If surprised by rain whilst carry- 

years old and had travelled widely in “Jonas acquired some reputation by ing an umbrella, 

and the Bast, and written about travelling abroad, but lost it all by {a) to seek shelter under an arch- 
tltemwith singular dulness, that Jonas travelling at home.” way or in some building; 

consciously set before himself Johnson lied. In many a humble (b) to summon a taxicab. 
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Even tlie most stylish of men, how- 
ever, are fated to err. At the corner of 
Bond Street he met one morning a lady 
whom he had long known and greatly 
admired, and, talking to her, he did not 
notice the lowering aspect of the 
autumnal sky. Suddenly large drops 
of rain began to descend. Esmeralda 
(if that w^as her name, which I am sure 
it was not) demanded a cabriolet, and 
very gallantly, before it should arrive, 
Brown decided to do in effect what Sir 
Walter Ealeigh did for Queen Eliza- 
beth. He unbuttoned the small ring 
from the button of his umbrella; he 
uncoiled the woof, he depressed the 
peculiar metal spring; he pushed up- 
wards the whole frame and outer 
covering of the instrument which Mr. 
Hanway’s lively faith had saved from 
obloquy and rendered a proper, nay 
even a noble, addition to manly costume. 

There fell then upon him and the lady, 
like the leaves of Vallombrosa, a large 
showier of white and pink and purple 
confetti, aged about one-and-a-half 
years ; and too late Brown remembered 
that the machine had not been unfolded 
since the occasion of a far-off wedding, 
and that too Esmeralda’s own. A furi- 
ous tempest coinciding with his arrival 
at the church had compelled him to 
forgo his fixed principles and open 
the umbrella to the skies. When he left 
the porch half-an-hour later he hastened 
to undo the dreadful work that the 
storm had done. He wrapped his um- 
brella, he folded it, he smoothed it into 
a sticklike semblance again. But not 
before the crowd , lavish of their favours, 
had projected some of the symbols of 
rejoicing, unseen, into the heart of the 
silk, where they had stayed cunningly 
concealed in order to overwhelm his 
pride. 

What made the whole affair more 
tragic was that through some disparity 
of temper, in the interval betw’een these 
two openings of his umbrella, Esmer- 
alda had been divorced. It was the 
memory of this circumstance, as much 
as anything else, that prevented him, 
while the brightly-coloured tokens fell 
about her shoulders and her head, from 
being able to think of any suitable 
apology. 

I sympathise with Brown. And when 
I hold the Hanw'ay hi- centenary this 
week I shall ask him to be one of our 
guests. There will be a simple but 
pleasant little ceremony before the 
actual meal. 

We shall gather, those of us who are 
of a like mind with me, in a selected 
place, most probably Trafalgar Square, 
on what I hope will be a bright and 
cloudless day. We shall gently unfurl 
our umbrellas, extend and uplift them, 
and then take them down again and roll 



Workman. “ WOT ’s THE IDEA O’ PLAYIN’ A PLUTE WiTH ALL THIS RAH OOIN’ 

ON ? Nobody can’t ’ear yer.” 

Mendicant. “That is the idea. I can't play it.” 


them with the utmost care. After that 
we shall proceed in a body to the British 
Museum, give them into the charge 
of the attendant, enter the reading- 
room, and read a little Han'way, namely 
the account of his voyage down the 
Volga and his essay against tea. Erom 
there we shall go to a restaurant and, 
resisting the threats and prayers of the 
waiters, carry our umbrellas into the 
dining-room, place them at our feet, 
and dine. , The banquet over, we shall 


drink one glass in silence to the im- 
mortal memory oi Jonas Hanway, 
pioneer and apostle, and then, as 
silently, picking up our umbrellas, 
depart. 

Each will pick up his own. Evoe. 


Early Luncheoa Hours in Far East. 

“Autumnal Races, Hoshigaura. 

The visitors were rather thin on the stands 
during the mornixig, although they became 
well filled towards n.ooi'i,”'— Manchurian Paper. 
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LIGHT ON THE POLICE. 

There is a lofty, and superior creature, 

One at whose hearing ear and seeing eye 
(I crib that fine expression from th'e Preacher) 

Even the modern girl,” I ’m tdd; is shy ; 

Whom aliens warm to as the brightest feature 
That they can find beneath our iron sky ; 

Whose hand gives order and whose palm brings 
peace, / - ' ' - 

I mean our Metropolitan police. 

Muses more rich than mine, and pens more 
graphic 

. (A long way) have emitted prose and song 
Upon that person, dreadful though seraphic, 

♦ Smooth to the good, a terror to*the wrong ; 

But it is in his handling of the traffic, 

To my mind, that he really comes out strong; 
He has no rod like Moses, but his paw 
Can bahFthe currents up in very awe. 

He has not hitherto been decked unduly ; 
■'His'garb is simple, and, I think, not dear; 

Safe in a rushing tide he looms forth bluely. 

And every car assumes a milder gear 
(I ’m bound to say that, speaking for yours truly, 

I always jam the brake on in his rear) ; 

Indeed, to knock him endways from abaft 
, Would he good evidence .that one was daft. 


If he were picked out round his, manly torso 
With fairy-lamps, th’ effect would be sublime, 

Like Brighton pier in summer, only more so, 

Or some dream-palace in an Eastern clime ; 

And, topping all, a clock with faces four, so 
That, without asking, we could tell the time ; 

That in a general way would be more like, 

And no one could mistake him for a bike. Dum-D um. 


Our Musical Pets. 

** Wanted — ^!RIan for gardening, also to take charge of a cow who can 
sing in the choir and play the organ .”— in Canadian 

How to make Gertmn of a “Full Close.” 

I “The annual choir dinner will be held in the vicarage on Wed- 
nesday evening at 6 30, to be followed by a service in the church at 
8 p.na. with a full choir .” — Dublin Parish Magasim. 


An American baby has been born in an aeroplane, and 
the parents are exercised in their minds as to vrhat to call 
the child. If it ’s a girl, we beg to suggest “ Plane Jane.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Tuesday, October 29th . — All present 
and correct, save only the Prime Minis- 
ter, in whose place Mr. Snowden (save 
only for a force-of-habit reference to 
Mr. Baldwin as ‘‘the Prime Minister *’) 
functioned admirably. His to disclose 
the legislative programme for the re- 
mainder of the Session — measures to 
deal with pensions and coal and unem- 
ployment insurance .and factories and 
trade unions and much else besides — 
which the Leader of the Opposition 
rightly observed to be moderately am- 
bitious for a Government still in its 
childhood. 

None of these matters, it was evident, 
immediately concerned the embattled 
Conservative benches so much as the 
unemployment schemes, still locked in 
the Ministerial bosom of the Lord 
Privy Seal. He, however, declined to 
be drawn by this question or that, pro- 
mising the House a full statement early 
next week, at which all questions on the 
Order Paper and many others as well 
would be faithfully dealt with. 

Doubtless as the result of the Lord 
Privy Seal’s shining example, offering 
statements at an early date became 
positively epidemic, and the House 
learned that the early word will shortly 
be forthcoming on the resumption of 
diplomatic relations with Eussia, Pales- 
tine, Mr. Buxton’s schemes for making 
farming profitable, ex-service-men’s 
pensions and a number of other topics. 

Inscrutable in the matter of the things 
it intends to do, the Government was 
sufficiently definite as to two things it 
does not intend to do. There is to be 
no Bill to curb the investi- 
gative zeal of coroners. The 
whole law as to coroners’ 
inquests, Mr. Olynes ex- 
plained, had been revised 
less than three years ago — 
not a very sound argument 
against further legislation if 
further legislation is called 
for by new and untoward 
circumstances. ^ 

Mr. Olynes having denied 
satisfaction to Sir Kingsley 
Wood on this point, Mr. 

Morrison followed it up by 
rejecting Sir William Davi- ! 

son’s suggestion that the |S5J 

Government should set up 
a central fund for the pur- 
pose of reimbursing private 
hospitals which take in the 
victims of motor-car acci- 
dents and all too often get 
nothing but thanks for their 
pains. Mr. Morrison ex- 
pressed deep sympathy for 
the known shortage of funds 


from which most private hospitals purged of his Empire Kree Trade heresy, 
suffer, but pointed out that among their Mr. Moses, unscathed by the thunder 
benefactors the number of motorists and lightning of an Election petition, 
must indeed bulk large. The wells of also returned to the Promised Land, 
their beneficence, the House gathered, acknowledging with cuneiform gestures 
might well dry up if arrangements were the cheers of his Party, 
made for putting pedestrians together Public business found Mr. Graham 
again at the public expense. bravely sponsoring the Coast Protec- 

, , . tion Bill (of Conservative origin), a 

' C' measure which — in the best Conserva- 

\ ^ tive vein, be it said — ^proposes to invest 

" Board of Trade with pretty arbi- 

[ IV' trary powers over the seashore, not to 

' * J mention the actions and possessions of 

individuals and corporations inhabiting 
the more erosive of our seaside resorts. 
Criticism of the measure took a line 
which was neatly summed up in a 
maiden speech by Mr. Markham, the 
Labour Member for Chatham, who in- 
sisted that, while it was highly desir- 
able to protect our coasts from erosion 
by the sea, it was still more necessary 
i to protect the liberty of the subject 
from erosion by Whitehall But even 
Sir Basil Peto’s description of the 
measure as a “monstrous scandal of 
bureaucracy ” failed to carry anybody 
into the Lobby in opposition to the 
Second Beading. | 

Wednesday, October BOth. — A. number 

A PKETTY AEMPUL. Peers attended to do honour to W 

ivr» -d™- ... Badbn-Powbll, who took his seat amid 

Mr. P Snow n. customary ceremonial. There was 

Three new Members took their seats: somedisappointmentwhenLordsHAMP- 




A PRETTY ARMFUL. 

Mr. Philip Snowden. 

Three new Members took their seats: 


the Attorney-General, who is at ton and Glentanab, the Chief Scout’s 
least a new Labour Member ; Sir Henry sponsors, failed to conclude the cere- 
Slesser’s successor, Mr. Milner, and monies by giving the tribal howl. 

Sir J. Eerguson, the new Member for The spectre of Protection intrudes at 
Twickenham, who was led in by the most Cabinet deliberations and clanks 
Chief and Deputy Conservative Whips, depressingly in the background at most 
presumably as a sign that he is now Parliamentary debates. There was 

something not a little omin- 

Ut ous therefore in the fact that 

the luck of the ballot — if 
indeed it was luck and not 
a sort of Nemesis — ^thrust 
Sir Edward Iliffb’ s motion 
on the subject of German 
subsidized wheat into the 
forefront of the Session’s 

The debate, like others of 
its kind, was interesting but 
not especially helpful. The 
House is quite accustomed 
to Ministers of Agriculture 
whose angelic ministrations 
to the anguished brow of 
the farmer are of a purely 
negative character, but Mr. 
Buxton eclipsed all records 
for coupling poignant ex- 
•• pressions of sympathy w.th 

“A DEPLOR.ABLB PHENOMENON." uuquahfied protestations of 

“The hare runs after him all day complete impotence. _ 

And hears him call out everywhere : There was no remedy tor 

‘ Help I Fire I Help ! The Hare ! The Hare ! * ” this deplorable phenomenon, ] 

Mb. Hoeii Buxton. Struitwelpeter, he declared, except to tax 



522 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Novbmbee 6, 1929. 


food, wliicli he could not do and which 
his predecessor had likewise soundly 
omitted to do, Mr. Euhciman lifted 
the Liberal war-ery against Protection 
but doubted the Minister’s complete 
helplessness. If there was in fact a 
German subsidy to wheat exporters, 
that constituted in his view a violation 
cf the Geneva Conference, to which the 
attention of the German Government 
might be called. 

It was Mr. Wise, the Socialist Mem- 
ber for E. Leicester, who in a maiden 
speech contributed something new and 
instructive to an otherwise bar- 
ren and unprofitable debate. The 
rationalization of wheat produc- 
tion and wheat export abroad, 
he suggested, and the concentra- 
tion of wheat importation into 
this country in a few hands pro- 
vided a new state of things that 
could not be dealt vrith by the 
old arguments or the old doc- 
trines. What the British farmer 
needed, said Mr. Wise, was pro- 
, tect ion against fluctuating prices 
and dumping, neither of which 
benefited the consumer in any 
way. This could only be achieved 
by setting up some sort of Im- 
ports Board which would -fix a 
stable price for wheat based on 
the average world -price. 

Agricultural Members may 
have found comfort in Mr. Wise’s 
arguments, but they found still 
more in those of Mr. Butlee, 

" the new Conservative Member 
for Saffron Walden, who in an- 
other maiden speech roundly 
declared that from the farmer’s 
point of view it was precious 
little good talking about stan- 
dardizing wheat prices unless 
they intended to stabilize them 
at a very much higher level than 
at present. 

The debate on the whole 
showed all parties in the House 
to be considerably more con- 
cerned over German subsidized 
wheat than the Minister of AaRicuL- 
TUEE seemed to be, and considerably 
more hopeful that something could be 
done about it if all parties would forget 
politics and try to agree on a common 
policy for dealing with the iDroblem. 

After which — and after dinner — the 
House debated the abolition of capital 
punishment, on the motion of Mr. W. 
Brown, Socialist Member for Wolver- 
hampton. The debate produced nothing 
new, except an expression of surprise 
^ from Lady Astor that more men did 
not murder their mothers-in-law and 
more wives their drunken husbands, 
but resulted rather unexpectedly in 
Mx . Qdtoes accepting an Amendment 


by Sir H. Samuel that the question 
be referred to a Select Committee. 

Question-time extracted from Mr. 
Morrison the view that, all being well, 
the new Charing Cross bridge and 
station will be completed in about five 
years from the date of the Eoyal Assent 
fco the private Bill which is to be intro- 
duced before the end of the Session. 

Ifc is hoped that the souvenir-hunters 
who have already bean seen casting 
covetous eyes at Hungerford Bridge 
will consent to wait a little longer. 

Tkursday, October 81sL — In the Corn- 


started on the downward path of giv- 
ing something for nothing. This wrung 
from Lady Cynthia Mosley, in a well- 
delivered maiden speech, the retort that 
all her life she had been getting some- 
thing for nothing without being a bit 
demoralized by it. Anyway, merely 
to be a widow who had brought up 
children w^as something. 

On that point Lady Iveagh and other 
Members replied that widows were only 
widows, and some of them quite well 
off, thank you. If the contributory 
principle were to he departed from why 
should the State’s beneficence 
be confined to widows ? There 
were plenty of other classes of 
the community who needed it 
just as’ badly and 'deserved it 
just as well. 

That seemed to pave the way 
for Mr. Wheatley, who criti- 
cised the Government for not 
carrying out the true principles 
of Socialism and giving a hand- 
out to everybody poor enough 
to need it. In a word, he and 
Sir Kingsley Wood stood on the 
same ground in accusing the 
Government of not keeping its 
Election pledges, the answer to 
which, in Lady Cynthia Mos- 
ley’s words, was that this Pen- 
sions Bill was but the first in- 
stalment of a serial that was 
to be “continued in our next.” 
There are more widows, it seems, 
in the By-and-by street. Miss 
Susan Lawrence, replying for 
the Government, said much the 
same thing, but rather scandal- 
ised the House by asking what 
was the good of a debate when 
the Conservatives had no inten- 
tion of going into the Lobby 
against the Bill. 

Question-time produced no sen- 
sations, but neither did it produce 
the expected Government state- 
ment on Coal. Mr. Clynes, 
answering Sir G. Hamilton, said 
that there were cases in which ifc 
was impossible to deport an undesirable 
alien because no country which acknow- 
ledged him as a national could be found. 
“Gould the right hon. gentleman say 
to which country that most applied ? ” 
asked Commander Locker- Lampson. 
“I think Eussia,” replied the Home 
Secretary. “ I think so too,” said the 
Commander in castor-oil tones. 


“Miss carried a bouquet of yellow roses, 

the gift of the bridegroom, and wore ???????? 
also the gift of the bridegroom.” 

Local Pa ^ er , 

We think that it is best not to refer at 
all to garments whose mention is ques- 
tionable. 



NOTHING BOING. 

[On the Second Reading of the Widows’, Orphans’ and 
Old-Age Contributory Pensions Bill, the Government’s chal- 
lenge to a division was declined by the Conservative Party.] 
Mr. Neville Chamberlain and Mr. Greenwood. 

mons Mr. Greenwood moved the Sec- 
ond Heading of the Pensions Bill, and 
the House, which up to the present has 
suffered from a sort of unnatural re- 
straint, got down ta its stride.' Mr. 
Greenwood accused the Conservatives 
of charging the Government with run- 
ning away from its pledges, of course 
with the basest motives. Mr. Neville 
Chamberlain charged Mr. Henderson 
with having “most discreditably ” given 
Election promises of handsome pensions 
for everybody whichheknew the Socialist 
Party had no intention of keeping. The 
substance of his criticism of the Bill 
was that the Government had departed 
from the contributory principle and had 





A THEOLOGICAL PROBLEM. 

I HAVE in my household a daughter 
who invariably communicates with me 
on the more important issues of life by 
means of letters. When I come down 
to breakfast, for example, I may find 
on my plate some such note as this : — 
Dear daddy, — I want a stamp 
allbum. They are two and nine and 
I only have one and three, what 
had I better do ? 

Your loving daughter, Eve. 

Of course, being a strong man, I do 
not, in response to this, tamely hand 
over the needful at once, though in the 
end it is inevitable; I write perhaps 
(for to answer verbally is against the 
rules) suggesting that time and a little 
saving will overcome the difficulty. 
Then the correspondence really starts, 
and I am bombarded with some of the 
quaintest arguments which ever came 
from the head of a youthful Clarissa. 

These bouts have been most enjoy- 
able in the past, and I have always 
welcomed the appearance of the little 
pink envelope beside my plate. But, 
alas ! I have during the past week be- 
come involved ina theological discussion 
which has practically left me prostrate. 
It arose out of a small but lamentable 
decease in the domestic circle. 

Dear daddy (ran the first epistle of 
this series), — ^Do wite mice go to heven? 

Your loving daughter. Eve. 


I replied to this with some wariness. 
‘'I think it possible,” I w^te, ‘‘but I 
am not certain.” 

The answer rather startled me. “ If 
they don't then I don't want to go 
either, "wrote the downright young lady. 

Pondering this I became slightly 
alarmed for my daughter's spiritual 
future. After all, this was not to be 
jeopardised for a mere mouse, and white 
at that. So I plunged. 

“ I have no doubt the better behaved 
ones do,” I replied, 

“Would Horace?” The question 
was awaiting me at dinner, and there 
was something so appallingly direct 
-about it that I began to hedge again. 

“ So far as I have observed,” I wrote, 
“Horace was a nice -minded little 
mouse.” 

I might have spared myself the 
trouble, for the question was merely re- 
peated with what seemed almost a note 
of sternness : “Would Horace ? ” 
“Yes,” I wrote, plunging again. ^ As 
a churchwarden I was becoming a little 
dubious of my position, but I cherished 
the hope that this terse reply, with its 
air of finality, would close the corre- 
spondence. The appearance of another 
pink note shattered that hope. 

Dear daddy, — Will he have his 
wiskers and be able to sniffle at 
things? If he can't sniffle at things 
he won’t be happy. 

Your loving daughter, Eve. 


I now began to realise the dangerous 
nature of the ground I was on, but I 
could see no way of retreat. 

“I have no doubt,” I wrote, “that 
he will be able to do the things he most 
enjoys.” 

It sounded fairly safe, but the stark 
question which sprang from it raised a 
new and terrible problem. 

“Will Jane?” 

When I tell you that Jane is our 
Persian cat, and that it was ovring to 
a regrettable lapse on her part that 
Horace became a premature occupant 
of the world of Shades, you will see 
where I had landed myself. If all the 
deceased Janes were going to do the 
things they most enjoyed the deceased 
Horaces were likely to have a pretty thin 
time of it. And Horace was Eve’s prime 
favourite. 

For a moment I toyed with the idea 
of handing the whole correspondence 
over to the Yicar; after all it was 
really his department. 

And then a dazzling idea — Heaven- 
sent, I must believe — came to me. 

“As Jane belongs to your mother,” 
I wrote, “ this is a point on which she, 
and not I, should be consulted.” 

Nevertheless my head is bowed and 
I am wondering from which direction 
the next blow will fall. 0. M. 

Double-Shift Scheme .” — Daily 
For the colder weather ? 
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A Mixed Bag. 

With the assistance of the useful 
black-out, Mr, Lothae Mendes, the 
producer of the paramount talking- 
film, Illusion, has managed to present 
a fairly full screen version of the viva- 
cious American novel of vaudeville life 



Claire JerniganiMiss Cammoll) , to 

Eric Schmittlajg {Mr.BEGiS irotoEr)r“lT ’s 
NO USE YOU GOING GA-GA ON ME ; ' YOU 
IL\.VEN’T GOT A . FINALrEADE-OUT FACE.”: 

(with the same title) by Mr. Arthue 
Train, which, as it happens, I was 
reading quite recently. I am glad I 
knew the book because it showed once 
more how many changes can occur 
between the “ shooting of these stories 
and their public exhibition. 

If typography is to be taken as an 
index of importance (a point on which 
the otherwise exhaustive Printing Sup- 
plement of The Times said nothing) the 
programme of Illusion is singularly 
misleadring, for not only does it over- 
emphasise Mr. WiLDiAM Austin in a 
part which hardly exists, giving him 
capital letters, but it does less than 
justice to the admirable p3rformances 
of Miss June Collyee as Hilda 
Schmittlap, a nouveau-riche's daughter, 
and of Mr. Eegis Toomey (who has one 
of the best talkie voices extant) as Eric 
Schmiitlap, her brother, two of the 
‘ main supports of the story, neither of 
whom has the honour of large caps. ‘ I 
don’t mean that that coveted distinction 
is not earned by its two other possessors 
— Mr. Charles Eogers as Garlee, the 
circus performer who wants to get into 
society, and Miss Nancy ’Carroll as 
Claire Jeriiigan, the partner in his 
act,” with her pretty face so reminis- 
' cent of the beloved Maud Millett of 
my youth — ^but the others deserve it no 
. less. 


It is, I suppose, owing to the scissors- 
mau that that popular film actress, 
Miss Kay Francis, whom I personally 
always like to see at her vampings, has 
in Illusion so mysterious a part as 
Zelda Paxton. There she is, as usual — 
with her musical deep voice, lithe and 
sinuous and exquisitely dressed — very 
obviously, when we first see her lean- 
ing back in the luxurious limousine, 
bent upon luring Carlee from his own 
true sweetie. Bub no. Let me, knowing 
the novel, tell you who come fresh to 
the film that this time Miss Francis is 
no houri at all but merely the woman- 
of-the-world whom the jumped-up 
Schmiitlaps employ to arrange their 
parties. It would look as though an 
infusion of caption into the talkies 
would often greatly improve them ; a 
line explaining Zelda Paxton would 
certainly be of use. The film as a whole 
is so good that its blemishes are a pity. 

For the ,most part Illusion is merely 
a story of mixed stage and society 
life, but twice it reaches excitement, 
once when Count Fortuny, played very 
well by Mr. Paul Lukas, is caught 
cheating at cards, and again in a very 
emotional moment when Claire Jerni- 
gan is going through her famous act 
with her new partner, Maggot (who 
doesn’t get into the programme at all), 
in which she is fired at by four members 



Hilda Schmittlap {Mus June Collyeb) 
“You CAN’T ]MAEE A SCENE HERE 1 ” 

Carlee Thorpe (Mr. Chaeles B ogees). 
“Well, if' you can’t ]vl\ke a scene on 
THE films, where CAN YOU ? ” 

of the audience with service rifles but 
comes out unharmed. At least she 
should — need I say more ? 

The new Lupino Lane film, Fireproof, 
is now and then funny in its' mixture of 
acrobatics and comic ingenuity ; but we 


lose interest when accidents cease to 
occur in the ordinary course, but are 
sought for. One can fall into the same 
man-hole several times too often ; and 
Lupino Lane does so. 

I was hoping to be able to say some- 
thing cordial about the much boosted 
Hollywood Bevue at the Empire, but 
my pen refuses to move in that direction. 
Never can so much money and so many 



THE OLD MATERKAL TOUCH. 


talents have yielded so disappointing 
and even depressing a result. For two 
hours the bush is beaten with intense 
energy, but the hare is never started. 
The pick of the studios, extravagantly 
introduced by Mr. Conrad Nagel, per- 
form in song, dance or sketch, and none 
of them gets, as the saying is, across. 
Why, I cannot say. There is a comic 
conjuring act, the ineptitude and fun- 
lessness of which make one weep ; there 
is a mother song by the greatest living 
expert in that line which makes one ill. 
EvenBusTER KeatoNjAs Gleopatrawiih 
a pantomime asp, fails to be droll ; the 
blight is‘ on him too. ' And yet here, in 
this kind of go-as-you-please medley, 
the talking ought to find its true med- 
ium. In fact it already has done so in 
The Cocoanuts. ■ 

One of the shorter talking films in 
the Empire programme introduced us 
to what I fervently hope is not going 
to be a fashion, although I have my 
fears; the exploitation of the cynical 
infant. In this particular example the 
child is a budding American of about 
five, filled with resentment at the pres- 
ence of a new baby in the house and 
determined to get rid of it. All this he 
unfolds to us, happily not too distinctly, 
in the language of the streets with the 
punctual ‘‘Hells ! ” The age of talkie 
performers should certainly not be below 
the teens. If, as seems inevitable, we 
are to have “Hells!” let them be 
aspirated by maturer lungs. 

Let me add that the British Movie- 
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tone News gets better and better and 
can be far more entertaining than any 
invented pictures. The range of this 
organisation is, very wide, the scenes 
the other evening including the arrest 
of the would-be assassin of the Italian 
Crown Prince ; Lord Beaverbeook on 
his Empire scheme, which would gain 
in effect if he spoke it instead of reading 
it; Miss MacDonald bidding farewell 
to the people of America; a liner on 
the rocks ; a pilgrimage to Lourdes ; 
deep-sea fishermen at work; and the 
Peime Ministee approving of Niagara 
Palls. - E. V. L. 

“Fcture of the Telegram. 

How It May be Delivered in a Few Years.” 

Manchester Paper. 
But only if you’re lucky. 

“ ‘ The Liberal Pary ^ he said, ‘ is going to 
pall together.’ ” — Daily Paper. 

‘‘Pary-mutuel,” in fact. 

“ ‘Juno and the Payoook,’ Dean O’Casey’s 
tragic comedy, was given by the Irish Players 
at the Princes Theatre .” — Daily Paper. 

Once more the gloomy Sean. 


THE NEW MODEL, 

[A novel feature of the blue-book just issued 
by the Ministry of Health on swimming-baths 
is a quotation from the poet Thomson, author 
of “The Seasons,” in which he extols the 
natatory art.] 

While I ’ve never had occasion 
To peruse this book of sport, 

Let me own the innovation 
Has my heaitiest support ; 

Since ofdcialdom, in fact, is 
Bleak without this welcome blend, 
An extension of the practice 
I would warmly recommend. 

I ’d grow almost eulogistic 
In the hypothetic cir<js 
O’er our sunny, altroistie 

First Commissioner of Works, 

If his effort next should follow 
And he vaunted in his book 
The blest power” of Phoeb. Apollo, 
As defined in Lalla Bookh. 

If endeavouring to unravel 

Transporu riddles they should quote 
B. L. S.’s “ Songs of Travel,” 

I ’d sit up and take a note ; 


Nor regard as meretricious 
“Papers ” in a rural vein 
If they instanced a fictitious 
Vanished “ village of the plain.” 

If instructions they’d embellish 
For my income-tax returns, 

An allusion I might relish 
To Exciseman Bobbie Buens ; 

And perform my bounden duty 
To confess my full receipts 
Were I warned that “truth is beauty ” 
(As, of course, remarked by Keats). 

Apt quotation from a poet 
In a' too prosaic age 
(If you chance, that is, to know it) 
Brightens up the dullest page ; 

So success in this I wish all, 

Till the Minister “ advised ” 

And his permanent official 
Have at last been humanised. 
=============== A.K. 

“TYPEWRiTura Champion. 

Hossfield struck the keys 41,697 times for 
8,339 gross words .” — Daily Paper. 

We are sorry to hear that there are so 
many in the language. 
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Yet Mr. Lonsdale justified his reliance 
)on his dialogue. I cannot retrace — 


. PI AW acters encourages us to take any per- YetMr.LoNSDALEjustifiedhisreliance 

AT THE PLAY.^^ sonal interest in his or her fortunes upon his dialogue. I cannot retrace — 

‘‘Canaries Sometimes Sing (Globe), beyond a polite curiosity as to 'what so swift they were — the turns it took as 
The title states a very well-known solution, if any, the author has in store through a maze where you advance and 
fact. It might have added that can- when he shall havedecided that the time arecheekedand go back and try another 
aries commonly choose a time when has come for everybody to stop talking, way and get hopelessly lost. Its high 
there is a chance of drowning people’s So much did Mr. Lonsdale rely on quality was maintained till just on the 
conversation. The bird in the play, his dialogue that he worried very little close. It was a triumph of hurnour so 
however, whether doped or not, was about consistency of form or character- determined and irresistible that it could 
a rare exception — fortunately, for there isation. The First Act was pure comedy ; well afford to dispense with logic and 
was never anything but conversation the Second took on a slight flavour of consistency as lightly as it ignored the 
going on — and never, even under the farce ; the Third touched the fringe of stuffy conventions, 
strongest provocation, uttered a note, tragedy, for it left one of the couples Miss Yvonne Arnaud, throwing off* 
Which was right, for he was there still shut in their cage after the door of all those devastating remarks with that 
to symbolise the depressing effects it had promised to swing open. As for stolid manner punctuated from time to 
of captivity ; also to provoke the bitter his characterisation, here again, at any time with a sudden agility of gesture, 
reflection, based on human analogy, that rate in the case of the women, Mr. was a pure delight. Miss Mabel 


delight. 


Mabel 


his prison might be still more depressing Lonsdale declined the difficulties of Sealby had fewer good things to say, 


the fluttering 


if shared with a mate. consistency. (Miss Mabel but was excellent as the fluttering 

Further, the canary served another ‘ Sealby), with her silly affectation of 1 butterfly of the First Act, before she 
eful pill pose as an ex- found a purpose in life 


useful pm pose as an ex- 
cuse and objective for 
a long openi n g soliloquy 
which took-the place of ^ P 

the usual dialogue be- " 

tween butler and house- 

maid that enlightens - ^ W ^ 7\ 

the audience as to the ^ i \% / i \ ^ 

idea is a sound one' and 
might lead to a revival K ^ ^ \ 

of the discredited solo K*- Ip . ^ 

one might even ini- i 

prove Shakespeare ’on (■ hifv 

these lines, introducing, * i 

as a recipient of Ham- % ^ ^ I 

confidences, a Per- E ^ (i r 

. sian kitten or a white if, % II ‘IH'^ ~ N“i \\\w^( / m 

mouse, or any tame pet Rmn rA«B tattc- 

that would not be liable • BlRD-GAGB TALK, 

(asapan-otwouldbe) ,, ,, , Ok, tbe Eternal Quabbangle. 

to intervene with back- Ernest Melton Me. Athole S 

1 i Anne Lymes Miss Mabel S: 

' T L- £ Elma Melion Miss Yvonne , 

The application of - Geoffrey Lymes Mr. Ronald £ 

the title to the circum- 

stances of the play was obscure, for we 1 baby love-talk, her superficial emotions 


BIRD-CAGE a?ALK ; 

Or, the Eternal Quadrangle. 

Ernest Melton ........ MR. Athole Stewart. 

Anne Lymes Miss Mabel Seals v. 

Elma Melton Miss Yvonne Arnaud, 

Geoffrey Lymes Mr. Ronald Squire. 

for we 1 baby love-talk, her superficial emotions, i at him, 


and so became im- i 
probable. Mr. Ronald I 
Squire, as Geoffrey \ 
Lymes, was thoroughly | 
\ at home in a Hawtrey I 
\ vein, and his confi- | 
\ dences with the canary 
L \ on the subject of their 
% \ respective cages won the 
|j- I sympathy of everybody 
vtJ except the bird itself. 
//Q But perhaps the best 
n work — and the most 
exacting — was done by 
In Mr. Athole Stewart 
J/k as Ernest Melton, He 
7/)\ was always a sound 
actor,' but I don’t re- 
member to have seen 
bis sense of humour 
offered so good a chance 
as this. Not once, 
whether we were meant 
to laugh with him -or 
did he fail us. It was not 


saw very little sign on the part of the her frivolous' taste for literary lions, her simply what he said (which was the 
human canaries of a tendency to hurst absorption in’ her own little vanities, author’s affair) ; it was the voice and 
into song. was hardly the woman to conceive a the face that he said it with. I have 

Before'paying Mr. Frederick Lons- passion for her husband’s friend and try never seen anyone achieve so much 
DALE his obvious due of compliment to manoeuvre an elopement. And when with his chin. O. S. 

let me say all the sniff'y things I can we first meet (Miss Yvonne ^ i 

think of. Except for some eavesdropping Arnaud), who has married from the ‘‘The Imaginary Invalid” 
(persistent but mild) and the eonsump- music-hall stage into ducal circles and (The Old Vic). 

tion of some brandy (also persistent been so often rebuked for saying impos* Some miscreant must have bor- 
ancl, apparently, mild) nothing happens, sible things that she has adopted rowed my Moliere, and I am lament- 
On the stage, that is, for I dare say a Rochefoucauld’s maxim, “ le silence ably unable from memory to judge how 
good deal happened off in the kitchen est le parti le pins silr cle celui qui se far F. Anstey — so pleasantly known 

when the dinner was postponed for half- dcfie de soi-memeff nobody would suspect and for so long to readers of Punch has 

an-hour to allow time for most of the that before we have done with her she departed from his original. Not cer- 
First x^ict. Not a single cigarette was will be delivering an eloquent homily tainly in the spirit or the general plan, 
lit, though I strongly approve of this to her anaemic lover from the text The adaptation plays remarkably well,' 
consideration for an audience that is “Pccm fortiter,'' lacerating him for and the Old Vic company have been 
not allowed to smoke; Nor were there his fear of consequences, and taking, in inspired by it to one of their very best 
any “situations.”’ There was just dia- view of his hesitation, the strong line efforts. They played with a spontaneous 
logue. And dialogue^ has to be pretty ot the ^oot in The Statue and the Bitst: heartiness and appreciation of an old but 
good, with o^y a quartet to do it,^ if a „ frustrate ahost ever-fresh joke against foolish patient 

play where the action is all inward is to jg the unlit iLip and the ungirt lom, ‘ and pretentious leech which genuinely 

noM us, especially if none of the char- Though the end in sight was a -sdee, I say.” delighted the house;' and here there 
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could be no suggestion that the audi- which is interesting enough to have posed to be the ghostly face of his dead 
ence was playing up to what was escaped failure. It moved forward, wife haunting Jeff Stewai't in his lonely 
expected of it — as perhaps occasionally somewhat precariously balanced at in- ice-bound Yukon cabin floated and 
happens when one of the less satisfac- tervals, and, if Miss Lillian Fostee's dithered about in the dark; but when 
tory of the plays of their Shakespeaee playing of the heroine had been the later I too clearly saw it as a fluttering 
or of one of the duller Eliza- handkerchief I was disillusioned, 

bethans is in progress. I would suggest that this part ic- 

The eclectic methods of the ular effect should only be worked 

producer—or maybe the idiosyn- once. 

crasies of individuals of his team An ingenious device of the 

—produced a rather piebald ^ author enables the voluble Jeff 

effect. Mr, Beembee Wills’ ^ \ — an exceedingly class-conscious 

Pohdore Argan and Miss Mae- working-man, a leader of strikes 

GAEET Webstee’s Toinette were a little of a sea- 

as modern and as jolly as you lawyer, but honest in grain and 

please, and Miss AnijLE Dixon’s lovable — to empty his mind 

might have come out without shocking us with the 

of a late- Victorian drawing- I n unconvincing method of solilo- 

room. Mr. John Gielgud’s fd!/ \ q^7* He keeps a tame jackdaw, 

CUante and Miss Maetita l/llffli// / \\ I whom in his loneliness, 

Hunt’s Byline were more defi- 'i, i \'li '*! 1 1 ili // / \\ \li i^isery and remorse he talks, 

nitely stylised, while the two 'll I' ■ |l H;' ,»:l Il iij I// \\ yj . Thissmallbutefficientmember 

doctors father and son [Ijf 1 11 1 something of a 

(Mr. Eeic Adeney and Mr. 111 | |f| \ f puzzle— and therefore a distrac- ; 

Gyles Isham), with the tw;o lack- I I) \ f 1 Illil I' \ ! It does not seem possible ' 

eys, had evidently just stepped I { 1 ( y I !!l'\11 1 1 that he took his cues and kept ‘ 

over from the Lyric, Hammer- ‘ 'I IV ' ’ / I i |p ' ' \ ' j silences with the precision 

smith — an error of taste and ' indicated. One must assume 

judgment which is to be regret- TTv/rAr.TxrAT-DT 7 him to have been dumb and the 

tear I think. The Hammer- ^ BALLADE IMAGINA^E well-timed squawks to have been 

smith method is dangerous, be- produced by some competent 

sides being something of a Miss Adele Pixon. yentrilpquist oep. Clearly this 

patent, now perhaps run- ^ particular invention, ap- 

ning out. It can always pealing to the less sophisti- 

raise a laugh, but, unless cated of his audience, sug- 

very carefully handled, may gests that we must accept 

easily ruin the artistic bal- the less flattering descrip- . 

ance of a piece and obtrude a tion of the author’s purpose 

refracting medium between and give him credit in the 

the audience and the good lower category for an effec- 

simple human fun and wis- tive bit of business, 

dom of such a comedy as Jeff Stewart, a railway- 

this. l man in the yards, marries a 

However, the damage ^ pretty little hash-slinger in 

here is not serious. This is < a restaurant of a little one- 

a genuinely good entertain- 1 horse town in Washington 

ment which should not be State. She is a soft, sulky, 

missed. I liked particularly house-proud little imbecile. 

Miss Maegaeet Webstee’s to whom Jeff* s long political 

high-spirited Toinette, with rigmaroles and passion for 

her delightfully clear enun- justice are a weariness of 

ciation. Mr. Beembee the flesh. The hard-faced 

Wills played his hand in business gentlemen of Amer- 

his own competent way. ica have an effectively 

Mr. John Gielgud’s simple technique with 

was charmingly debonair, -FrANDC! tip- a dottrtp plantt ATTArir" strike - leaders. They try 

and Miss AnELE Dixon and ^ HANDS UP. A DOUBLE ELANK ATTACK. persuasion — with dollars. 

Miss Eosamond Buene won Dr. ^afomts s. me de^y. they smash. 

merit as old PoUd^es Tlumas . Me. Gyles Isham. And /e/ has to leave h s 

daughters. T. uncomprehending little 

^ ^ I least little bit less competent and tact- 1 Madeline in the house with the kind 


Cle'ante 


LA BALLADE IMAGINAIBE. 
Me. John Gielgud. 


Angdiigue 


Miss Adele Dixon 



HANDS UP: A DOUBLE PLANK ATTACK. 

Dr. Diafoirus Me. Eeic Adeney. 

Pohdore Argan Me. Beembee Wills. 

Thomas Me. Gyles Isham. 


, least little bit less competent and tact- Madeline in the house with the kind 

“ Conscience (Little). production ever so little less of unpaid-for furniture supplied in plain 

It is not quite easy at first hearing restrained, artistic failure would have vans to Mr. Everyman in America 
to decide whether Don Mullally’s been assured. It is a tribute to the and trudge off in search of work where 
Conscience is a serious experiment in excellent acting and skilled production he is not known. He is imprisoned 
the presentation of abnormal psycho- that the piece made its effect. I cer- for vagrancy, delayed in his job-seek- 
logy which has not quite succeeded or tainly experienced that queer sensation ing, and returns some months later to 
a frankly theatrical affair, working old of shook and chill when in the prologue find his wife in another man’s arms and 
stage effects to thrill the susceptible, the vague whiteness which was sup- a practised consumer of prohibited im- 
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IDorfcs. He merely slaps the face of 
the intruder, iorgiYes Madeline, iis fond 
people forgive the offending kitten or 
puppy — and when in obstinate remorse 
she refuses his forgiveness, he suddenly 
loses control and chokes the life out of 
her, half under the normal stimulus of 
possessive jealousy, half with the idea of 
doing the better thing by her, foreseeing 
the sorry wreck she will become. Fly- 
ing from justice to the Yukon wilds, 
he is haunted by memories of his past, 
and, overdriven by remorse and the 
general puzzle of tiie universe, follows 
the wraith of the dead woman out into 
the deadly snow. 

Miss Fosx'Er, the producer, contrives 
her visions and handles her switch- 
board with address. I think it would 
have been very much more effective if 
at the last Jeff hs^d followed a voice, 
rather than a gauze-draped figure, into 
the night. I amlissuming the author 
to have meant the apparitions generally 
to be mere figments of an overwrought 
imagination and not three-dimensional 
objective spooks. It is so easy to de- 
stroy the carefully-built -up suggestion 
of eeriness by a false stroke at the 
climax. 

For Miss Foster the actress there 
can be nothing but praise. She con- 
veyed with real power and imagination 
the empty, clinging, reckless, worth- 
less thing that was Madeline, and yet 
made us understand the hold she had 
upon her man. Mr. MaIiCOLTM Keen’s 
Jeff gave an impression of fine char- 
acter, deep feeling and manly tender- 
ness, and conveyed the suggestions of 
strain and remorse without melo- 
dramatic exaggerations — a difficult feat 
of balancing in the circumstances, Mr. 
George Bea^lby’s “Doc.” Saunders 
{Jeff's friend), and Miss Christine Sil- 
ver’s coarse-grained good-timer May, 
, who taught Madeline the easy-money 
ropes, were both effective studies. T. 


Mr. Punch would be much obliged if 
the compliments which lie inadvert- 
ently paid, on his performance of The 
Crazwher in The Silver Tassie, to Mr. 
Charles Laughton, who didn’t play 
the part, might be passed on to Mr. 
Leonarb Shepherd, who did. 


“ Sin. 

Exclusive to this Theatre.” 

Poster outside Loitdon Cinema, 

We doubt if any cinema has a mono- 
poly of it. 

“The Preudent of the Legion, Mr. Albert 
Hall, also spoke.” 

Poreigji Seciiowof Spanish Paper, 

' His cousin, Sir Albert Memorial, was 
unable to be present owing to one of 
those recurring attacks to which he is 
unfortunately subject. 


THE SIGN-POSTS. 

Among the factories which I was 
shown over on my last visit to Horse- 
sen sia one of the most interesting was 
that where sign-posts and other ameni- 
ties of the road are made. 

I noticed that the signs were of iron 
with the lettering in raised letters 
covered with an iridescent tinsel to 
catch the light at night. To the name 
of each town or village the distance in 
miles was added. 

“It is a tremendous task,” said my 
guide. “ Each one is of course different. 
I don’t know how many cross-roads or 
side-roads there are in Horsesensia, 
but the Ministry of Transport has de- 
cided that not a single one shall be 
neglected.” 

“Then didn’t you have sign-posts 
before ? ” I asked, 

“ Yes,” be said ; “but they were not 
standardised. In one county they would 
give the distances ; in another the dis- 
tances were suppressed. And so on.” 

“It’s like that in England,” I said. 

“In England ! ” he exclaimed in sur- 
prise. “I- thought England was so 
advanced. _ But you are going to alter 
it, of course ? ” 

“ I haven’t heard so,” I said. “ It ’s 
not a Government matter with us ; it ’s 
under local control.” 

“But these Labour people with all 
their new ideas,” he said. “ Sun-baths 
in Hyde Park — on days when, the sun 
gets through — if you can have things 
like that, why not a systematic method 
of marking the roads ? ” 

“It sounds like a necessity, I admit,” 
I replied, “but I have heard nothing 
about it.” 

Coming next to a foundry where the 
posts were being turned out in thou- 
sands, I was astonished to find them 
so short. Their height, after being 
fixed, could not be more than five 
feet. 

“How strange ; ” I said. “In England 
our sign-posts are very tall.” 

“ And don’t you ever run past them ? ” 
be asked. 

“Often,” I said. “In fact, if one, is 
driving a limousine or a ear with a hood 
one is continually missing one’s way.” 

“Exactly,” he said. “And aren’t 
most cars closed now ? ” 

“ Yes,’! I replied. 

“ The same with us,” he said. “ That 
is why the sign-posts are short. So 
that the directions can be seen. A 
novel idea, but it will probably justify 
itself.” 

He showed me a specimen sign-post 
finished in every particular. 

“ Apart from its shortness,” he said, 
“ how does this differ from yours ? ” 

“ The arms are at different levels,” I 


said. “ With us the arms are generally 
on the same level.” 

“Then doesn’t one of them some- 
times get in the way of another ? ” he 
asked, 

“Continually,” I said. 

“ And do you like that ? ” 

“We have put up with it for cen- 
turies,” I said. 

“And when in doubt you have to back 
the car, or even get out of it, to read 
what an obliterated arm says ? ” 

“Always,” I said. 

“ And this in England I ” he exclaimed 
again. “ What a wrong notion of your 
wonderful country I have been enter- 
taining. Don’t you mind all these 
impracticabilities ? ” 

“ Not enough to do anything,” I said. 

“ And yet every day more and more 
of your people take to motoring? ” 

* ‘ Yes, ’ ’ I said ; I fear rath er gloomily. 

“ But at any rate,” he said, opening 
the door of another department, “you 
make drivers’ signals compulsory ? ” 

I saw that we were surrounded by 
workmen engaged on the manufacture 
of lamps and mechanical arms by which 
the driver of a car informs those behind 
him as to his intentions. 

“You insist on everyone using things 
like these? ” he asked. 

“ I ’m afraid not,” I said. 

“But your taxis, for instance,” he 
said. “ How can the driver, if his seat 
is on the right, reach to signal with his 
hand when he is about to turn to the 
left ? ” 

“ He doesn’t,” I said. “ It ’s the last 
thing a self-respecting London taxi- 
driver would think of,” 

My guide uttered a sound of bewilder- 
ment. “ Then I shall remain in Horse- 
sensia,” he said. “ Safety first.” 

E.V.L. 

JESSICA GOES TRAVELLING. 

II, — The Deck Steward, 

He ’s very thin and neat and brown ; 
He ’s always walking up and down ; 

Ho wraps up all the people’s feet 
And brings them tea and things to eat. 

And when they throw their rugs about 
He picks them up and shakes them out 
And folds them into tiny squares 
And puts them back upon their chairs. 

And he arranges jolly games 
And calls the sailors by their names ; 
He ’s never cross, he ’s never rude . . . 
1 wonder when he has his food. R. F. 


“ Another problem arises in connection with 
the purchase of land containing national beauty 
spots, such as Snovrden. . . — Daily Paper. 

More flattery for the Chancellor of 
THE Exchequer, We hope he won’t 
lose his peak. 
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Sir FRANCIS HUMPHRYS, K.B.E. 


When ^MANULhAH had to cut his Cahul 
^nd down his sceptre ( that precarious bauble )y 
You just sat tight and saw the business through 
Till everybody else had flown but you. 


Jind now you go to play the gentle despot y 
With what they call a mandatCy'out in 3\4espQty 
Land of great rivers — none that you I ll appraise 
Li\e that dear Severn of your Shreivshury days. 


MR, PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES.— CVIL 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By M}\ Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

The most intriguing thing about Mr. John Masefield’s 
new novel is, I think, its title and the type its title connotes. 
So far as I am aware the “ hawbuck ” has been lost sight 
of since the dayshf Westtoard Ho ! though Mr. Masefield 
probably came across a hint of The Hatuhuchs (Heinemann) 
in his seafaring days. “ Hawbuck ” is, I believe, the result 
of a nineteenth-century wedding between the Swiftian 
‘‘buck” and the Chaucerian “haw,” and the progeny has 
the spirit and animation of the sire and the rustic worth- 
lessness of the dam. Mr. Masefield’s hawbucks are seven 
gently-born country louts all in love with one regal but 
undiscerning beauty whose decision is dangled before us by 
way of dinoiiement, I am bound to admit that I find the 
Odtaa manner gaining on Mr, Masefield, and not to the 
benefit of his art. A good story was never written by a 
man who despised the story save as a vehicle for incidental 
accomplishments, and 'Mr. Masefield is signally deficient 
here in the vitalities of make-believe. He despises his own 
problem ; allows you to guess the matrimonial designation 
of Carrie's most likely suitor, and finally dismisses that 
unfortunate heroine in a fashion so arbitrary that, if I had 
lost my heart to her — ^like Vaughan^ Catlington, Steer and 
the rest — should have felt myself bitterly defrauded. As it 
was, I entertained myself more than sufficiently with decora- 


tive and compensatory elements : the delightful Caldecott 
scenery of an entirely poetic England — an England of The 
House That Jack Built and The Three Jovial Huntsmen; 
the picturesque gipsy half-sister who plays so unsubduable 
a second fiddle to Carrie, and the rhetoric which caprici- 
ously and memorably haloes such entirely unimportant 
people as the hero’s deceased mother. 

Messrs. Longmans deserve well of us, and will surely 
continue so to deserve, because of their self-explanatory 
The English Heritage Series, whose first dividends (four of 
them, introduced by Mr, Baldwin and edited by Lord Lee 
and Mr. Squire) have, in a convenient (and appropriate) 
pocket size, just been declared. These payments on account 
consist of “English Humour,” “ Shakespeare,” “The Eng- 
lish Public School,” and “English Wild Life,” and are 
respectively distributed by Messrs. J. B. Priestlev, John 
Bailey, Bernard Darwin and Eric Parker. And ably 
are our benefactions dealt with. Mr. Priestley pays out 
with a gay hand and a scholarly as pretty a packet of wits, 
literary and artistic, as one could want, since I assume 
that the insular adjective excludes the Misses Somerville 
and Eoss. Yet I can find no mention of Mr. Kipling as 
an English humourist, and were not Mr. Kipling’s poetic 
spurs won humomrously ? Nor has Mr. Priestley word 
of that stylist, the late Arthur Binstead, whose humour, 
, like Fielding’s, is essentially masculine, and whose books, 






Novembeb 6 , 1929 .] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


born in the last pre-war decade, will, I 

and, bast "of alf, of “that brave, annoy- 

ing, invaluable book,” Tom 57 '’oz£? 7^. And y 

Mr. Bailey makes a very lovable con- ^ 1 ! ^ r ffl S ffl 

tributionof “The Bard,” and therewith ft I 

a picture of a very lovable Englishman. m'/lflilS' I 

Tbis little Shakespeare bookmay well litts" 1 

become a household word among works / 

about William. Happy in all their 

paymasters, Messrs. Longmans are par- » \ i y M 

ticularly happy in their Eric Parker. t 

For he more than any living writer is ^ 

fitted, by his intimate all-round know- \ 

ledge of field , river and hill, to be trustee ^ 'ym jj| A Wit t iv • 

for us. The. infinite sympathy and 'liM ||r jWm 111 ''K 

charm of Mr. Parker’s handling of our || ^ 

inheritance, whether he treats of Cave /I t^j 

Bear or Camberwell Beauty, make us f I M/I I j^ 

realise anew, in what fair ground our ^^||| 

It ’s a regular deuce of a how-d*-ye-do ' i P I K 
That Eowland Pertwee presents to ' M I ^ i 

In a tale of adventure that he has writ j| M flii^jl % J| Jl | yj^ 
Of a universe-shattering stunt, to wit , M ^ 

Formula serves as the story’s title. 1 1 | |jP|^H 

The man who evolved it out of his brain || |m j ||||||^ j|| 

Scotched by a petrol combine which || S |9 |||nK j fmmm 

Didn’t want him to queer its pitch ; 1 1 B 

But the formula ’s found, and those who ^ 1 1 1 S 

Discover a peck of trouble behind it, f j l|m|||H 

Desperate efforts are made to win 
Their help as partners or do them in ; 

A sense of doom spreads over the earth , *' 

Wire-pullers pull for all they ’re worth, ^ ‘ 

And every one ’s wedded who wants to / r ( 

Heinemann issues the book, and he 

ItBuame: MTF— ZX-5. ^ ^ 



/i 





^ . “ And what style of hat does Madam require ? ’* 

Mr. H. Hessel Tiltman has written “Well, between ourselves, 1 want something that will shock the 
what is described as an “Authentic Vicar’s wife.” 

Life” — ^whatever that may mean — of ■— ■ . ■ ,„■— -.;-:"7-.-.- . . ,■ -■"■—■ — " ■ — : 

the present Prime Minister. In James Bamsay MacDonald the War, and is visibly ill at ease in his handling of such 
(Jarrold) he is more successful in presenting a picture of incidents as the Campbell Case or the Zinoviepe letter, 
the, man as he is to-day, and in outlining his policies and When, however, he is maintaining that his Chief — an ideal- 
ideals, than in making vivid the story of an amazing ist with a shovel — ^is labouring honestly to establish world- 
personal emergence. The early struggle is dealt with in peace,imperialsolidarity and social betterment by processes 
rather conventional vein, nor has the writer, in spite of the of ^‘inevitable gradualness,” he becomes almost lyrical in 
best will in the world, quite succeeded, as some future collecting and expounding golden opinions from all sorts of 
biographer may succeed, in portraying the wife to whom so unexpected quarters ; and he is particulsirly emphatic and 
incalculably much was due. There are later chapters too in far from ineffective in establishing .that Mr. MacDonald 
which he moves, perhaps inevitably, just a little unhappily, will have neither part nor lot, whether within his own circle 
for he admits and admires only the sincerity, not by any or outside it, with any form of. Communism. Mr. Mac- 
means.jbhe logical justice, of Mr. MacDonald’s attitude to Donald, like his Government, is a great experiment. No 
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nMAPix/APiA Women at race-meetings are observeu nection with motoring, an opinion we 

CnAKlVAKIAr more lavishly made-up than have heard is that our climate would 

Mr. Harry Simpson, the Downing formerly. There is promise of a vogue be unfavourable to any scheme to plant 
Street gardener, who has just retired, for complexions in favourite racing arterial roads with these exotic trees, 
mentions famous statesmen who always colours. 

said “Good morning” to him. So much In a General Knowledge paper set 

for the allegation that in Downing A contemporary reminds us that it is for Civil Service candidates they were 
Street it is “ always afternoon.” not yet a hundred years since the asked to describe the action of the 

clerical “dog-collar” was introduced, human heart. Some curiosity is felt 
There is said to be such a dearth of In ecclesiastical circles there is very in Whitehall as to an organ which is 
principal boys this year that some little talk of celebrating its centenary, supposed to be non - existent in the 


principal boys this year that some little talk of celebrating its centenary. 

pantomime-producers are asking their ''\J' 

old boys to play for them again. Psychological tests made by Dr 


bureaucracy. 


old boys to play for them again. Psychological tests made by Dr. 

Laird of Colgate University show that Marshal Pilsudski, we are told, can 
It was recently announced that a the most intelligent people are lawyers display the most distinguished polite- 
Society man had dived into a swimming and editors. This should be carefully ness, or he can thump the table and use 


pool in full evening-dress. W^e trust noted by contributors, 
that the report was exaggerated and 

that he was really wearing a black tie. A paragraphist sugg( 


A paragraphist suggests that it would 
be practically impossible to walk from 


the most vulgar language. W^e are 
hesitant about asking him to tea, 

W^e have no confirmation of the 


An expert declares that well-bred toy the Achilles Statue to Stanhope Gate on rumour that Admiral Dewar's appii- 


dogs are quite good protection against I any day in the year without encounter- 

burglars. The little pets 

just sneer at them. . ^ 


When a lady-owner 
of racehorses was con- 
gratulated on a win, 
we are told she insisted 
on giving much of the 
credit to the trainer and 
jockey. In sporting 
circles, however, it is 
recognised that the 
secret of a horse’s suc- 
cess is its desire to 
please its owner. 


Miss ClemenceDanb 
complains that the 
English dinner-hour is 
killing the English 
drama. Another view 

is that the drama-hour 

is ruining the English dinner. 




TF-i/e (diirmg her first lesson). “Now, DON’T HELP ME, Georoe. 
WANT TO SEE IF I CAN REVERSE BY MYSELF.” 


cation for membership of the Fabian 
Society, as a prelimin- 
ary step to a Socialistic 
career, is to be cele- 
brated hy a special per- 
formance of Ga'ptain 
Brasshound'a Convey- 


Lady Hilton Youno 
has denied that there is 
any allegory about one 
of, her latest pieces of 
sculpture. Mr. Epstein 
wouldn’t havebothered. 


The j^olice are searcli- 
ing for a person who is 
n ■> making a practice of 

tearing button s off coats 
hung in restaurants. 

[ELP ME, Georoe. I JUST believed to be a 

! laundry-worker keeping 

We doubt I his hand in while on holiday. 


Anyhow the drama is an uncon- 
scionable long time dying in spits of 
those who are an unconscionable long 
time dining. 


ing some interesting person. We doubt his hand in while on hohday. 
whether any paragx'aphist has seriously 

made the attempt. Very few statues have been erected 

to comedians, says a gossip-writer, 
M. Tardieu has for some time been Many of them certainly deserve one. 


described as the French Mussolini, but 
it is noticed that there is still consider- 


Attentibn has been called to the 


It has been pointed out that Mr. able hesitancy in speals 
Bernard Shaw has never visited the as the Italian Tardieu. 
House of Commons. Surprise is felt 

that no proposal to have it taken to Among those who 
him has ever been made. family life a lady-writer 

^ sa.infcs. fix-nlorers- mono 


able hesitancy in speaking of the Duce number of engagements that have been 
as the Italian Tardieu. broken off this year. It is the woman’s 

privilege to change her mind if she 
Among those who are unsuited to doesn’t like the look of it after it has 
family life a lady-writer specifies artists, been made up. ,i- 


saints, explorers, monomaniacs, drunk- ^ 

; Shaw’s reported admission ards and misanthropes. Our own feeling A gossip-writer says that he went to 
he always goes wrong on the is that no family is complete without see a schoolgirl off to school for a friend 


Hampstead Tube has caused a sensation a lady- writer. 

in circles where he has been regarded 

as infallible. * - After plant 


The Athens police have decided to know that there would be at least one | 
employ dogs against brigands, and it is tree to remember him by in the days to i 


a lady- writer. .v and felt a little bit like a father. This 

would nob matter much as long as the 
After planting a plane-tree at Bow, girl did not feel like a gossip-writer’s 
Mr. Lansbury said that he was glad to daughter. 


suggested that an effective step towards come, 
ridding Greece of these pests would be 
the organisation of an annual “Brigand Wii 
Week.” sion c 


Poplars have sufficed hitherto. 


With reference to The Times' discus- 


At a Madrid bull-fight the bandstand 
collapsed, throwing the musicians into 
the ring. W e understand that with great 
presence of inind one of them kept the 


sion of the subject of deodands in con- { bull off with a saxophone solo. 
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■LET’S ALL BE POLITE. 

The London Postal Service has prepared for the Post- 
Office girl an instruction-book which points out the art of 
good b^ehaviour towards the public. Why should this 
excellent idea apply only to the Post-Office girl? Why 
shouldn’t we have handbooks on courtesy, giving examples 
for everybody ? 

The Employer, 

Emjployer {to Typist). I am most interested, Miss Click, 
to observe that you are a disciple of the new Spelling 
Eeform League, which, I gather, favours the purely phonetic 
form of spelling. Unfortunately none of my correspondents 
follows this cult, so, if you do not mind, we will cling to 
the old familiar rules of spelling as shown in this excellent 
little dictionary. I hope you will delight me by accepting 
it and keep it by your side during business hours. 

The Telephone Subscriber. 

Snhscrtber. Hello! Is that the Exchange? I’m fright- 
fully sorry to bother you when I know you ’re always so 
busy, but you ’ve given me the wrong number again — ^yes, 
I said ^‘Eife,” not ‘‘Nane.” I can fully understand how 
the mistake arose. My voice must be horribly indistinct. 
So sorry you ’ve been troubled. 

The Housewife, 

Housewife, I am very pleased, Elizabeth, to know that 
the policeman whom I observed in the kitchen last evening 
is your brother, for it is obvious that you are an affectionate 
family, and in this age of rush and competition home ties 
are apt to be forgotten. May I suggest, however, that, as 
a thoughtful sister, you ought to consider his career. Do 
you think that so much bottled stout is good for him when 
he is about to go on his beat ? What is that ? You are 
sorry to say that my Orowm Derby tea-pot came in two 
in your hands this morning? No, it wasn’t your fault. 
I shouldn’t think of blaming you. But perhaps in future 
it will be advisable for us to use only the Woolworth 
china for all ordinary occasions. 

The Bus-Conductor, 

Conductor, You say, Madam, that you told me you wished 
to alight in Lower Begent Street and I have brought you 
to Oxford Circus ? I fear you are under a misapprehension 
as this bus does not penetrate Lower Kegent Street. I 
am afraid you are a stranger to the Metropolis, Madam, or 
you would know that a bus can go right down Eegent 
Street and yet not penetrate Lower Eegent Street. . . . 
What is to be done? You 'must take a bus back again, 
when I hope you will allow me to reimburse the penny fare. 

The Diner. 

Diner, I quite appreciate the fact, waiter, that the twenty 
minutes’ pause between the serving of each course is ar- 
ranged for my benefit in order to assist digestion. No, 
of course there was nothing wrong with the soup. I 
merely did not take it because there was a fly in it. On 
closer inspection I find I am mistaken. It isn’t a fly but 
some other curious foreign substance which I am not able 
to classify. I apologise. 

The Listener-in. 

Listener-in {in a letter addressed to the British Broad- 
casting Corporation), May I express my greatest admiration 
for your attempts to uplift the masses ? Your disinterested 
motives in so often giving the working-man chamber- 
rnu^c, talks on Attic drama and readings from Moliere in 
his evening’s programme show the noblest intentions. I 


admit you have your lighter moments when you tell us how 
to rear rabbits, manure roses and keep the blight from 
potatoes, but at times I think even these gay items are 
not enough to satisfy the modern craze for amusement 
which is so strongly marked in the masses. May I there- 
fore submit the enclosed list of popular ditties (I fear 
you will consider them a trifle low) in the hope that you 
will transport them through the ether for the benefit of 
the proletariat ? 

The Eailway Porter. 

Porter {who has been handed Uvopence after his mani- 
pulation of heavy luggage). I am deeply obliged to you. 
Madam. The Company by whom I am employed give 
me adequate wages for myself and family, but gratuities 
are particularly acceptable, for these are reserved to pro- 
vide comforts for my old age. E. A. K. 

TO THE PEAR. 

[“P^ar. The fleshy fruit of the pear-tree, a pome of a characteristic 
shape, tapering towards the stalk .” — New English Dichonary.'] 

The apple is a fruit whose wide renown 
Extends from Palestine to Arizona ; 

It soothed great Solomon when sore cast down 

And may, for all we know, have cheered up Jonah ; 
It is the brightest jewel in the crown 
Worn in her autumn glory by Pomona ; 

Welcome at breakfast, dinner, luncheon (tiffin), 
Whether as Godlin, Pippin or as Biffin. 

Yet apples (though they comfort more than flagons) , 
When we the history of the world retrace, 

Are closely linked with serpents and with dragons 
That wrought fell havoc on the human race ; 

Even when piled in ruddy heaps on wagons 
They mock the promise of a smiling face 
By the corroding canker at their hearts, 

Or somehow manage to upset their carts. 

No, give to me the mellow juicy pear 

Hymned by the poet Thomson in his Seasons ^ 

A fruit that no malevolence can dare 
To link with serpentine deceits or treasons, 

Staid in the colour of its outer- wear 
And yet delectable for many reasons, 

Combining in a bounteous plenitude 
Liquid refreshment with delicious food. 

x^pples may keep the medicos away, 

Calm the insane and heal the epileptic, 

But pears in their ingratiating way 
Are just as hygienic and eupeptic ; 

Indeed, some experts are prepared to say 
That as an antidote and antiseptic 
The bland salubrious virtues of the Pyrus 
Deprive the deadliest toxins of their virus. 

I know, alas 1 that one good pome ” deserves 
Another, and the consciousness dismays 
The doggerel bard ; and yet conviction nerves 
My pen to indicate in one brief phrase 
A taste from which my palate never swerves, 

A virtue that demands the highest praise:* 

“Fate cannot harm me or disturb my peace 
When I have lunched upon a ripe Comice.” 

Another Case for the N.S.P.C.C. 

“ Elizabeth found herself on a little stool by the nursery fire. . . . 
Securely pierced by a long brass toasting-fork she held a square 
piece of bread to the glowing flameless Monthly Magazine, 
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BETSY. 

One fine Saturday Percival and I 
drove out into Surrey, bound for no- 
where in particular. Taking lanes ati 
random we eventually found ourselves 
in a remote little village near Abinger. 
Here we saw Betsy, and Percival 
stopped at once. He was obviously 
smitten and got out of the car with a 
glad eye. 

Betsy was leaning coquettishly 
against the outside of a smithy and 
seemed to have been there for a long 
time. She didn’t look very fast, but 
Percival ardently desired her, even 
though she possessed no brake and was 
minus several spokes, Betsy, by the 
way, was a bicycle. Not a common 
modern bicycle but a genuine high 
bicycle — areal old 1880 PSSNNY.farthing. 

A man with an unpleasant face looked 
out of the door and Percival asked him 
if he wished to sell. The blacksmith 
leered and shook his head. 

Percival suggested ten bob, but the 
owner merely said in a loud voice, ‘‘Ain’t 
selling '' He then looked up and down 
the road rather in the manner of a show- 
man collecting an audience, and repeated 
even mom loudly, “ Ain’t selling-.” 

' Two or three heads showed at win- 
dows and five children and a woman 


appeared hurriedly from a cottage 
opposite as if anxious not to miss the 
fun. I could see that there was some 
trick toward, and next moment it came. 

“ But I ’m giving ’er away ” 

‘ ‘ Splendid I I ’ ’ 

“ To anyone that; can ride ’er outern 
me sight.” 

Three more children, a couple of 
flappers and some labourers had now 
joined the group. All wore the happy 
anticipatory grins of an unsophisticated 
audience settling down to the first Act 
of a knock- about farce, in which, it was 
now obvious to me, Percival was cast 
for the part of leading clown. I even 
detected in the window of an adjacent 
cottage marked “ County Police ” an 
interested but unofficial head. 

There was no doubt that this was one 
of the ancient sports of the country- 
side, probably called “ Toff-Baiting” or 
“London Stranger’s Palling Down.” 

The man Percival, however, is a fool. 
He said, “I say, do you mean that ? ” 
and seized Betsy by the arms. Betsy, 
in maidenly fashion, gave a protesting 
squeak but came to him. 

“ Yes, I do,” sneered the owner. He 
had a nasty eye, acquired, I suppose, by 
years of getting the better of young 
men from London. 

“Go on, Sir, do ee have a go ! ” shouted 


a man with an antique straw boater, in 
false friendliness, tinder his breath I 
heard him add hopefully to a neighbour : 
“Last gent tore his trousis and one 
afore ’im bust his collar-bone. Thought 
I should have died o’ laughin’.” There 
was no doubt the fellow had an atavistic 
sense of humour, 

I ventured a protest, but Percival 
spurned it. Moreover, there was a hos- 
tile move on the part of the audience to 
lynch me for a spoil-sport. So I left 
Percival and Betsy to it. The outlook 
was not hopeful, for there was a straight 
run of fifty yards in each direction, be- 
tween cottages on one side and a seven- 
foot hedge on the other. 

Apparently youmounted the PENN Y- 
fartiiing by putting one foot on a step at 
the back and vigorously pushing the 
contraption ahead of you with the 
other. When a sufficient speed was 
attained for you to leap up and for- 
ward, find the saddle with your seat, the 
pedals with your feet, and your balance 
with the whole of you — well, then you 
found you were riding the thing, unless 
you immediately fell over the handles 
or sideways. 

Percival has a bulldog strain in him 
somewhere. Five times he went through 
the above manoeuvres and five times he 
found out at their conclusion that he 
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“Akd you say that’s heal ivory?” 

“ VELL— ALMOST.” 


was not riding the thing. The audience, 
now some twenty strong and evergrow- 
ing, laughed itself silly, except the man 
with the boater, who was still saving 
his mirth for broken bones. Then a 
sympathiser — probably the blacksmith 
owed him money — called out before he 
could be stopped, “Pull up with the 
same ’and, Mister, when you pushes 
down with your foot.” 

It gave Percival just the inside in- 
formation he needed. Also lie hap- 
pened to be starting his sixth attempt 
a little way uphill from us. He came 
down upon the crowd like the Assyrian 
of old, and the crowd scattered into the 
gardens, the seven-foot hedge being im- 
passable. All except the blacksmith. 
He alone stood his ground, luckily for 
Percival, who from his eyrie on the 
machine was able to remedy a terrific 
wobble by an outspread hand on the 
fellow’s face. 

Percival thanked him for his assist- 
ance and the man thanked Percival back 
again. In trying to retort, Percival got 
off abruptly into some sunflow^ers, his 
explanation being that from the height 
he was up he thought they were dan- 
delions. Things began to look strained. 
One of the more excitable females ot 
the crowd got hysterics. 

^^Hoxo far have I got to ride it ? ” asked 
Percival, seizing the bicycle once more. 

“ Outern me sight,” growled the 
owner, adding, to make sure that Per- 
cival really should hurt himself before 
he gave up, “unless yoit ’re afeared.” 

“Who’s afeared?” demanded Per- 
cival, and mounting once more he w^ob- 
bled off uphill again almost as far as the 
corner. This time I thought he had 
broken something. Even f rom that dis • 
tance I distinctly heard it snap, and the 
bloodthirsty man in the boater said it 
sounded just hke collar-bones. Actually 
I it was only another of Betsy’s spokes. 

Por the next attempt, which was 
downhill, Percival determined to make 
the most of the slope. He achieved a 
truly wonderful speed with his propell- 
ing foot, leapt up and kept liis balance. 
As he neared us the blacksmith saw fit 
to remark, “ Just you mind my face this 
time 1 ” and it proved his undoing. 
Percival, startled at being spoken to 
when he was busy riding, swerved vio- 
lently and ran at high velocity slap into I 
the seven- foot hedge. 

It was not, after all, an impassable 
hedge, for Percival passed through it 
quite easily and disappeared- into what 
sounded like a stream. 

there was a silence, followed by a 
burst of laughter. Then some quick- 
witted humourist said to the black- 
smith, “Well, ’e’s outern your sight, 
George. It ’s now.” An award 
which Percival’s voice was soon heard 


confidently claiming from the other side 
of the hedge. 

When he returned (wheeling the 
thing) by a lane at the back, the black- 
smith tried to get out of it. But the 
onlookers, who had been watching all 
those years the downfall of “Lunnon 
toffs,” had also to a lesser degree been 
watching all those years for the black- 
' smith’s discomfiture. 

A round dozen at once offered them- 
selves as witnesses for Percival, includ- 
ing the village constable, who, seeing 
that the show was over, came out offici- 
ally and said, “\Vhat’s all this ’ere? ” 
! Percival, however, compromised on five 


boh, then insisted on loading Betsy into 
my car and we drove off in triumph. 

When people complain to me that 
the ancient sports are dying out in the 
English countryside I shall tell them I 
know one person at least who has had 
something to do with it. Meanwhile 
Percival has given the machine to his 
gardener’s father. The old chap rides 
I it with practised ease and says it makes 
him feel quite young again* A. A. 


New Values for Old Words. 

“ ISTo fewer than 12,000,000 women in this 
country have their hair permanently waved 
every month .” — Liverpool Paper. 
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MiQi FAniMO paqfq eight yards away in*the usual manner to keep out of the way or had omitted 

o of pedestrian— that is to say, as it to proceed upon his hands and knees. 
X.XIII, vVhat is a lyLOTOU-CAE , '^QXG a criminal in flight, a soldier pur- But M^r. Haddock goes further. He 
Haddock v. Thioale. sued by a sniper, or a common hen ; has argued that this Court is bound 

The Court of Appeal to-day gave that he under-estimated the speed and by the celebrated case oC Hylands v. 
judgment in this case, which raises an ferocityof Mr. Th wale; that Mr. Th wale, Fletcher (L. H. 3^H. L. 330). In that 
interesting point concerning the rights though some distance away when the case the plaintiff’s property was dam- 
of the pedestrian and the legal nature crossing began, was travelling too fast aged by water which without any 
of a motor-car. to avoid him, and that, if he is a jay- fault of his, escaped from his neigh- 

TheMASTEE OF THE Bolls said: “This walker, Mr. Thwale may fairly be de- hour’s, the defendant’s, reservoir. The 
is an appeal from a judgment of the scribed as a jackal-driver. House of Lords concurred with Mr. 

Lord Chief Justice distnissing an action “The Lord Chief Justice directed Justice Blackburn’s memorable words: — 
for damages brought bv Mr. Albert the jury that it was the duty of both i n. j. it. i. ^ ^ i 

Haddock against Mr. Frank Thwale. parties to take reasonable caie and to purposes 

Mr. Haddock, while crossing a public avoid as much as possible the conse- brings on his land and collects and keeps there 
thoroughfare in London, was knocked quences of the negligence of the other, anything likely to do mischief if it escapes, 
down by Mr. Thwale’s motor-car and and to recollect that what happened mustkeepitinaUis^iei^Z; andif he does not 
received bodily injury. Such events might have been due to the simultane- damagr/hXifaa 
are now so familiar a part of the life ous negligence ot both, inejury lound jj-g escape. . . . The person whose grass or 
of our streets that few citizens any that there had in fact been contributory corn is eaten down by the escaping cattle of 


longer resent them or " 
even remark upon them . 
But Mr. Haddock saw 
fit to make an accusa- 
tion of negligence 
against Mr. Thwale and 
to demand compensa- 
tion. 

“Mr. Thwale replied 
that Mr. Haddock him- 
self had been guilty of 
negligence in running 
across the road in front 
of his advancing motor- 
car, which was passing 
the cross-roads at a 
reasonable speed of thir- 
ty-five miles an hour; 
that Mr. Haddock was 
in fact what is con- 
temptuously known as a 
“jay-walker,” that is to 
say a pedestrian who 
obstinately refuses to 
fly, but may in the 
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Harassed Eld&t' Sister. “Nah then, Albert, don’t go throwin’ 

THEM BANANA-SKINS ON THE RAILS OR YER ’LL HAVE US ALL SKEDDIN’ 
ORE THE LINE.” 


his neighbour, or whose 
mine is flooded hy the water 
from his neighbour’s reser- 
voir, or whose habitation 
is made unhealthy by the 
fumes and noisome va- 
pours of his neighbour’s 
alkali works, is damnified 
without any fault of his 
own, and ifc seems but 
reasonabie and just that 
the neighbour who has 
brought something on to i 
his own property {which 
was not naturally there), 
harmless to others so long \ 
as it is confined to his own 
property, but tohich ha 
knows will be mischievous 
if it gets on his neighbour's, 
should be obliged to make 
good the damage which en- 
sues if he does not succeed 
iu confining it to his own 
property. But far his act in 
bringing it there no mischief 
could have accrued; and 
it seems but just that he 
should at his peril keep it 
there, so that no mischief 
may accrue, or answer for 


near future be expected to have wings, negligence on the part of Mr. Haddock, the natural and anticipated consequence. And 
Mr. Haddock replied that seven min- and returned a verdict for Mr. Thwale. authority this we think is established 
utes before the accident he had been a Mr. Haddock appealed on the ground things so brought 

prudent and reasonable man. patiently of misdirection of tbe jury. 

waiting for the motor-cars to go by in “The appellant has conducted his own “‘Or motor-cars,’ Mr. Haddock 


waiting for the motor-cars to go by in “The appellant has conducted his own “‘Or motor-cars,’ Mr. Haddock 
order that he might cross the road and casewithsingularability and charm, and adds. And we think he is right. Mr. 
keep an appointment, which in his judg- he has advanced a novel proposition. Thwale’s motor-car should in law be 
ment was as important as any of the He asks this Court to say that the Lord regarded as a wild beast ; and the boast 
affairs of tbe various motorists whose Chief Justice was wrong inlawinplac- of its makers that it contains the con- 
vehicles blocked his passage; that he ing upon all fours the negligence of a centrated power of forty-five horses 
stood for several minutes under a board motorist and the negligence of a pedes- makes the comparison just. If a man 
marked ‘ Please Gross Here ’ ; that he trian. The appellant’s contention is that were to bring upon the public street 
made five separate attempts to cross a far higher standard of care should be forty-five horses; tethered together, and 
at that point, but in each case was demanded of the motorist by reason of were to gallop them at their full speed 
driven back in fear to the pavement; his having brought upon the public past a frequented cross-roads, no lack 
that the constable on duty took no roads a lethal instrument of great mo- of agility, judgment or presence of 
steps to arrest the stream of motor- bility and power. If, says Mr. Haddock, mind in the pedestrian would be counted 
cars ; that the said stream continued, the respondent were to walk on a such negligence as to excuse his in- 
and threatened to continue, without crowded pavement carrying a loaded jury. And the fact that the forty-five 
interruption ; that he was reluctant to gun and with his finger on the trigger, horses of Mr. Thwale are enclosed in a 
spend the remainder of the day on the a pedestrian who w'as wounded by the steel case and can approach without 
I wrong side of the road ; and that at accidental discharge of that gun would sound or warning does not diminish, 
1 last, .growing desperate, he did, as he not be held guilty of contributory negli- but augment, their power to do injury! 
I admits, run across the road to a refuge gence by reason only that he had failed The ordinary walking citizen cannot be 




expected to calculate to a nicety the 
tpeed, direction and future conduct of 
such monsters, for not even their own 
drivers can do that. And in the face of 
a procession of them the wise may well 
blunder, the brave falter, the resolute 
waver, and the swift be too slow. Mr. 
Haddock himself is of an athletic habit, 
a cool thinker, accustomed to danger, a 
good runner and jumper ; but still his 
equipment was not enough to save him 
from a mauling. What precautions 
then can avail the aged and infirm, the 
deaf, the halt, the nursemaid and the 
child ? If Mr. Haddock had been mani- 
festly lame no jury would have excused 
Mr. Thwale for knocking him down; 
but the motorist is no more entitled to 
murder a man with two legs than a 
man with one. We all have a right to 
expect that people will not deliberately 
let loose mad dogs in the streets, ex- 
pose us to the assaults of tigers or go 
about with dangerous explosives which 
they are unable to control ; and if they 
do these things they do' them at their 
peril. Mr. Thwale has brought on to 
his own property and allowed to escape 
from it on to the public highway, which 


in a sense is the property of Mr. Had- 
dock, as of all the King's subjects, a 
dangerous instrument * which w’as not 
naturally there, harmless to others so 
long as it was confined to his own pro- 
perty, but which he knew would be 
mischievous if it got out. But for 
Ms act in bringing it there no mischief 
could have accrued, and it seems but 
just that he should at his peril keep it 
there,* 

‘Ht has been argued before us that 
his act is one sanctified by long popular 
usage ; but we are concerned, not with 
popular usage, but with the law. The 
fact that this point of law has never 
before been brought to the notice of 
this Court does not deprive it of sub- 
stance. Lord Mildew said, in Staggers 
V. The Metropolitan Water Board : 
‘ There can be no prescriptive right to 
murder or maim the King’s subjects." 
We sometimes laugh at our ancestors, 
who insisted that a red flag must be 
carried in front of every motor-car ; but 
we begin to see that there was some- 
thing in it. At any rate that precau- 
tion throws some light upon the jurid- 
ical character of the motor-car at its 


birth, and nothing, so far as we know,' i 
has happened to alter it. ’ | 

An act of wanton defiance or wilful 
carelessness in the injured party might 
be a circumstance which would justify 
a reduction or even denial of damages ; 
but prhnd facie the owner of the wild 
beast, as we hold this motor-car to be, 
is liable for the consequences of his rash 
act. In any case we find nothing of 
the sort here. Mr. Haddock, while law'- 
fully crossing the road, was injured by a 
dangerous and uncontrollable monster, 
wMoh had been released by the act of 
the respondent; and he must receive 
damages of £5,000. We order the 
motor-car to be destroyed.” 

Mush, L. J., and Poppitt, L. J., con- 
curred. A. P. H. 

From a statement made to a Press 
reporter by the Borough Surveyor of 
Hornsey : — 

“One of the samples was taken frani the ! 
bath when there were three thousand bathers 
a day. The water was shown to be similar to 
ordinary drinking water.” 

That "s the sort of thing that discourages 
a Prohibitionist. 
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THE SADNESS OF AUTUMN. 

Poets have ever loved to harp upon 
the melancholy of Autumn, and for the 
majority of them the sadness of this 
season arises chiefly from the fact that 
the leaves are falling or have fallen from 
the trees. 

Since one rarely sees poets engaged 
in sweeping up fallen leaves or clearing 
them from gutter's, it is a little difflcult 
to understand their habitual lowness of 
spirits over a natural event to which 
the bulk of the human race has become 
fairly well accustomed. Poets, how- 
ever, are apt to be affected by the 
pageantry of Nature in her melancholy 
moods, while ignoring many of the far | 
more moving tragedies of life. 

No poet — no artist, even — appears 
yet to have perceived that the crumpet, 
that autumn visitant, is pregnant with 
melancholy. The crumpet is not gener- 
ally looked to for sob-stuff. On the 
contrary, seen in the mass, or rather 
in the pile, there are few more hearten- 
ing objects for contemplation than the 
crumpet that so glisteningly reflects the 
cosy joy of a firelit tea-time. At the 
sight of a heap of well-buttered crum- 
pets conversation becomes animated 
and long-distance visitors begin to feel 
glad they came. I have known even a 
stern business man, wearied and dis- 
gruntled by a disappointing round of 
golf, lean forward in his chair as the 
silver cover was raised and pat his 
child’s face. It seems impossible that 
the crumpet could ever harrow the 
human heart. Other organs, possibly, 
but not the heart. 

Yet wait. Gradually the pile dimin- 
ishes until bub one crumpet remains. 
Eestrained by the high virtue of polite- 
ness or the ignoble pressure of repletion, 
each member of the company refuses 
to release it from its congealing solitude. 
Is there anything more poignantly sad 
than the sight of the last cold crumpet ? 

Eor the tragedy of the crumpet lies 
in the fact that civilisation has decreed 
that it shall not be warmed up. Other 
viands may experience joyous and tasty 
forms of resurrection, bub the coldness 
of the crumpet is the coldness of the 
tomb ; it leaves the table never to return. 
I remember once pleading for the life- 
less body of a last crumpet to be ac- 
commodated in a bread-and-butter pud- 
ding, only to be told that in that house 
such a deed never had been and never 
could be contemplated, and the crumpet 
must depart with its true and honour- 
able mission unfulfilled. Yet poets 
waste time moaning over fallen leaves. 

In the autumn the householder is 
forced to think of coal; and from this 

i reflection he passes into prayerful com- 
xnuiibn with the coal merchant or his 


subordinate, who shares with the estate 
agent the peculiar privilege of resid- 
ing in close proximity to the railway- 
station. 

It seemsincredible that no poet should 

be moved to lyrical sympathy with the 
man who takes orders for coal. The 
coal retailer puts little baskets of coal in 
his window with a different designation 
on each basket, and that is that. He 
arouses no public interest. Children 
do not press their noses against his 
window : housewives do not gather in 
clusters on the pavement trying to 
make up their minds which lot of coal 
is likely to suit them best as being 
most calorific at the price. 

The seller of coal sits in his little 
office, now and then picking up a ledger 
or day-book as it is shaken off' its shelf 
by the repercussions of an express train. 
An oi'der for coal or the sight of a 
possible customer arouses no joy of 
salesmanship. The customer does not 
ask to see a selection of coal ; he knows 
what he wants, or, at any rate, he 
knows what he does not want, which 
is the beastly rubbish they sent along 
last time. No opportunity is afforded 
the seller for placing a lump of coal on 
the counter and patting its ebony flank 
and saying proudly, “ Now, here is an 
entirely new line of coal which is selling 
very well just now.” He cannot re- 
lieve the monotony of his life by calling 
at houses with lumps of coal and giving 
a demon st i ation. He cannot even have 
the fun of a Bargain Sale or entertain 
himself by marking his stock: ‘^Suit- 
able Wedding Gifts” or ‘‘Just the 
Thing for a Birthday Present.” Yet 
no autumn-inspired poet, as he seizes 
the poker and batters at a sample of 
the coal-merchant’s art, is moved to 
voice the little-heeded sorrows of the 
man from whom he ordered the stuff*. 
It does seem strange. 

Again, what is the melancholy evoked 
by mist and falling leaf to the deadness 
of soul within a man whom autumn 
compels to purchase new winter under- 
wear? I know men who would go to 
the scaffold with almost as sprightly a 
step as that with which they enter a 
shop to buy winter underwear. There 
is no joy in the purchase, no bewilder- 
ing allurement of various hues and 
designs, no pride in the daring decision 
upon something startling and unique. 
Simply the soul-sickening sense of part- 
ing with good money for something the 
world will neither see nor wish to see 
and which the owner will wear without 
affection and with possible discomfort 
for many weary days. 

And the poet, mooning over his 
beastly falling leaves, misses even that 
deadliest source of autumn melancholy. 

D. G. 


FALLIBLE FABLES. 

There was once a Beautiful Actress 
who Averted a Panic when Pire broke 
out in her Theatre by Calmly Continu- 
ing in her part. Fascinated by her Per- 
formance the Audience Eemained in 
their Seats, where they were in Grave 
Peril of being Burned to Death. But 
the Manager Saw the Danger and with 
great Presence of Mind he caused the 
Actress to Cease her Performance by 
Turning the Hose on her. 

* * * 

There was ouce an Explorer who 
Visited a certain Cannibal Island with 
a View to Observing' the Habits and 
Customs of the Simple Savages. Now 
it Chanced that his Funeral Obsequies 
received Considerable Publicity, and the 
Island was shortly Besieged by Journal- 
ists who came to Inquire into the 
Manner of his End. And the Cannibal 
King, perceiving the Advertising Value 
of the Affair to the Island, Dictated an 
Article to them on the Subject of its 
Attractions. And shortly after they 
had Dispatched this Article to their 
Journals he Ate them Up. 

^ ^ 

An Idle young Reporter, dreaming in 
the Office that his Editor lay Gagged 
and Bound, Pinched himself and Found 
that, as he had Expected, he was Fast 
Asleep. He therefore took Courage to 
Express his Unfavourable Opinion of 
his Chief with much graphic Detail, 
Forgetful that in his Slumber he might 
Talk Aloud. But the Editor, who was 
Attracted by his Ravings and Amazed 
at the Fertility of his Vocabulary, 
Wakened him and Offered him a Staff 
Appointment. 

* * * 

There was once a Cinema Star who 
was Accustomed in the Weekly Press 
to Attribute her Success to a certain 
School for the Training of the Mind. 
But the Advertising Manager of the 
School decided that, in View of the 
Gratuitous Publicity she was receiving 
from her Appearance in the Press, her 
Honorarium should be Cut Down. 
Whereupon the Lady Embarked upon 
a Serious Study of the Course on Logic, 
and in a Short Time was able to 
produce Unanswerable Arguments in 
favour of the Resumption of her Original 
Salary, supplemented by a Handsome 
Bonus. * * ^ 

There was once a Parent who Pro- 
fessed that the Punishment he Inflicted 
on his Son was even Harder for him- 
self to Bear. Whereupon the Youth’s 
Sense ot Justice was Aroused, and he 
Proposed to his Father that their Bdles 
should be Reversed. But his Sire pointed 
out that the Knowledge of the Pain he 



November 13 , 1929 .] 


PUNCH, OR 


LONDON CHARIVARI 


Fll: 














u-if 












r:^fi 




was Inflicting would be Too Heavy 
a Punishment for so Sensitive a Lad, 
and Continued to Apply the Cane. 

* # * 

There was once an Ice-Cream Mer- 
chant who was Ignorant of the Theory 
of Eelativity. Owing to the Expan- 
sion of his Business he Eebuilt his 
* Premises on a Large Scale and installed 
an Electric Eefrigerator. But in the 
, Spacious Eooms his Wares Appeared 
much Smaller than before, so that his 
Custom Dwindled Away, 

^ ^ ¥r 

There was once a Young Cricketer 
who had Occasion to Ask Leave of his 


Employer so that he might Attend the 
Funeral of his Grandnaother. But the 
Employer happened to Know the Old 
Lady and, being a Hard Man, he refused 
the Application on the Ground that she 
was Not Yet Dead. Whereupon the 
Youth Burst into Tears and, Eepent- 
ing of his Deceit, Vowed to Esnounee 
Cricket and all other Evil Courses. 

* * * 

There was once a Poor but Earnest 
Temperance Lecturer who Suffered from 
Hiccough. And to his Mortification 
his Audiences took Delight in his Afflic- 
tion and Laughed Heartily at his Efforts 
to Overcome it. And when the Manager 


of a West-End Theatre Offered him a 
Dazzling Contract to Star in Vaude- 
ville he Accepted it with Disgust. 

* * 

There was once a Retired Bookmaker 
who Devoted much of his Time and 
Resources to the Upkeep of a Home 
for Aged Reprobates. But he was Loth 
to Curb his Gambling Propensities, and 
after a Run of Bad Luck at Monte Carlo 
he vras Forced to Seek Relief from his 
own Institution. But the Committee 
Refused his Application with Regret, 
Intimating that his Past Character 
was Too High to Entitle him to Ad- 
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WITHOUT A SMILE. 


I am nob blaming him. People have ney, and one wonld suppose that there 
built empires before. Bub there is no was a certain activity in the Mediter- 


I SUGOEST that by about 2000 A‘3). the reason why, when they are doing so, ran ean sector. 


territories ruled by the Homan Empire we should not stand and gape a little Meanwhile I would point out that 
will be very much the same as they in front of the foundation stones. self-determination rages unabated in 

were in the year 1. Whether this will Let us therefore proceed. Egypt, in India and elsewhere. Nation- 

be good for the world I cannot say. The obstacle to any such design on alism has the support of all gocd 

Most people object to unfavourable Signor Mussolini’s part would appear pacifists, on the assumption, of course, 
comments on the active life of Signor to be the universal hatred of war. that every nation can be self-contained. 
Mussolini, and I am not going to make Throughout England and Germany, I If Italian nationalism is going to be 
any. I will admit that the 13.4:5, or gather, the book entitled All Quiet on self-contained, there will not be much 
whatever it may be, now arrives punc- the Western Front — surely a violent standing-room in Italy in seventy years 
tually at Spezia, and that you may not piece of pacific propaganda — is passing from to-day. 

spit in it or put your feet up on the from edition to edition. The play Hather i think it likely that, while 
cushions, and that these and similar called Journey's End^ also somewhat the remoter parts of Asia are reading 
reforms are all for the best. And I will anti -militaristic in tone, has a sim- All Quiet on the Western Front this 
not stop there. I will consider with ilar success. With a good deal of time translated into every dialect on 
equal enthusiasm the rest of Signor reason, in fact, most of Northern Eur- the globe, the Homan legionaries will 
Mussolini’s vast programme of reform, ope and most of the United States of be arriving to tell them, with polite 
His avowed ideal is a healthy, moral America openly and without afi'ecta- apologies, that their country has been 
and enormously over- ' ' frecentlv annaxed. 

populated Italy. There 
are said to be a hundred 
State measures devoted 
to increasing the birth- 





I rate, and birth-control 
I is absolutely barred. So 
I are breaches of the 
! seventh commandment. ' 

A year’s imprisonment 
! with hard labour is the 
punishment in the new 
Fascist penal code for 
what is called an err- 
ing wife.” Her partner 
in guilt gets the same. 

That would keep the 
police - courts pretty 
busy in England. But 
it would no doubt re- 
vive the glorious ideals 
of Victorian family life, 
after a while, as well as 

producing a population ■■ j 

which would be bound Motorist {equally so). “Oertainlv 

to emigrate or starve. 

Bachelors are also taxed in Italy, lion dislike war, 
Tbe most harmless of hobbies are con- and expensive. 


recently annexed. 

We laughed at each 
other in 1910 for saying 
that sort of thing about 
EX- Kaiser of Ger- 
many, but nobody is 
allowed to laugh, and I 
^ am not going to laugh, 
at Signor Mussoliki. 

I should have liked 
to laugh, two or three 
years ago, because they 
say that ridicule some- 
times kills. But violent 
die-hards like Mr. 
George Bernard Shaw 
were so enthusiastic 
'KV about Mussolini that 
it was almost impos- 
sible to risk a smile. 

I do, however, defy 
anyone to find any 
complacently earth - 
DON ME— IS THIS Vernon Terraob? ” shattering pronounce- 
QT. This is a motor-car.” ments made before 1914 

; by Kaiser Wilhelm II. 

It is painful, nasty that have not been rivalled, since we 
all became pacifists, by Signor Mus- 


IS® 


Pedestrian {cofnpletely fogged) . “Pardon me— is this Vernon Terrace? 
Motorist {equally so). “Certainly not. This is a motor-car.” 


demned. Signor Mussolini does not One might have supposed that, even solini. 

allow gambling, except for the foreigner while manufacturing babies and casting Italy no doubt possesses nothin 
at San Remo, where the maximum stake a shadow over the Mediterranean, tremendous in the way of armaments^ 


is now^ higher than at Monte Carlo. Signor Mussolini would have renderec 
Signor Mussolini has frequently de- lip^ service to the pleasures of peace 
dared that the Adriatic must be an His last quoted utterance on this im- 


Signor Mussolini would have rendered but this is an age of science, and science 
lip service to the pleasures of peace, is a wonderful thing. In the meantime 


Italau lake. In his unspoken thought portant theme is as follows : 


I suggest that be substitutes the word 
Mediterranean for the word Adriatic. 


most of Europe produces fewer babies 
and tells them of the beauties of peace, 


“ There is too much tallc altogether whilst Italy lays down cradle after 
about jMce. , . Not a single nation has cradle and instructs , her babies about 


Italy penetrates Albania and terrifies really disarmed. . , We are a rising 'peo- the splendour and nobility and patriot- 
Jugo-Siavia. She provides labour for pZe. Of that I am profoundly convinced, ism of war. 

French Colonies in Africa which the ... If necessary all ex-Service men Perhaps no fire will come of this 
fi reach cannot provide themselves, are ready to fight again, and conquer." smoke, on which we are forbidden to 
Whether she would care at all to take He was addressing ex-Service men throw cold water. It is always pos- 
over the mandate for Palestine or Syria when he made this speech, and one sible to believe in luck. On the other 
as the opportunity arose I should not must make allowance, very likely, for hand there is every historical reason 
hha to inquire Eoman rhetoric. But I see nothing in for believing in the possibility of a mili- 

ifc seems sufficient to say that Mosso- these words of the note which runs tary empire. And if Italy is not out 
lOT will have to do something with all through Journey’s End and Aff Quiet for one she has the most delicate 
ba-bies which he IS on the Western Front. Italy appears way of hiding her purpose that can be 
artificially moubatmg by his legal code, rather to be at the beginning of a jour- imagined. EvL. 


these milli ons of babies which he is 
artificially incubating by his legal code. 
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Just as a matter 



Do YOU CARRY YOUR OAGJI IN YOUR IN- 
SIDE COAT-POCKET?— 



OR YOUR TAIL-POCKET?— 



(WHICH IS REALLY ONLY A— 



WHICH YOU START TO SMOKE JUST AS 
YOU HAVE TO GO IN TO DINNER)?— 


OiB 


SMOKING IN THE EVENING. 

OP INTEREST, WHAT DO YOU DO ABOUT SMOKING IN THE EVENING ? 



OB YOUR OUTSIDE COAT-POCKET ?— 




OR YOUR TUOUSERS-POCKET? — 





OR DO YOU COMPROMISE BY CARRYING AN 
“EVENING" CIGARETTE-CASE THAT ONLY 
HOLDS POUR (THREE FOR YOUR FRIENDS 
AND ONE FOR YOURSELF— 



OR HAVE YOU HIT UPON THE BRILLIANT 
IDEA OF CARRYING A SOFT COMPRESSIBLE 
CASE WHICH DOESN’T SPOIL THE SET OF 
YOUR CLOTHES — 
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ATALANTA IN PECKHAM. 

Eun, woman, run, 

Scuttle along like fun ; 

Seventy yards, and the tram won’t wait ; 
And you must get home, and you’re 
rather late ; 

Eun, woman, run. 

Eun, woman, run, 

Think there ’s a race to be won ; 

Toddle away with your week-end 
shopping ; 

Home ’s ahead, and the tram still 
stopping ; 

Heaving a bit, 

Panting a bit, 

Go it;, old lady, show your grit ; 

Eun, woman, run, 

Eun, woman, run, 

Never confess you ’re done ; 

Alas for the days on the village green 
When you were a sinewy seventeen 
Slight, slim, 

Light of limb, 

That was the time when you used to 
skim 

Low as a lapwing, quick as a wren 
(You were a different figure then) 
Showing the way to the village boys 
Who couldn’t' catch you for all their 
noise 


Excepting Jim (if Jiis name was Jim) — 

You weren’t so keen if it came to 
him. 

Now your heels are inclined to flag, 

And your hat ’s askew and your long 
skirts drag. 

And you’re carrying weight in that 
tight-packed bag. 

But the tram ’s still waiting, so keep it 
up; 

Fancy you’re after a challenge cup; 

Eun, woman, run. 

Eun, woman, run, 

That bag must feel like a ton. 

5!c >1: Jlc 

Thirty yards, and the worst had 
gone ; 

Twenty left, and her old face shone ; 

One last spurt and — the tram went on — 

O n — on — on — 

Clumsily, bluntly, and left her there. 

Heaving, panting, fighting for air ; 

And her bag dropped down on the 
pavement, and 

She clutched her side with a black- 
gloved hand, 

And, witli never a thought of her sheer 
bad luck 

And a throbbing stitch and her wasted 
pluck. 


Would you believe it ? — ^pumped but 
game, * 

She burst out laughing, the stout old 
dame, 

As much as to say, “Well, there you 
are ! ” 

So we drove her home in a Eolls-Eoyce 
car. Dum-Dum. 


SNAP IT IN COLOUR. 

Nobody has ever taken an interest 
in my snapshots. Even my master- 
piece of James reclining ghost ily on the 
roof of the church or of a herd of Lincoln 
shortihorns browsing quietly in Aunt 
Susan’s drawing-room hardly aroused 
the interest they deserved; while the 
pictures of my travels have always been 
passed over in silence. The Vicar turns 
his into slides and people actually pay 
to see them put into the lantern upside 
down. But nobody will give so much 
as a glance at mine, even though they 
are pasted in my album right way up. 
I don’t understand this. 

Yet as soon as colour films came on 
the market everybody remembered that 
old George had a camera, and forth- 
with dressed carefully in their brightest 
raiment and came round to have tea 
with me. When the light promised to 
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be good, my lawn presented a pictur- 
esque appeai'ance — a little like the pad- 
deck at Ascot. All of my visitors were 
interested in photography. They con- 
descended to look at my snaps. And 
some of them even listened when I 
talked of three-dimensional planes and 
the middle distance. 

My friends who had cameras wanted 
to know what I thought of coloured 
snaps. They were all waiting, I gathered, 
to see what old George made of them. 
A man who could get Lincoln short- 
horns into Aunt Susan’s drawing-room 
was obviously the man to get colour 
into a snapshot. And as the cost per 
print would work out at half-a-crown 
instead of the usual sixpence they 
thought they ’d wait and see how they 
turned out before they risked their 
money. 

But any advice they could tender 
was unreservedly at my disposal. They 
warned me to risk nothing, to load the 
camera in an orange light, to use a bulb 
exposure with the shutter closed down 
to 32, and above all to choose a vivid 
subject. 

Of vivid subjects I had plenty. My 
lawn (on photographic days) dripped 
with them. My visitors, having talked 
enthusiastically of colour-photographs, 
began to hint that they should be photo- 
graphed. 

Doris asked me outright to photo- 
graph her in colour. With Barbara’s 
eye upon me, I hastily explained tliat 
her dress was hardly vivid enough, and 
that all the examples of colour-photo- 
graphy I had seen were of people in 
brilliant bathing-dresses. It seemed she 
had one of these and would be pleased I 
to put it on. Of course it would look * 
more in the picture if she were clinging I 
to the lee scuppers or the binnacle stay- 
sheet, but one couldn’t have everything, 
could one, and the gladiolas were rather 
nice. 

I pointed out that my garden was a 
piece of land entirely surrounded by 
ardent Church workers and that it i 
wouldn’t do at all. Afterwards, at the 
seaside, perhaps. Then she suggested a 
punt on the river with vivid cushions 
and a Japanese parasol. That would 
make a good subject. It would. I could 
imagine Barbara speaking on that sub- 
ject for quite a long time. 

Doris then attacked from a new angle. 

‘^Have you seen my new Chartreuse 
dance frock ? ” she cooed sweetly to 
Barbara. No ? Then I ’ll bring it 
round and the dear man can photo- 
graph it.” 

It was a sweet little frock and the 
dear man photographed it. It was a 
dear little photograph too. As soon as 
Barbara saw it she wanted to be colour- 
snapped in a sweet little frock. You ’ve 




r/ 



<s: / 

i 


F) lend of the Family (inquiring for daughier of the house ivJio has just become 
engaged). “Is Miss Gwen in?” 

Maid (hesitatingly). “Well — ^yes, Sir, but— she was suited yesterday.” 


no idea how expensive sweet little 
frocks are. 

As soon as the glad tidings passed 
round that old George could photograph 
sweet little frocks almost as well as 
interiors with Lincoln shorthorns, the 
demands for my services increased. 
Elsa had to be snapped in her Lido 
outfit, Chloe had an evening Avrap in 
blue velvet trimmed writh ermine which 
demanded a photograph, Mabel had 
brought back from Paris an exquisitely 
cut sports model which deserved to be 
immortalised in colour. 

Still they came, in colours which 
would melt the hardest lens. And from 
each creation Barbara picked up a hint 
for colour-snapshots of herself. I have 


now photographed Barbara in her new 
sweet little frock, her new Lido outfit, 
her new evening wrap and her new 
Paris sports model. 

When my photographic friends come 
round to know what I think of coloured 
snapshots, they wull be surprised to hear 
how expensive they are. I wish I had 
stuck to my studies of Lincoln shorthorns 
with drawing-room backgrounds. In- 
deed I am w-i‘iting to the film company 
to ask what they are going to do about 
it. I don’t think a coloured print ought 
to cost £15 7s. %cl. W. B. E. 


SchoolgirVs Anstcer: “Excommunica- 
tion is when burglars cut the telephone 
wires.” 
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And^ simple Birkenhead out- 
pouring 

His cornucopias of syrup 
_ •_ ^ , Softly on Wedgwood Benn ! 

And wlio goes here in gilded raiment 
‘ I - Before the festal rout, 

With open purse-strings showering 
I payment 

' On suitors round about ? 
i 'Tis Thomas on his fiery jennet, 

And all the leaders of the senate 
And Maxton, with his voice reclamant, 
Answer him shout for shout 1 

With careless hand and leaning idle 
Over the laughing throng, 

. See Snowden plucking at his bridle, 

Humming an old-world song ; 

Minister of Health and 
yf, Housing 

to-day 

‘ carousing ; 

"T' Sweet Thames meanwhile (except 
where tidal) 

/Is M il limpidly along. 

My]® From windows where they drain their 
coffees 

mandarins of War, 

The pundits of the Scottish Office 
■ Swell the advancing roar ; 

'' And all the presses of Great 
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Cnsto7ner. “These shoes I bought from you are too flimsy to walk in.” 

Manageress, “ OuE establishment. Madam, does not pretend to cater for 
PEDESTRIANS.” 


Swell the advancing roar; 

And all the presses of Great 
. Britain 

Their delicate romances written 
For simple children sucking toffees 
Ee-publish more and more. 

The careful motor, hardly hooting, 
Forgets to caracole ; 

The Church no errors is imputing, 

And young men round the bowl 
The lovely eyes of maids are 
toasting, 

And Lanbbury stands in Poplar, 
roasting, 

For eager cits in velvet suiting, 
Imperial oxen whole 1 Evoe. 

A Stupefying Glimpse of the Obvious. 

“ But all tho advantages do not lie with the 
’buses. For long train journeys, for instance, j 
nothing can beat a train.”— CrZasf/o?y Paper, ! 


Decorum at a Discount. 

“ The committee of the Women’s Institute 


NEWMAN’S APOLOGIA. Dejection, hence! and go on heneing Decorum at a Discount. 

[” We are living in a golden age, and I say m weeds of dismal black ; _ ■■ Tie committee of the Women’s Institute 

mth great deliberation that the English people recommencing, reserve to themselves the right to exclude any 

to-day are hotter clothed, better fed, better The golden years oome back. woman wh^ they think proper.” 

boused and better educated than they have Biug out the bells from every West-Cou7itry Womeii^s Institute, 

ever been in the history of our country.” — steeule I ^ 

Sir George Nbwman, Chief Medical Officer of -a,.*. a. j i i. “ The sale mil be held on the afternoon of 

the Ministry of Health.'] your ttunday best, ye Wednesday. Mr. will preside, and will be 

Now is there joy, now exultation, -d ® ^ . opened by Mr. Scots Paper, 

In Charles Street and Whitehall, -f^ehoid, the fountains are dispensing Anyhow the president has had fair 

The high Saturnian jubilation canary sack. warning of his autopsy. 

Suffuses one and ail ; The sparrows on the housetops chirrup, m ~ 

Now bring the pipe, now beat The doves have cooed ‘‘ Amen t ” Two wild swans flew into these wires and 

the tabor d a a - rr *. u* j.** were killed, the male bird remaining dead, 

Ba mA-n'-tr f T u Bldes BamsA-Y fox th, and at his stirrup whilst the female recovered after some time 

■A ^®riy, Ministress of Labour, Go marching miners ten ; and flew away.”— jg/Z^cZncaZ Paper. 

L^O thrm^drii?f Education, And Beaveebeook, with mien Madame Pavlova, on the other hand, 

!■ to the madrigal! adoring, [never does this untilthecurtain is down! 


Leap to the madrigal 1 


(d rl f!r/Jrs/fJf\ 
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pggpKiQP Qp PARLIAMFNT Tliei'ealcriticwasMr.IiLOXDGEOEGB, the assurance, and explained the Gov- 
,, , „ , whose own unemployment scheme — ernment’s failure to consult the Simon 

Monday, November Captain a veritable hippopotamus— still Ian- Commission by saying that it “ trusted 

Ceookshank must have been surprised guishes beneath the Liberal hat. He the man on the spot.” 

T 5 turning the called Mr. Thomas’s proposals “pusil- Lord Biekenhead forgot to be inter- 

Bntish Minister in Warsaw into a full- lanimous,” and declared that they would rogatory, as he usually does when Lord 
blown Ambassador is a Mggarly five not give employment to thirty thousand Babmooe catches his eye and became 
hundred pounds a year. But has not men this winter. purely lambastory. 

some emment diplomat observed, upon It was also the winter of Mr. Max- Lord Passpibld tendered apolooies 
being asked to define the difference ton’s discontent. He besought Mr. to the Simon Commission in the^in- 
between a Legation and an Embassy, Thomas to abandon the Tory philo- terests of harmony all round, 
that an Anabassador’s cook must be sophy of unemployment and adopt Mr. Hendeeson, despite the large 
above ^spioion ? the Socialist philosophy. Mr. Thomas, army behind him, found the road to 

Mr. Hendeeson’s effective rejoinders who knows a few things that are not Moscow arduous. Indeed, it might be 
to the questions of the breezy Member dreamed of in any Party’s philosophy, said that he never got beyond the 
for Dulwich were interrupted by the en- looked bored. “ White Hart ” at Lewes. For, though 

trance of Mr. Eamsat MacDonald amid Tuesday, November 5th. — Parliament he and M. Dogvalevskt aore'ed tlmt 

loud cheers. These were simultaneously “with the 

rfew^oSs^F^^Slwel ^ ^ ^ exchange of amba^^^^ 

The Loed Pbivj Seal iil 1 ill j | I H | ft i M P[ vSv tSS Sviet* Gov- 

has been so long rolling «|[ y| ^ ernment and the Third 

up his sleeves and telling IPMI Ji r J International are one and 

us that there is going to y '/jkLN^ ^SwM. the same thing. Every- 

be no deception that the [ thing else is to be settled 

House expected, if not the /i A byi^egobiationu/lerdiplo- 

fat rabbits of electoral pro- matic relations We been 

mise, at least the guinea- resumed,not before, as Mr. 

pigs of anticipatory elo- MacDonald had insisted 

quence. What emerged y ^ ^ in 1924. On the other 

from Mr. Thomas’s agile hand there would, Mr. 

sleeve can best be described ^ Hendeeson explained, be 

but none the less ridiculous ^ guarantee of any Eussian 

even pink mice at that. -(\m4L abject surrender,” 

Some were blue, others chorused the Oonserva- 

yellow. In another re- t tives, not unjustifiably; 

spect they differed from . ' but then, as Mr. Baldwin 

the rest of their kind; they Li'V.!' acidly pointed out, resump- 

looked like taking a long ^ Mon of relations with 

time to grow up. t -n Eussia was the only Elec- 

Mr. Thomas’s support- aemoor and asspield. pledge that the Gov- 

ers listened glumly while he lifted each ranged to-day from Eussia’s icy moun- ernment had any real expectation of 
little creature by the tail and assured tains to India’s coral strand. The redeeming. Mr. Lloyd Geobge, his 
the House that in the course of a year Commons frigidly explored the Steppes eye stillonthosebulging bins, supported 
or so it would grow into a fine fat fellow, leading to the new Anglo- Soviet agree- Mr. Henderson. He pooh-poohed pro- 
There were plans for more roads and more ment. The Lords stuck to the coral paganda, declaring himself less afraid 
Tubes and more bridges, and bigger and strand. of the success of Stalin than of the 

brighter freight- waggons (when the Among the latter Lord Reading was failure of Mr. J. H. Thomas. He added 
good terminals had been made over to explorer-in-chief. He called it ^‘inau- cheeringly that he hoped Mr. Hendee- 
accommodate them), and anyway trade gurating an interrogatory debate.” He son would not break with Russia the 
was looking up, so why not be cheerful ? asked why Lord Irwin’s pronounce- first time the Russian Government 
Only one proposal — to collar the un- ment had been made without consulting broke its word, Mr, Dalton replied 
earned increment on land improved by the Simon Commission. He invited the vaguely on the question of the extensive 
road schemes — ^won a wan approval Government to make it plain that the diplomatic privileges that the Russian 
from the Socialist benches. reference to “Dominion status” was trade delegation might again expect to 

Sir Laming Worthington-Evans was merely a reaffirmation of the ultimate enjoy, and the House passed Mr. Hen- 
naturally an amiable critic, since the goal of British policy in India and not, derson’s motion by a substantial major- 
Lord Privy Seal’s programme largely as many Indians were assuming it to ity of 125. 

endorsed the notorious Conservative be, a promise that the next task of the Previously the Prime Minister had 
view of the essential limitations of all Simon Commission would be to frame read a statement about his trip to the 
schemes to relieve unemployment that a Dominion constitution for India. United States, its melodious and appre- 
do not involve the revival of industry. Lord Parmoor at great length gave dative phrases being later matched by 




THE BABES IN THE WOOD. 
Lords Parmoor and Passxield. 


exchange of ambassadors 
both Governments would 
give a solemn pledge to 
refrain from propaganda, 
,U|)|[(| not succeed in 

securing M. Dogvalev- 
w sky’s agreement to the 
1^: view that the Soviet Gov- 

Third 

International are one and 
same thing. Every - 
Wm settled 

by negotiation after diplo- 
matic relations have been 
resumed,not before, as Mr. 
MacDonald had insisted 
in 1924. On the other 
hand there would, Mr. 
Henderson explained, be 
British Government 
guarantee of any Russian 

“An abject surrender,” 
"" chorused the Conserva- 

y tives, not unjustifiably ; 

but then, as Mr, Baldwin 
acidlypointed out, resump- 
tion of relations with 
Russia was the only Elec- 
tion pledge that the Gov- 
ernment had any real expectation of 
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those in Avliich Mr. Baldwin congratu- A debate on accidents in coal-mines plainly doubted it. The Indian National 
lated the Prime Minister on bis not- could scarcely be of a controversial char- Congress, he pointed out, clearly took 
able achievement. Mr. Lloyd George acter. That raised by Mr. Gordon that view. And why hadMr. Lansbury 
added his mite of praise and asked one Macdonald and Mr. Eowson, both ex- danced before the Ark except because 
or two additional questions. At this miners and newcomers to the House, he thought the Secretary op State 
point the almost lyrical quality of the produced some rather harrowing stat- that pocket - edition of Moses had 

proceedings suffered a change for the istics and left listeners with the im- smashed the old Tables and put in ne’w 

worse. Lieut. -Commander, Kenwor- pression that, in view of the vast and ones.^ 

THY declared that Mr. Lloyd George’s expensive efforts that are being made to This was too much for Mr. Wedg- 
speech was mischievous, Mr. Jack make the world a place fit for heroes to woodBenMoses. “At least, ^ heinter- 
JoNES scandalously referred to Colonel live in, precious little has been done to jected, “I have not worshipped the 
Gretton as the “ Hon. Member for make the coal-mines a safe place for Golden Calf. The quick retort got 

Bass,” and Lady Astor meaningly de- heroes to work in. under Mr. Lloyd George s armour, but 

dared that all sober people were behind Thursday , November 7th. — Mr. Bald- he countered with the rernark that the 
the Prime Minister. There, perhaps win opened the Indian debate, giving, ' calf which the Secretary s new friends 


fortunately, the matter was 
allow^ed to rest. 

The really important item 
on the day’s menu was Mr. 
Graham’s announcement that 
in the spring the Pood Council 
wdll bo replaced by a Con- 
sumers’ Council, which will 
have power to compel evidence, 
and whose views as to prices 
the Government proposes to 
seek powers to enforce. We 
hope our butcher is trembling 
in his boots. 

Wednesday, November 6th— 
The efficiency with which in- 
come-tax and surtax are col- 
lected requires no elaborating 
for most of us, so why analyse 
the grisly figures with which 
Lord Arnold, at the instance 
of Lord Monkswell, con- 
fronted the House of Lords ? 

It would be more profitable, 
if one knew the facts, to ponder 
on the meteoric career of Lord 
Greenwood, which began, as 
all adventurous • Canadians 
would have it begin, in a 
circus, continued on the tem- 
perance platform, reached its 
zenith with the invasion of 
Ireland by the Black and Tans, 
and now culminates for the 
; time being in a ringside seat 





BBNN-INDBA. 

Among other names descriptive of his functions India is 
known as Wielder of the Thunderbolt, Upholder of the Universe, 
Friend of Man and Slaughterer of Enemies. 


had killed for him had a certain 
amount of gold in it. 

Mr. Wedgwood Benn made 
a very frank and earnest 
speech, in which he praised 
Mr. Baldwin’s loyalty, dis- 
claimed any intention of being 
discourteous to Mr. Lloyd 
George in not consulting him, 
stressed Lord Beading’s ob- 
jection to the course the Gov- 
ernment proposed to take, and 
the desire ot the Simon Com- 
mission to be dissociated from 
it. 

He went on to declare, 
rather weakly, that the Gov- 
ernment “had governed,” and 
pleaded the need for under- 
standing of and sympathy 
with India’s aspirations; but 
in place of a handsome per- 
oration the House heard Mr. 
Benn immovably refusing to 
say whether the interpretation 
put by the Indian National 
Congress on the Viceroy’s 
speech was inaccurate or not. 

Sir John Simon explained 
that he broke the Commis- 
sion’s self-denying ordinance 
of silence only to say that 
the Commission had dissoci- 
ated itself from the Viceroy’s 
report because it was deter- 


of the noblest circus of them all. in denial of certain allegations in the mined to do nothing that might be 

Another and less meteoric nobleman. Press, a frank account of his own connec- construed as an interim report or an 

the Earl of Bosebery, was also in- tion with recent events to a House that advance instalment of its ultimate de- 
troduced, has never at any moment doubted the cisions. The Prime Minister briefly 

Mr. A.V.ALEXANDERrefusedtoaccept propriety of his actions. He asked the explained the circumstances under 
Mr. Lewis’s contention that a recent Secretary for India to say that there which the Government had decided 
case had proved that, in the Navy at was to be no departure in policy from to act as it did, and the House wisely 
anyratejbeer isacureforberi-beri,or to the declaration ot 1917 and the preamble refrained from reducing what had for 
make provision accordingly. Mr. Lans- of the Government of India Act of 1919. the most part been a dignified debate 

BURY reluctantly admitted to Captain He passed on to a survey of Anglo- to the customary wrangle. 

Bourne that the pelicans which flew Indian relations in the lofty phrases of 

from the St. James’s coop last July were philosophic eloquence of .which Mr. Things which Mijght have been Expressed 
now classed as “ wilful missing ” and Baldwin alone in the House of Com- Zoologically, 

written off the strength. mons is truly the master. “ British Premier Exhibits Human 

It is now thought that their departure Mr. Lloyd George caught the spirit haracteris^cs. 

was -actuated by the exhibition, in the anddeliveredhimself in eloquent terms, tnem ana % an apeu 

vicinity of the Park, of an Empire but it was an eloquence with a sting in it. “Lost nr. Wizard. Alderley Edge, Bed Silk 
Maii£:efeg poster saying, “Eat More He also asked for a declaration that Scarf ; reward.”— 

Pish.”'” there had been no change of policy, but By now it is probably a white rabbit. 




“Pay-day” at the Stock Exchange. 


THE SPOOFER SWATS. 

It all began with the swatting of 
Mr. Spooler by an American actress at 
the Saveloy Hotel. Mr. Spoofer is, of 
course, the well-known student of the 
drama whose weekly essays on the art 
of the theatre are looked forward to 
with such delight by all lovers of English 
prose. On the fatal day Mr. Spoofer, 
as his custom is, was studying the 
drama in the celebrated Grill Eoom to 
which he owes so much. Many great 
writers have gone to queer places for in- 
spiration. Mr. Arnold Bennett walks 
about the London streets working out 
plots; Byron composed in his bath; 
Mr. Albert Haddock thinks best on the 
Underground ; and Mr. Spoofer gets his 
ideas in the Grill Eoom. 

About midnight many of the theatri- 
cal profession take the principal meal 
of the day ; and it is one of the prettiest 
things in London to see Mr. Spoofer 
strolling, like some benevolent bee, from 
one table to another, picking up a new 
thought here, a fresh aspect of the' 
drama there, and generally leaving be- 
hind him some charming mot or frag- 
rant reminiscence. There are smiles 
everywhere for the well-groomed figure, 
for while it would be an exaggeration 
to describe him as a universal favourite 
there are few actors and actresses who 
do not recognise his power for good. 
He has made enemies in the world, as 


great men must, but none (as a rule) is 
so cruel as to confess himself in Mr. 
Spoofer’s native GrillEoom. For all his 
eminence, he has no false pride, and may 
even be persuaded to take a little food 
with a humble mummer or two. 

And then there is something pathetic 
— what is the word? — wistful — about 
the man. Many feel that he has wasted 
his great gifts upon a barren and un- 
grateful soil. Which of those actors, 
authors, nay, managers themselves, 
who owe all their success to his unself- 
ish and fearless recommendation and 
advice, will shed a tear when Spoofer 
is gone and say, ‘‘Poor Spoofer! He 
made me.” Will even those gentle 
essays be very much read? To-day 
they have a power which none can 
deny, but it may be that their charm 
is ephemeral, too slight and dainty to 
survive. It may even be that a gener- 
ation is now growing up to which the 
works of obscure writers like Mr. Albert 
Haddock will be familiar and precious 
while the name of Spoofer is utterly 
forgotten. And so there are smiles 
everywhere for the wistful, lovable fig- 
ure ; and at the gay tables they nudge 
each other and say, “Here comes 
Spoofer; let us be kind to him.” 

But, alas ! it is already the past of 
which I speak. The violent hand of 
an actress has broken the spell. To 
say of an actress that she cannot act 
is nothing new. We have all said 


that. And it has been Mr. Spoofer’s 
painful duty to say it many times. We 
know that it hurts him more than it 
hurts her. But this actress, it seems, 
fresh from the cloistered atmosphere 
of the New York theatre, did not know 
that. And she struck him in the face. 

Mr. Spoofer ignored the affront with 
quiet dignity and contented himself 
with writing an article about it. The 
incident passed off quickly, and at first 
the management of the hotel were not 
disagreeably impressed by it. Indeed 
it is rumoured that a small plaque is 
to bo placed on the wall at the his- 
toric spot, recording that “Here, in 
October, 1929, Mr. Spoofer was 
SLAPPED ” ; and I know of many morbid- 
minded persons who in the succeeding 
days took special meals in the Grill 
Eoom in the hope of seeing Mr. Spoofer 
slapped again. 

Nothing, however, happened and 
the thing might have blown over. 
Unfortunately I hear that certain preju- 
diced actors, playwrights and managers 
have formed themselves into a kind of 
club with the sole purpose of slapping 
or molesting Mr, Spoofer in the Grill 
Eoom of the Saveloy. They call them- 
selves “The Spoofer Swats,” and the 
question, “ Are you a Spoofer Swat ? ” 
is already a commonplace of the dress- 
ing-rooms. The only rule of the club 
is that any member who enters the 
Grill Eoom must swat Mr. Spoofer, 
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Doimiier. “Avez-vous RiEN a d^iclaeer?"’ 

Old Lady {very slowly and distinctly). “I AM joining iviy husband at Yiohy. 
He is suffering from rheumatism,” 


as one swats a fly, before he takes 
food or drink. There is no ostenta- 
tion or fuss. Quite casually a member 
will cuff Mr. Bpoofer as he passes to 
his own table ; another will tweak 
his nose; some, more exuberant, take 
a running kick. Mr. Cochran, I am 
told, pulls Mr. Spoofer’s hair; actresses, 
as a rule, stick pins into the back of his 
leg. All this did not much matter so 
long as it was confined to the theatrical 
, ]prafemion, for Mr. Spooler himself took 
it all in g<^d part, and was even, it is 
I understood, flattered by the attentions. 


Unhappily the thing has spread to the 
general public ; and now everybody in the I 
Grill Eoorh swats Mr. Spooler before they 
sit down. It has become a sort of ritual, 
a custom of the house. Americans add 
insult to injury by kicking Mr. Spoofer 
first and asking for his autograph after- 
wards. And in the opinion of the man- 
agement the thing has gone too far. 
An occasional assault on their premises 
is one thing, but to make a habit of it 
is another. And, patient and dignified 
though Mr. Spoofer is, there is always 
the danger that one day somebody wull 


pull his hair too hard and there will be 
a breach of the peace. 

The management therefore are credited 
with the intention of desiring Mr. Spoofer 
not to enter their Grill Boom again. 
And it is this ghastly possibility which 
I wish to avert. Already, I understand, 
he is excluded by several discourteous 
managers from their theatres. This is 
no great obstacle to his work, for a man 
of Mr. Spooler’s peculiar gifts is not 
precluded from criticising a play by the 
trivial circumstance that he has not 
seen it performed. But to exclude him 
from the Grill Boom — the very fount of 
his inspiration! As well exclude Mr. 
Eden Phillpotts from the county of 
Devon or forbid the late Mr. Hardy 
to reside in Dorset. This were cruelty 
to Mr. Spoofer and a crime against the 
nation! How then should we hear 
the intimate afl'airs of managers and 
authors: what Gus This said to Sid 
That at the dress rehearsal, and what 
Mr. Spoofer said to both ; how much 
was taken on the first night and 
how little on the last; the salaries 
of actresses and the private lives of 
actors, and all those human personal 
matters which are heard in the Grill 
Boom, and, being written down, com- 
pose the Higher Dramatic Criticism? 
Then indeed would the drama languish 
and the theatre be dead. Then indeed 
would the managers, like rudderless 
ships, charge aimlessly about the dan- 
gerous seas, incapable, as before, of man- 
aging their own affairs. And so 1 implore 
all men and women of goodwill not to 
swat Mr. Spoofer as they pass to their 
tablesin the Grill Boom, or,if they cannot 
keep their hands off him, to take their 
meals elsewhere. Let us all be kind to 
the wistful fellow. A. P. H. 


JESSICA GOES TRAVELLING. 

III. — The Porpoise. 

Out of the sea a porpoise came, 

Out of the sea for a racing game ; 

From wave to wave he went leaping 
along, 

He looked so jolly and free and strong ; 
And think what a clever fish he must be 
To have found our ship in this great 
big sea, B. F. 


Mesalliance in Mexico. 

“ Special despatches from Otumba, state of 
Alexico, say twenty bandits pillaged the nearby 
town of Metusco, escaping before the authori- 
ties could muster sufficient forces to co-operate 
with them .” — Canadian Paper. 


How a Church Roof Was Blown Off. 

“ Harvest Festival services were continued 

at Church on Sunday. At the evening 

service the anthem ‘ To Thee, O Lord, onr 
hearts we raise ’ was rendered by the choir. 
The work of re-roofing the church began on 
Monday .” — Manx Paper. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

A Detective Film-stoey. 

Although one still has the oppor- 
tunity of guessing who the criminal is, 
and of guessing wrong, just as in a mys- 
tery book, the screen cannot be called 
a very good medium for a story of crime 



FOOTPRINTS IN THE HANDS. 
Philo Vance . . Mr. William Powell. 
Sergeant Heath . Mr. Eugene Pallette. 


and detection. In print there can be the 
steady and stealthy unfolding proper to 
such problems ; on the screen it must 
all be quick and emphatic. None the 
less jand in spite of many absurdities I 
found The Greene Murder Case sufi&ci- 
ently full of false trails and other excite- 
ment. Judging by the specimen photo- 
graphs in the lobby of the Plaza, the 
film once had even more revolvers in it 
than have remained, but there are thrills 
enough; and since, until a very few 
moments before the end, I was — after 
a life too much wasted on this branch 
of literature — still suspecting the wrong 
persons, I can award it marks. Whose 
hand it was that went so steadily through 
the numerous and exceedingly unpleas- 
ant Greene family nothing would make 
me divulge. 

Apart from the interest that goes 
with guessing the murderer, the film 
is instructive in showing the methods 
of American detectives, who appear to 
hunt only in couples, who treat every- 
one with a brusqueness that should 
rightly be reserved only for the guilty, 
and whose attachment to their hats 
and canes is such that they carry them 
even to the bedside. Their readiness 
to be called away in the middle of the 
most vital inquiries also struck me as 
odd. Even more odd was the total ab- 
sence of mourning among the bereaved 
Greenes. Brother Chester met a bullet, 
but no one changed into darker clothes ; 
Brother Bex met another, and still light 


materials prevailed. Even when the 
old and sinister mother was “ bumped 
off” (as the detectives say) no one 
thought of black, while the police doc- 
tor was funny about her autopsy. Death 
becoming so common, the audience 
lost decency too, so that the loudest 
laugh of the evening followed a line in 
the Burial Service as spoken by a de- 
ranged paiiour-maid. 

The Gretne Murder Case is an all- 
talkie which makes itself heard. The 
incisive tones of Philo Vance, the 
chief sleuth, as played by Mr. William 
Powell, are penetrating, while his 
coadjutor, Sergeant Heath (Mr. Eugene 
Pallette), booms forth his suspicions 
and insults distinctly to the farthest 
gallery seat. All the horrible Greenes 
and the rest of the household are excel- 
lent — in their own way; but of the 
house that holds them it is not possible 
to be so enthusiastic. Its general archi- 
tecture and the roof-garden which these 
curious people frequent in the depths 
of winter demand a very lenient eye. 

Although the word ‘‘educational,” 
which can introduce us to some very 
frivolous films, is omitted from the pre- 
amble to On toith the Shoiv at the 
Tivoli, that all-talkie can instruct too — 
this time in the manners of American 
theatrical managers. If the evidence of 
this entertaining medley of stage life is 
trustworthy, one learns that over there 
an expensive show, with a huge chorus 
and elaborate scenes, can be put on 



ON WITH THE DOUGH. 

The producer and his unpaid artistes. 

without a single cent in the manager’s 
pockets and nobody concerned in it paid. 
It seems also that page-boys in buttons 
are next to the manager in authority, 
and cloak-room girls can at a moment’s 


notice deputise for leading ladies. But, 
even should this information be not 
general bub peculiar to this film, it 
d oesn’t matter, because Omuithihe Shoio 
is nob to be taken seriously. Although 
as an entertainment it is continually 
losing its grip it is also continuaTy re- 



, Bernice from Birmhigham (Mss Ethel 
Watebs) sings : “ Am I Blue ? ” 

Voices from Aiiditorium. “ We are, any- 
way.” 

gaining it, and in the long run amuse- 
ment prevails. The loss is when the 
film is occupied with the show itself: a 
musical comedy without any fun, ham- 
pered by too much dancing and handi- 
capped by a very dreary and unmelo- 
dious Degress called Bernice from Bir- 
mingliam. 

But if everything done as on the 
stage is tedious, the drama in the wings 
is vivacious enough to have made 
a play in itself. Here we find some 
excellent acting, particularly by Miss 
Betty Oompson as Nita and Mr. Sam 
Hardy as the harassed manager, while 
there is plenty of American slang for 
the connoisseur of words. 

On with the Show is, I should add, 
an all-talkie in colour — the first I have 
seen. The effect is admirable, bringing 
the illusion much nearer life. E. V. L. 


“ Novelty 1 World Patent ! Novelty! 
‘TIP/ 

THE IDEAL IROXJSEES PLOP. 

Olways wanted but never found till now. 
Never more polished trousers and conshing of 
the stofi. Thetrousersreaniain as newironed,” 
Nohce in Hungarian Hotel. 

Oh, happy is the Magyar, 

So valiant and faroitcJie, 

No more his trousers baggy are, 
They show no shine or coush. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Eoop” (Vaudeville). 

The Paris of Mr. Galsworthy’s in- 
genious piece of mechanism reminded 
me of those Insurance Companies 
which combine the business of Life 
with that of Fire. Young 
Fanning regarded it as a place 
for seeing life, and so, more 
innocently, did the little girls in 
Bedroom No. 1; but the most 
vital thing they saw in the play 
was a hotel fire. Mr, Beeton, 
a middle-aged provincial, used 
an epithet which embraced both 
phenomena, life and fire (though 
he was only thinking of the 
latter), when he described Paris 
as “an inflammable place.” 

The action of the greater part 
of the play covers only some 
twenty minutes. Starting punc- 
tually at midnight (the regula- 
tion zero hour for life in Paris), 
we have six scenes of which the 
events are supposed to be simul- 
taneous. The first two — in the 
dining-room on the ground-floor, 
and the lounge (an unusual place 
for a lounge) on the first-floor — 
are of moderate interest, the 
only exciting occurrence being 
the almost inconceivably silly 
practical joke which causes the 
fire, and this is invisible behind a 
curtain. 

Then we mount to the four bedrooms 
on the second fiooi', each with its twin 
beds, identical doors- and window and 
suitable variations in the accessories. 
No. 1 contains two little sisters; No. 2 
a provincial couple ; No, 3 a runaway 
wife and lover ; No. 4 the parents of the 
little girls, the father in the grip of 
a mortal malady. The first two of these 
scenes are pleasantly light. The small 
girls behave in the best Peter Pan 
vein, but a little sophisticated ; and the 
provincial couple say and do things (in- 
cluding a mosquito-chase) that are funny 
enough but might not have seemed so 
funny anywhere else than in a bed- 
room. Ab we approached the third 
room, occupied by what the little girls 
in their innocence called the “honey- 
spooners,” I confess to having felt a 
certain nervousness, tempered by my 
confidence in Mr. Galsworthy’s dis*"- 
cretion. Here we became fairly serious. 
The two lovers, in full evening-dress 
(I was right in relying on Mr. Gals- 
worthy), discuss the measure of their 
passion. He looks on this night as the 
beginning of an eternal devotion ; she 
as a “ try-out ” which may or may not 
warrant continuity. A supper of caviare 
ahd'hbck (she was hungry after a bad 
Channel crossing), followed by the re- 


cital of a poem which he has made in 
her honour, encourages her to take a 
rosy view of the situation. 

The last bedroom scene gives us 
tragedy. The doomed man, author and 
egoist, philosophises in a series of well- 
studied phrases. Left alone for a moment 


he is a prey to the last infirmity of the 
self-conscious, the fear of showing fear 
in the face of death. It is not a ques- 
tion of the value of courage on a battle- 
field or in any circumstances where it 
might serve the need .of others, but just 
of the satisfaction of making a good end. 



Gustave (Mr, Bobace Bodges) to Mr. 
Brice (Mr. Ebio Matvrin), ‘‘Yeeee ’ot, 
VEREE SMOKEEl” 


He has a terrible seizure and dies in the 
act of attempting, under strong pres- 
sure from his nurse, to find safety from 
the fire, I hope he got his satisfaction ; 
certainly he died well. 

I was equally impressed by the cool- 
ness of everybody on the announce- 
ment of the fire. The little 
girls of course treated it as great 
fun ; but the provincial couple 
took up an extracrdinarily 
creditable amount of time in 
making themselves presentable 
and packing up before they 
ascended to the roof. The lovers 
too were leisurely in their re- 
treat. 

When all were assembled on 
the roof, with no sign at first of 
any chance of escape, we natur- 
ally expected that Mr. Gals- 
worthy would utilise the situa- 
tion for the dramatic purpose 
of showing bow deadly peril 
affords a test of character. But 
he made very little discrimina- 
tion in its effects on his various 
types. Nobody lost his head; 
the whole company behaved 
with slightly varied degrees of 
courage and propriety, the brav- 
est of all being the villain, who 
made amends for his practical 
joke by rescuing its intended 
victim at the risk of his own 
life. It is not for me to blame Mr. 
Galsworthy for his neglect of a great 
moral opportunity ; I merely record it. 
In justice to him I should add that he 
allowed this ordeal to affect the resolu- 
tion of the runaway wife. After pass- 
ing through the fire with her lover she 
decides that her love has had an ade- 
quate trial and can safely be regarded 
as a permanency. 

So realistic were the glare and smell 
of the simulated fire that there were 
moments when I thought my own 
courage would be put to the test and 
wondered whether I too should make a 
good end. Much more credit is due to 
the persons who manipulated the con- 
flagration than to the author who in- 
vented its origin, A man, being a bit 
intoxicated, might resent the inter- 
ference of a head- waiter who suggests 
that he ought not to make an innocent 
boy drunk ; but it would be most un- 
usual for him to revenge himself by 
laying a train of paraffin in the fellow’s 
service-room with the idea of setting his 
hat on fire. Yet this was the confession 
that Mr. Eric Maturin [Mr, Brice) 
made on the roof, and it might easily 
have ruined a scene with less exciting 
action in it. 

I absolve Mr. Galsworthy of the 
suspicion of any particular purpose in 
his play. He was just entertaining 





MARK OVER! 

(Opening of the Mosquito season.) 

Mrs. Beeion Miss Hilda Sims. 

Mr. Beeion 3HR. Be>t Field. 
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himself (and ns) with a tricky feat of Have) rules him and their second son, twisting everybody round her active lit- 
construction very adroitly contrived. I Etienne, destined, as are all second sons tie finger, and obviously bent on keeping 
admit that our foreknowledge of the fire of th.QBellencontres, for the Church and him for her own. Maxime sets himself 
that was to come at the end of each of the episcopate, with a rod of iron, to thwart her, not that he does not love 
the bedroom scenes gave a mild touch ruling herself less strictly and being less the minx/but because he does not choose 
of Greek irony to the situation; but he interested in her pompous lord than in to reopen a closed question or dare to 
took little advantage of this except in another unattractive nobleman, the offend his father. With w^hat compli- 

the last of them. Marquis de Ghantalard cated manoeuvres and counter -man- 

Of course he seized now and again Volpe). Maxhne (Mr. Henry Ken- oeuvres of the opposing generals the 
the chance of making his characters dale), the heir of the Bellencontres. has campaign works itself out it would take 
assume the Galsworthy manner, which been gaily living in Paris with (I think) too long to tell — ^but naturally there is 
was not always appropriate to the an American lady, Wanda Myro, but a Louis XY. bedroom and a roomy 
speaker : as when the eloping lady in- must now, at duty’s call, range him- cupboard therein, and Wanda has com- 
troduced the Biblical statement that self and marry Ghantalard^s pretty promised everybody sufficiently to make 
*‘the stars in their courses fought stupid daughter, (Miss Sunday them her unwilling allies, and the young 

against Sisera.” Wilshin). He is expected within a Maxhne is at the last landed, and sub- 

It was a really admirable staff — ^Mr, week or so to come and make acquaint- mits with a good enough grace. 

J. H. Egberts, as the With Miss ^ Bank- 

man who wanted to die head using with un- 
well; Miss Cecily i tiring energy every re- 

Byrne as his wife; /UmVMWl source of the unscrupu- 

Miss Lydia Sherwood ^ous pursuing female 

as a nurse, very cool and and Mr. Henry Ken- 

attractive; Mr. Prank ball playing lightly up 

Lawton, as the youth j/f HUttM I 

who was getting his ^ ] tween these two is lively 

first baptism of life and ^ I! amusing enough, 
fire; Mr, Ben Field U . 1 \ We should like to have 

and Miss Hilda Sims (l OxMy N ^ seenmore of Mr. Howe’s 

who was everybody s wneimmg neroine. x. 

good angel; very burn- ^‘Beau Austin” and 

ble and aware of his THEY ’EE HEES ; OE, THE CHATEAU SUEEENDEES. ‘‘Mr. Gladstone’s 

place and yet capable The Due de Bellencon'r^ . . Mr. Allan Avnesw^oeth. Comforter” 

01 intervening witn Wanda Myro Miss Tallulah Bankhead. (Lyric, Hammersmith), 

S^ntSoyw?s\Sg ■ Biienmd^Bellenconfre. . . It seems almost in- 

madedruok, and when the uninstructed ance with his destined bride.^ And credible that authors of the weight of 
lover had to be told, quietly but firmly, meanwhile a voluble Serbian Princess, Henley and Stevenson should have 
that hock and not Chlteau Yquem, was deposited by a ^deliberately careless manufactured this picturesque trifle 
the wineL go with caviare. 0. S. chauffeur in a ditch on the Bellencontre and have offered it to the public ap- 
ostate, is carried in and promptly in- patently in all seriousness. Of course 
“He’s Mine” flames the hearts of the still susceptible E. L. S. was an impenitent romantic 

(Lyric, Shaftesbury Avenue), DukCt of the Marquis, who promptly and possibly infected his more practical 
No doubt Mr. Arthur Wimperis has forgets his duty to the austere Duchess, collaborator and friend, 
tactfully mitigated the irresponsible and of young Etienne, who, though No doubt also it would be easier for 
naughtiness of M. Louis Yerneuil’s outwardly a model of piety and discre- the less intrepid Yictorians of the adven- 
French orit^inal, but he has left enough tion, is privily no end of a lad. Even turous ’nineties, still ignorant of the cock- 
of it to entertain the light-minded and, the Duchess, who doesn’t quite believe tail, the cowp^ and the jazz, to imagine 
with the help of Miss Tallulah Bank- in the genuineness of the accident and that a beautiful, intelligent and virtuous ! 
HEAD at her most vital and outrage- resents the new preoccupation of her young woman of bad Kwa George’s 
ous “He’s Mine ” should manage to lover, is won over by the boisterously artificial days would suffer such trans- 
disedifv the town agreeably for some winning ways of the Princess, who ports of grief, remorse and despair about 


ih>1>(tr^a3r>r- 


THEY ’EE HERS ; OR, THE CHATEAU SURRENDERS. 
The Due de Bellencon're . . Mr. Allan Aynesworth. 

Wanda Myro Miss Tallulah Bankhead. 

Etienne de Bellencontre . . . Mr. George Howe, 


With Miss Bank- 
head using with un- 
tiring energy every re- 
source of the unscrupu- 
lous pursuing female 
and Mr. Henry Ken- 
dall playing lightly up 
to her, the duel be- 
tween these two is lively 
and amusing enough. 

should like to have 
seenmore of Mr. Howe’s 
cleverly played 
but perhaps he was 
a little too Gallic in 
the original and his 
part has been com.- 
pressed. Miss Helen 
Haye, Miss Sunday 
Wilshin, Mr. Allan 
Ayneswoeth and Mr. 
Frederick Yolpe 
served as excellent foils j 
to the rather over- I 
whelming heroine. T. 

“Beau Austin” and 
“Mr. Gladstone’s 
Comforter ” 
(Lyric, Hammersmith), 
It seems almost in- 


months to come. 


The Dwe de Bellencontre (Mr. Allan somely-paid-off Wanda. 

. . ... •nr • 1 _ • J . 


naturally is no other than the hand- an error of judgment, and that a spoilt 


accomplished rtnie such as the Beau 


Aynesworth) is one of the three repre- 
sentative survivals of the old noblesse. 


Maxime, having made up his mind to Austin of this comedy would undergo so 
hisfatelikeaman,arrivestoflndthesbam sudden and so spiritual a conversion as 


His tyrannical Duchess (Miss Helen Princess paramount in Bellencontre, [ is here shown to us. But one can guess 
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what the young men and maidens of this 
year of grace think about it all ! 

It would appear that beautif ulDo?’o^7i2'' 
Ilusgrave had fallen under the spell of 
George Frederick Austin, professional 
heart- breaker and a “man of honour” 
who had killed his best friend in a duel 
for a hasty word. Now he is growing 
grey and stout, but is still handsome 
and immensely resourceful in the rou- 
tine technique of gallantry. Noble 
handsome young Femoick, of Allonby 
Shaw, comes to offer his heart to the 
lovely Dorothy. ^ Alas, she cannot love 
him; her heart and more have been 
given to another, and this other has 
behaved like the military gentleman by 
the Banks of All an W at er. “By Heaven , 
he shall pay for this with his blood ! ” 
says Femoick of Allonby Shaw. “Oh, 
no, not that,” says the sweet saint; 
“ I love him still, alas ! alas ! ” 

Off prances the young squire to beard 
the Beaio at his dressing-table, who 
is so touched by the young fellow’s 
nobility of soul that he promises — 
though the business is obviously a bore 
— to wait upon Miss Dorothy and for- 
mally offer to make an honest woman 
of her. “ Have I sunk so low as that ? ” 
says she, unexpectedly deflating the 
airy gallant. Young Anthony, Doro- 
thy's handsome brother, cornet in the 
Prince’s Own, coxcomb and Corinthian 
of the best, will smack the great man’s 
face on the Pantiles; does so in the 
presenoe’of Eoyalty and EoyaUy’s mis- 
tress; and the converted Aiistin, now 
at length realising Avhat he has lost, 
nobly swallows the insult and humbly 
announces his rejection by the beautiful 
Dorothy to the assembled company. 
Whereupon wdth a stifled cry — “My 
Hero ! ” — the lovely heroine flings her- 
self upon his bosom and all is well. 
An epilogue by Mr. Noel Coward 
showing the happy pair some six 
months later would suitably round off 
this picturesque and highly unlikely 
affair. 

Mr. Bertram Wallis’s Beau Austin 
is a fine figure of a man, and he pre- 
sents a character judiciously outlined. 
Miss Marie Ney plays the heroine 
skilfully and with immense seriousness 
and is most effective in the quieter 
passages. If she would believe that, 
whatever may happen in real life, deep 
distress upon the stage is not best 
conveyed by long-continued wailing, but 
should be suggested rather than fully 
expressed, she would improve her 
thoughtful performance. Fenwick and 
the young Cornet (Mr. Ballard Ber- 
keley and Mr. Eoland Culver) are 
almost too handsome to be true, and 
Miss Winifred Evans, looking ador- 
ably “ Empire,” plays the chaperon 
aunt very attractively. 


Sir Nioel Playfair has most nobly 
resisted his besetting temptation to 
apply the Hammersmith formula — a 
temptation which must have been al- 
most irresistible, especially in the last 
Act. I am not at all sure that it would 
not have been better if he had fallen. 

Mr. Laurence Housman’s Mr. Glad- 
stone's Comforter was offered as a cur- 
tain-raiser and very interesting it proved 
in itself and by way of contrast. Mr. 
Bertram Wallis’s presentation of the 
G.O.M. — at eighty-five, after the resig- 
nation consequent on the wrecking of the 
Second Home Eule Bill by the House 
of Lords — ^was extraordinarily convinc- 
ing to look at and indeed to hear. Miss 
Winifred Evans was a most plausible 
Mrs. Gladstone, and Mr. A. E. Filmer’s 
grave John Morley (tactfully breaking 
the serious news to the old lady) helped 
to make almost uncomfortably real this 
charming peep behind the scenes of a 
Victorian idyll or legend. T, 


POSTMEN AND PETS. 

Why do our dogs, who fawn on most 
men, 

Exhibit such dislike of postmen? 

Why do these fellows, leaving letters, 
Arouse such rage in Irish Setters ? 

Why are they met on such occasions 
By angry Airedales and Alsatians ? 

Why is it their devoted band is 
Anathema to Danes and Dandies? 

Why is the hall a den like Daniel’s 
When posts arrive among the Spaniels ? 

Why, when they come for Christmas- 
boxes, 

Have they to cope with furious Foxies ? 

I have a theory ; it is that 

Our dogs have heard of their “rat-tat,” 

And, being mostly ardent ratters, 

Are out to tear it into tatters. 

_ W.H.O. 

WHEN OUR VILUGE PLAYS SOCCER. 

It was suggested that we should 
arrange with the authorities to broadcast 
a running commentary on last Satur- 
day’s home engagement with Slaughter- 
under- Weatherley, the present holders 
of the District Hospital Cup. The pro- 
posal, however, was turned down, and 
perhaps this w^as just as well, for the 
narrator, scandalised by the language 
of exasperated players and spectators, 
would certainly have spoilt his descrip- 
tion of the game wdth the frequent 
ejaculation: “I hope you didn’t hear 
that.” 

Our matches rarely start at the adver- 
tised time, and in this instance play 
was delayed even longer than usual 
owing to the fact that our opponents, 
who travelled on an ancient motor lorry, 


walked up several hills at the urgent 
request of the driver and down several 
others by their own desire. 

The game merits but little comment. 
Apart from the fact that nineteen goals 
were registered, of which we claimed 
one (a penalty), the afternoon was almost 
devoid of sensation, to the great chagrin 
of our ambulance men, \vho naturally 
were anxious to use the stretcher re- 
cently made and presented to them by 
the local branch of the Women’s In- 
stitute. 

The most exciting event was the 
sudden collapse of the grand stand, 
overcrowded at the moment by noisy 
supporters of Slaughter -under- Wea- 
therley. Farmer Porrett, who was very 
much upset by this unfortunate occur 
rence, assured us that such an accident 
is not likely to happen again, as, after 
the necessary repairs have been effected, 
he intends to nail strands of barbed 
wire along the top of the gate. 

It is perhaps only fair to our players 
to mention that, soon after half-time, 
we were seriously handicapped by the 
enforced absence of William the black- 
smith, our goal-keeper, whose punches 
out would, we felt confident, have altered 
the face of the game, as they had already 
altered that of at least one of our 
opponents. 

Our custodian’s retirement was de- 
manded under somewhat unusual cir- 
cumstances, for William, annoyed by 
the tactics of the visitors’ little centre- 
forward, had as an act of protest thrown 
him at the referee. 

After the match was over we decided 
to strengthen the front line in our next 
engagement by transferring Samuel 
Broody from left back to centre-for- 
ward, as he gave every indication that 
he is qualified for attack rather than 
defence. Not only did he seam likely 
to score whenever he made contact 
with the ball, but was actually respon- 
sible for a considerable number of the 
goals credited to the visitors. 


“Where Women Don’t Vote. 
Uphill Campaign in Switzerland.” 

Headline in Daily Pajper. 
That ’s the worst of the Alps. 


The arliicles in a contemporary on the 
domestic happiness of some of our dis- 
tinguished men, written by .their wives, 
recall the famous lines : — 

“ Wives of great men all remind us 
They have made those lives sublime.” 


“Tight hat can be stretched. Damp the 
head with steam from a boiling kettle.” 

Scots Dagger. 

We have always considered that the 
heads of some of our friends could do 
with a little re-blocking. 
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The brown owl in the oak-tree sat, 

The red moon rose below, 

And Mr. Fox came pussy-cat 
Where the little grey coneys go ; 

Little grey coneys, one, two, throe, 

They gambolled under the old oak-tree 
Till Mr. Fox he picked one up 
Because, said he, it was time to sup 
And not the time to clown ; 

Then Mr, Fox laid down oh, 

And Mr. Fox laid down. 

Now grey Tom Tucker he rode ere noon, 

His hounds at his heel they came ; 

And a horn he had for to play a tune 
And a coat of the scarlet's fame ; 

And his old bitch Barbara made it good 
When he waved the pack into Owlstree Wood, 
For she opened — “ Ought ” — in the hazel- 
brake 

Till IN'Ir. Fox was ware and awake 
As had known her from a puj) ; 

So Mr. Fox jumped up oh. 

And Mr. Fox jumped up. 

And Tom hallooed in an aisle of oak 
Till he flushed Squire's pheasant-cocks, 

For he knew when old pied Barbara spoke 
That she spoke of Mr. Fox ; 

.^d all her mates in gold and white 
And black came racing to show her right ; 
And they showed her right in a tumbling cloud 
That out of the high wood poured aloud, 

Like milk that 's spilt from the pan. 

Where Mr. Fox he ran oh, 

Where Mr. Fox he ran. 

Now Mr. Fox must surely run, 

Though little the rogue did reck ; 

And he stopped at Syllabub Farm for fun 
And he bit through the red cock's neck ; 
And when he could run no more he hopped. 
And when he could hop no more he stopped 
And turned him short in the blackthorn rows' 
And pinned old Barbara by the nose 
And died o! a brigand fate ; 

So Mr. Fox was ate oh, 

So Mr. Fox was ate. 


The red moon hangs in the old oak-tree, 
As nightly doth occur, 

And Master Owl for company 
He sits along o’ her ; 

And little grey coneys, one or two, 

Frisk like shadows across the dew; 

And some sit down and one sits up 
And smooths his whiskers in paws a-cup. 
With a “What, if you please, of Mr. Fox 
Of the pointy nose and the eye that cocks ? 
Old Barbara 's cooked him brown, 

And Mr. Fox is down oh, 

And Mr. Fox is down — 

Down oh, down oh. 

And Mr. Fox is down.” P. R. 
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Heavy Young Man. “ Miss JoJs'Es, I wonder if it has been apparent to you that for some time past I have 

ENTERTAINED FOR YOU A SENTIMENT BEYOND THAT OF MERE FRIENDSHIP ? ” 

Young Lady. “Go on ; I’ll Buy it. What’s the answer to that one?” 


r\t\ry n Kin r\cc\ntz chtUeau as a stronghold to General Bidon, in a letter which, 

(JUR DUUKIIMU-UhHOt.. if it miscarried, meant death to the writer. English support 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) arrived, and the chateau became for the next three years 

I HOPE no one will be deterred by a glance at its excellent headquarters and “ home ” to corps after corps. Naturally 
photographs — ^which seem to reflect the normal hospital!- the record in these circumstances deals rather with guests 
ties of a great French hostess to a spruce series of British than hostess ; and great as the guests are, and charmingly 
officers — from making the acquaintance of that noble and as they are described, I miss the preponderance of the 
humorous book, 0pe7i House in Flanders (Murray). Its unique and lovable chfbtelaine. 

authoress, Baroness Ernest db la Grange, held out, in ; ; 

her chateau between Hazebrouck and B^thune, from the The. professional reputation of Sir Cecil Speing-Eioe 
beginning of the War until 1918, and left, feeling “like an was founded mainly on his almost uncanny ability to enter 
emhusque,'' when her tenure was ended by shell-fire. ‘ She into the mentality of foreign peoples, to summarise their 
was the hostess of a score of English and Australian com- emotions and to foresee their probable action. He was in- 
manders, from Allenby to Birdwood; and when Haig cessantly insistent in declaring the catastrophic ambitions of 
and his staff made their entry into Paris their sabres flashed a Germany iu arms, and he warned the Foreign Office in 
out in unison to greet “ the Mother of the British Army.” unequivocable terms that America would not follow President 
But all this glory — for glory it signally became — ^was WiLSONintoaLeagueof Nations. In 

entirely unsought. The Baroness stayed on at the front shijys of Sir Cecil Spring-Bice (Constable), a record of his 
to look after her son’s people: to share her abounding life, to which Mr. Stephen Gw ynn has added the necessary 
faith, hope and charity with village mothers, to feed and connecting links with a brilliant and balanced conciseness, 
house refugees, to keep order (if necessary with a revolver) his letters and despatches need comparatively little but the 
when hatred of the incoming Germans rendered her tenants replies of his friends to establish a continuous history, 
panic-stricken. And this part of her diary when, her ser- Eemembering Colonel House’s rather unhappy comments 
vants fled, she held the chateau with one Sister of Mercy on some part of Sir Cecil’s work as Ambassador in Wash- 
and a dachshund, is to my mind the most enchanting of ington during the War, one may turn first to the passages 
: all. To'put an end to Uhlan terrorization, she offered the where his somew’hat fabulous suggestions are not so much 
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refuted as happily dispersed in the light 
of fuller knowledge; but the lover of 
real Englishmen and real books will not 
spend much time on this passing con- 
troversy. President Wilson was a 
“hardened saint,” Colonel House a 
charming peace-maker. No wonder if 
Spring-Bice, loving America only less 
than England and agonising in the 
world-struggle, sometimes exploded in 
wrath at a neutrality which cried 
“peace where there was no peace.” This 
book is big enough to have done without 
the War altogether. It is well to pass 
lightly over the burdened later chap- 
ters, only noting how supremely suc- 
cessful in fact was Sir Cecil’s advo- 
cacy ; but it is immensely worth while 
to linger with him in America of the 
“eighties,” or in Japan or Persia, mak- 
ing friends again with his friends — ^with 
Theodore Eoosevelt or Sir Edward 
Grey or H. E. Luxmoore — and revel- 
ling in the delicate fancy, quick fun 
and underlying idealism that spiritual- 
ise all his writing. 

It ’s some little while, I think, since“0 ” 
Began to let us into the know 
Of the quaint little traits behind the 
bind* 

That *s covered by ermine and silk and 
stuff. 

Eables — these are his lay — designed 
With a special appeal to the legal mind ; 
But, though they ’re deep, there ’s never 
a one 

Too deep for a layman to share the fun. 

Twice already his shafts of wit, 

Which always tickled and sometimes 
bit, 

Have filled a booklet. The present 
batch 

(From Butterworth) makes a tl ird 
to match. 

And readers will note with keen regret 
That he’s given them now the last 
they ’ll get. 

For he means what he says when he 
clearly labels 

The volume, Final Forensic Fables, 





W'hat I like about Miss Mary Grace 
Ashton’s novels is their blend of insight 
and charity. A purblind benevolence 
is of course one of the first requisites of a vulgar best-seller, 
just as an equally purblind malevolence is often the due 
accompaniment of a refined one. But to perceive sensitively, 
magnanimously, above all where conflicts of race and faith 
are concerned — this is no small merit ; and it is a merit 
which, with all its faults, The Sons of Jacob (Murray) sig- 
nally possesses. I wish Miss Ashton could be induced 
to bestow a little more of her alert and ethically austere 
young mind on style. I find it distressing to read a 
novel whose narrative is nearly as colloquial as its dialogue. 
Perhaps the creator oi Jacob Bosenbaum will give attention 
to this matter in future ? ' For the present, how good of its 


Old Lady. “Why don’t you give the child what he wants just to 

PACIFY HIM ? ” 

LMe Mother. “Well, ’e wanted me to pick a bunch o’ them cherries 

OUT OF YER ’AT.” 


sort is her tragi-oomedy of a middle-aged Jew returned, 
after his war-exile in Germany, to his English business, 
home and children 1 We see him land, poor Rosenbaum, at 
Dover, his wife dead in his absence, but his three sons and 
the firm surviving. And then we realise that Wolfe, his 
eldest-born, has engrossed the firm, that Maurice has drilted 
out of it and married a Catholic wife, that J ay is slipping 
into physical and mental degeneracy — and that there is 
no place for a manager and father still able and authori- 
tative. How Bosenlaum's place is re-created and by w^hat 
unforeseen instruments Miss Ashton indicates with 
delightful plausibility. The only psychological hitch I 
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CHARIVARIA. 

An expert game-shot is quoted as 
saying that any bird flying higher than 
the Duke of York’s column may be 
reckoned out of range. The provision 
of replicas of this monument at shoots 
would save much waste of cartridges. 

A young artist’s declared preference 
for living in the native quarter of a 
small North African town, where he 
can forget all about civilisation, is re- 
garded as a nasty knock for Chelsea. 

A magistrate has remarked that the 
steam-roller seems to be the safest of 
road vehicles. You rarely hear of a 
driver of one of these locomotives cut- 
ting-in at a dangerous 
corner. ... 


Locally this is regarded as an indica- 
tion of a mild winter. 

Ex-Cabinet Ministers are observed to 
have discarded their morning-coats on 
leaving office. It is understood, how- 
ever, that these garments are kept in 
readiness lor political emergencies. 

The demonstration in New York of 
a telephone which speaks automatically 
into the ear of the operator is regarded 
as a big step towards the elimination 
of the subscriber. 

House-trained wolves, we are assured 
on the authority of a sporting peer, are 
wonderful with children, particularly 
with little girls. This is hardly sup- 


are 


London police 
polite and good- tern- j 
pered,” says a visitor. 

It is a lesson in self- 
restraint to see a court- 
eous constable gently 
brushing off a two - 
seater that is trying to 
climb up his trousers. 

As a rule the horse 
knows what is expected 
of him, says a well- 
known breeder. This 
never seems to be the 
case with the ones we 
put our money on. 

A Leicester ex-soldier 
has lately had intima- 
tion from the authori- 
ties that he is dead and 
that his grave needs at 
tention. That’s the true British spirit. 
He doesn’t even know when he ’s dead. 

5jt j;c 

“Life is a heterogeneous collection 
of irreconcilable phenomena,” says a 
scientist. Eilm-producers have known 
this for years. .. ,j. 

Ees’dents in an American prison re- 
ceive three hundred newspapers every 

day. “■ _ 

promise to be good. 

They are also allowed to go fishing. 
We understand that each man is put 
on his honour not to sling his hook. 

A prominent actress, we learn, is 
known to her friends as “Boo,” She 
would, however, resent being thus 
addressed by the gallery. 

Sli :\i 

Einsbury Council is reported to be 
compiling a list of snow - clearers, 



“ That ’s one of the best-known artists in Fleet Street.” 
“ What ’s his line ? ” 

“Comic strips.” 


Laveby to paint a picture of a patient 
in the chair. We ourselves have been 
blind to the beauties of this environ- 
ment. ... 

After elaborate operations lasting 
some hours, burglars made a haul of a 
few shillings worth of postage-stamps. 
It would have been more honest, and 
hardly more difficult, to obtain them 
from the young lady behind the counter. 

In the course of a newspaper inter- 
view Mr. George Bernard Shaw said 
that Mr. H. G, Wells was old-fashioned 
in his worship of science. But not, we 
imagine, in his worship of Mr. Shaw. 

“Are you in love with your Job?” 

asks Brigadier-General 
E. P. Grozier in the 
course of a recent article. 
We have moments of 
depression when we 
think of Mr. Snowden’s 
passion for his. 

ilc 

In the courts the other 
day Mr. Justice Eoche 
said he could not under- 
stand why people made 
fun of tripe. 1 1 is pretty 
generally agreed that 
tripe is no joke. 

We read of an Inver- 
ness-shire traveller who 
has carried a three- 
penny- piece with him 
for twenty-nine years. 
Perhaps he fears that, 
if he once broke into it, 
it would go bang. 


That ought to make a lot of them 


ported by the experience of Little Bed 
Biding Hood. 

By attending glove-fights, it is 
claimed, women have given boxing a 
dignity and a tone which were lacking 
in the old days. . They haven’t yet 
done this for the Sales. 

A Scottish naturalist claims to have 
an owl that talks. Its scornful “Hoots ! ” 
is said to be very realistic. 

5j< ' 

A pure red cat has been exhibited. 
It is believed to belong to the species 
which Socialists let out of bags. 

* ❖ 

Anxiety is expressed in an evening 
paper as to the non-appearence of the 
muffin- man. It is feared that he may 
be suffering from loss of memory. 

The artistic possibilities of a dentist’s 
lighting arrangements inspired Sir John 


According to a news- 
item, Nadir Khan, the new ruler .of 
Afghanistan, intends to introduce Pro- 
hibition in his country. If he really 
wants it, America has quite a lot of it 
that she isn’t using. 

‘ sj: 

A serial-writer declares that he. be- 
lieves in re-incarnation. Naturally he 
favours “continued in our next.” 

We learn that on the occasion of its 
three-hundredth performance a certain 
West-End revue is being entirely re- 
undressed. ' 

Little Bo-Peep is to ’be one of the 
pantomimes this year. There seems to 
be no sign of a slump in the vogue for 
crook stories. 

We understand there is no truth in 
the rumour that the Nobel Peace Prize 
is this year to be awarded to ihe man 
1 who decided not to fight Primo Carnera. 
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THE FAKING OF HANSARD, 

[Mr, Ammon, when c[uestioned about a correction that he had made 
in the ofdo'al report of his remarks, admitted with engaging candour 
that he had substituted what he ought to have said for what he did in 
fact say,] 

How happier far the House would be, 

How it would lose its worst of terrors, 

Were every politician free 

To fake the records of his errors, 

And make it seem that he had said 

Not what he did say, but the truth instead I 

While still the damning proofs are wet 

With floaters easily detected. 

He 'd play the Ammonite and get 

His inexactitudes corrected ; 

He would — to make his stuff look better — 

Insert the spirit and delete the letter. 

So, too, by labour of the file 

During a night of lucubration, 

Lapses in literary style 

Might, after much amelioration. 

Take on the polished grace that pleases 

OiCEEo’s lovers or Demosthenes’s. 

The humour which his speaking mind 

Mislaid when overwrought and moidered 

He would retrieve, and we should find 

A soporific speech embroidered 

With sparkling mots, a brilliant sally, a 

Jewel of exquisite esprit d'escaher. 

Also an adversary’s eye 

Might thus be wiped, his shafts be shivered; 
Lloyd Geoegb might go and stultify 

The repartee that Benn delivered : 

A pocket Moses ” he could chuck 

And substitute ** a pocket Habakkuk.” 0. S. 

POINTS OF VIEW. 

It is always pleasing to liberal-minded lovers of the arts 
to hear of even the slightest unbending of official com- 
mendation from its traditional conservative standards. 
The latest evidence of such a departure comes, not inap- 
propriately, from the U.S.A. and indicates what can only 
be described as an entirely new angle of vision for art 
criticism. 

The American National Academy of Design, it seems, 
relenting of a conservatism which had fettered its judg- 
ments for many years, decided this year to show its 
thorough appreciation of the modern school of painters and 
bestowed its award on a certain canvas entitled “The 
Fossil- Hunters.*’ Not very much might have been heard 
of this had not a press-photograher, summoned to take a 
photograph of the painting, expressed his opinion quite 
gratuitously that the picture was hung the wrong way, 
that indeed the thing was on its side. The artist when 
consulted appears, somewhat ungratefully, to have con- 
curred in this view, and we gather that in the result the 
judges are not* quite clear what can be done about it. 

The incident raises some interesting issues. For example, 
would the Courts, if the matter were referred to them, hold 
that the award was valid? One does not want to say 
anything which might prejudice the outcome of such a 
delicate question, but it would seem that quite a good case 
could be made out by the Academy if they revoked the 
award and the artist contested their action. They could 
say that what they gave the prize for was a representation 

of fossil-hunters in’ the vertical (or the horizontal, as the 
case may be), and that, if this picture purported, as the 
artist now claimed, to be a painting of fossil-hunters in the 
horizontal (or vertical), then clearly their award at once 
became void. On the other hand the artist might contend 
with some show of reason that the picture was appraised 
by the judges as in effect a certain combination of brush 
strokes spread over a given and constant area of canvas, 
and that the particular way you chose to look at it was 
not a material consideration. 

However, let us leave that to the Courts. A question 
with which we are more concerned is whether this incident 
will not tend to encourage the practice, already growing in 
favour with a certain section of artists, of painting pictures 
which are by deliberate intention capable of alternative 
hanging positions, and whether such a development would 
or would not be desirable. The device is of course not 
without its convenience for the members of hanging com- 
mittees where wall space is limited. These gentlemen must 
experience on occasion the same sort of difficulty as con- 
fronts ourselves frequently in arranging our holiday snaps in 
an album. It is clear too that in these days of smaller 
houses a picture might command a readier sale if it carried 
a guarantee that it was capable of being hung either laterally 
or longitudinally without prejudice to its artistic value. 

It is no doubt arguable that the artist is not necessarily 
himself the best judge of which side up his picture should 
be hung to be most efiective, and cases could probably be 
cited of pictures which are now hanging upside down in 
private collections and are all the better so. 

Nevertheless when it is borne in mind that there are four 
possible positions for every picture, there will, we think, be 
a general measulre of agreement that an artist who is seeking 
to exhibit his pictures in public — especially where some 
sort of diploma or award is at stake — ought not to have 
to rely so largely on chance. We think therefore that he 
should for exhibition purposes be required to nominate his 
intentions. He should be asked when sending in his canvas 
to state clearly which side up in his view is the right one, 
and he should be required to give an undertaking to abide 
by the judges’ verdict upon his work as viewed in the posi- 
tion selected. . 

INTROSPECTION. 

[“ A neurotic young thief who studies psycho-analysis and magic has 
been saved from a ■whipping by ths plea of a doctor that he is ‘ too 
introspective ’ for such a punishment to be safe.” — Daily Pajper.] 

PooE Burkanhare ’s disgusted, though his counsel made it 
plain 

That, to an introspective man, conviction must give pain ; 
The jury brought in “ Murder,*’ and, to aggravate the case, 
They failed to add a rider recommending him to grace. 

Though a jury all uncultured treat psychology as fudge, 

One looks for understanding in a so-called “ learned *’ Judge, 
And it piqued the prisoner deeply when the Judge dispelled 

- that hope, 

Approved the monstrous verdict and consigned him to the 
rope. 

But Burkanhare will now appeal ; it surely cannot be 

That all our Judges set at naught the higher psychology ; 

, And the point his counsel’s going to make, as strongly as 
he can, 

’ Is that hanging might prove fatal to an introspective man. 

J Suitable Gift for a Liberal Leader. 

[ “Georgeous tame talking acclimatized Amazon Parrot, almost 
^ human, follows owner anywhere.” — Live-stock column in Provincial 

1 Paper. 




A GOOD DOG. 


Mother Hubbard- Snowden. “I RBGEBT TO SAY THAT THE EBSOURCBS OB MY 
CUPBOAED AEE NOT INEXHAUSTIBLE.” 

Lord Privy Sealyham. “MY DEAE LADY, I APPEBOIATE YOUE DIBEIOULTIES. I AM 
NOT AS OTHEE DOGS THAT I COULD NAME. I EEOOGNISE THAT NOT EVEEY 
PEOBLEM CAN BE SOLVED BY A LAEGESSE OP BONES.” 

applied himself to his task, in a somewhat different spirit from that of some of his colleagues, and brushed away 
those who told him that the only way to the solution of unemployment was by the mere spending of money.” 

From re;gort of a recent sj>eech hy Mr. J. H. Thomas.] 










Father (fo Betty, who has laughed deriswely at her young brother for using a long word in the wrong place), “Well, Betty 
ABE you so StJEE YOUKSELF THAT YOU ALWAYS KNOW THE MEANING OF SOME BIG WOEDS YOU USE ? ” 

Betty, “I MAY NOT KNOW THEIB MEANING, BUT I DO KNOW WHEEE TO USE THEM.” 


THE HOUSE-AGENT. 


Why is it that a house-agent is 
always on the other side ? 

Why is it that, if you are trying to 
find a flat, flats are in such request that 
, you must surrender at every turn to the 
terms of the only tenant in London who 
has one to dispose of ? 

Why is it that, if you want to dispose 
of a fiat, there is so little demand for 
them that you can get rid of it only at 
a sacrifice ? 

To me the house-agent has always 
been a matter for pained perplexed 
thought : how he becomes one, whether 
directly or because he has failed in 
other walks of life ; how he continues 
to be one and is allowed to prosper at 
it ; whence came his slippery tongue ; 
[ what kind of man he is outside the 
1 office, and particularly at home, under 
1 a searchlight ; what his children think 
of him, and if he brings them up to be 
like himself or as worthy citizens. 

It is not only his bewildering parti- 


sanship and his mendacity that astound 
me, but also his denseness. Thus : — 

Client I want a service flat — ^unfur- 
nished. Piccadilly district. Two bed- 
rooms, one sitting-room, bath-room. 
Within five minutes’ walk of a tube 
station. Bent not to exceed five hun- 
dred pounds. No premium. Immediate 
possession. 

Hotise-Aqent, You want a flat, do 
you? 

Client I have just said so. 

House- Agent M’— yes. A service flat? 

Client, A service flat. 

House-Agent What part of London? 

Client, The Piccadilly district. 

Home- Agent, M— yes. What accom- 
modation ? 

Client Do you mind writing it down ? 
Thank you. Then 1 11 begin again. A 
service flat. Piccadilly district. Two 
bedrooms, one sitting-room, bath-room ; 
within five minutes’ walk of a tube 
station. Bent not to exceed five hun- 
dred pounds. No premium. Imme- 
diate possession. 


House- Agent{consulting hooks), Here’s 
one in Albemarle Street, if you don’t 
mind six hundred pounds. 

Client, I do. 

House-Agent, Then what about Buck- 
ingham Gate ? One bedroom. Charm- 
ing situation. 

Client, Two bedrooms. 

House-Agent Here ’s the very thing. 
Bay swat er. 

Client Piccadilly district essential. 

House-Agent, The north of the Park 
is very popular. 

Client, Piccadilly district. 

House-Agent Well, here’s one in 
Sackville Bow; Jerrybuilt Mansions. 
Highly recommended block. Seven | 
hundred pounds rent and owner will 
sell fixtures and carpets at a valuation. 

Client, My limit's five hundred 
pounds and I don’t want the carpets. 

House-Agent, Some of the best people 
live there— Lord Gravie, Sir Bibston 
Pipp. It ’s a bargain, I assure you. 

Client, Is possession immediate ? 

House-Agent In three months. 
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Client. You’re only wasting my time. 
Have you nothing else ? 

Hoiise-Agent {again consulting books 
or affecting to). Nothing. You will be 
making a great mistake, if I may say 
so, in not taking this. I ’ve inspected 
it personally. Besides he might take 
less. It ’s a sub-let anyway. 

Client. And if he won’t leave for 
three months ? 

House-Agent. He might be induced 
to go earlier. Allow me to telephone. 
{Goes to telephone and mumbles.) I 
think \ve can arrange matters.' My 
client says that, in consideration of your 
taking over the fixtures and carpets at 
a valuation and paying six-hundred-and- 
fifty pounds a year rent, he will vacate 
in four days. I assure you this is a 
bargain, and flats are being snapped up 
now directly they ’re vacant. People are 
sitting on the mat waiting for them. 

Now supposing that the client, hav- 
ing no alternative, took the flat, paid 
two hundred pounds for the carpets and 
fixtures and a week later was ordered a 
year’s travelling for his health, what 
would happen ? The client would 
hastily again seek the house-agent, and 
this would be the conversation : — 

Client, You remember that flat in 
Sackville Eow that I took through you 
last week ? 

House-Agent {without enthusiasm). 
Let me see. At Shortration House, 
wasn’t it ? 

Client, No, at Jerrybuilt Mansions. 

House-Agent. Oh, yes. 

Ghent. Well, I want you to find a 
tenant for it at once. I have to go 
abroad. {Tells his sad tale.) 

House-Agent, I ’ll take the particu- 
lars, but I ’m afraid it won’t be easy. 
There ’s no demand for flats just now. 
A most curious slump. 

Client. And yet new blocks are going 
up everywhere. 

House-Agent. I know. It ’s very odd. 

Client, Well, you must do your best. 

House-Agent. Of course. But I ’m 
afraid you mustn’t expect to get full 
rent. And what about fixtures ? 

Client. Well, I paid two hundred 
pounds for them and they can hardly 
have depreciated in a week. 

House-Agent. Very unlikely that any- 
one will give as much as that. 

Client. But you told me they were 
cheap. ‘‘Dirt cheap,” you said. 

House-Agent. Well, 1 ’ll see what I 
can do. 

A few days later the agent writes to 
the client saying that he has an ofler 
for the balance of the rent at five hun- 
dred pounds, and fifty pounds for the 
fixtures and carpets, and in view of 
the fact that flats are at the moment 
in no demand he strongly advises its 
acceptance. 


And there you are ! 

How amusing and refreshing it would 
be to find a house-agent with a passion 
for the truth : one who would say that 
the other man’s fixtures were too dear; 
that the other man’s figure was too 
high; that the street was too noisy; 
that the service was bad. But then of 
course he wouldn’t be a house-agent; 
he would be something else and there- 
fore outside the borders of this analysis 
and indictment. E. V. L. 


“An interesting address on the value of 
Sir John D. Birchall, M.P., a member of the 
Church Assembly, was given by IMajor the 
House of Laity .” — Chatham Paper. 

These old houses can get away with 
almost anything. 


A Well-dated Fixture. 

“Oambbtdgb University versus 
Guy's Hospital.” 

Poster Displayed in Cmnbridge on Nov, 5th. 


“ Sis Queens of Beauty, J)reviously selected j 
by coupon ballot from photographic reproduc- 
tions in the local Press, to parade in the flesh 
for final judgment at the Town Hall (inside 
and out) . ’ ’ — iHtrban Paper. 

It sounds rather like the Judgment of 
Paris (Polies Bergto). 

“ The pressure of the wind forced in a heavj' 

window on the third floor of The Daily 

office, and the window swung at the end of its 
cords until a strip of food six feet long was 
nailed in place again .” — Northampton Paper. 

We know many newspaper offices where 
I big strips of transparent tripe are con- 
1 stantly in stock. 
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A USE FOR EVERYTHING. 

(Another oj- Mr. Punch's Hel^pfiil TalJcs 
for Tiny Homes.) 

“What am I to do with my Ency- 
clopcedia Britannica now that the 
November days are drawing in? ” asks 
Natalie, and many a young house- 
wife will echo her despair. Boreas is 
blowing and the red-and-gold leaves of 
the Virginia-creeper fall sadly on the 
immensepile of volumes stacked in front 
of the portico. The van has departed ; 
the first instalment has been paid . N o w, 
certainly, is the moment to beautify the 
little estate with all this wealth of 
material put suddenly at our disposal, 
unless we are to regret the bargain that 
we have made. 

My friend Daphne, after wrinkling 
her pretty forehead for some time, de- 
cided on 

PAVE EOB THE GABDEN PATH. 
Though ordinary crazy paving has 
become somewhat demode, the regular 
rectangles of the Encyclojpcedia form a 
delightful substitute and make a solid 
footway which on a fine afternoon none j 
of us need be ashamed to exhibit to 
our friends. The cracks between the 
volumes can either be cemented or left 
open for the penetration of a nodding 
narcissus or heavenly blue squill when 
winter again relaxes its hold and the 
voice of the turtle is heard in the land. 



A CRAZr PAVEMENT OF ENCYCLOPiEDIAS. 


The volume laid in the centre can be 
bored for a stone sundial or, better still, 
a fountain with a bronze nymph or 
Muse perched on the brim. And if any 
books are left they can be piled at hap 
hazard in one corner of the plot. Here 
'at once is a nucleus for 

THE CHABMIHG BOCK-GABHEH 


through the chinks of which we shall 
welcome in due course Veivmca alpina, 
Myosotis alpestris mdi Azalea procujn- 
hens, not to mention Opus terribile and 
lovely little Editio stupendosa, if Sol 
and Zephyrus prove kind. 



“Jack and I laid our Encyclopcedia in 
three afternoons,” said Daphne, “ and 
our garden is the envy of the whole 
neighbourhood. At the end there were 
one or two superfluous volumes, and 
A KENNEL FOB FIDO 

was immediately indicated. With the 
aid of a little glue we soon had it com- 
pleted, and a single volume, half open, 
was placed on the top as a roof or water- 
shed to protect our furry companion 
from the inclemency of Atrox hiems. 
Doggy likes his new abode much better 
than the ramshackle old quarters he 
used to have.” 

Eor some, however, intensive horti- 
culture has little or no appeal. The 
rhythmic exercise of the body means 
more to them than quiet labour with the 
trowel and the colourful beauty of the 
flower-border. They value Science and 
Literature, in fact, as an aid to Exercise 
rather than Art. 

Petronella, I find, is turning her En- 
cyclopcedia into 

A HABD TENNIS COUBT, 

Sprinkling it loosely with red gravel and 
marl, and using plasticine between the 
joins. She beats the whole down with 
a mallet and rolls it firmly afterwards 
with a rolling-pin. There is no waste 
here, as the bookcase can be utilised 
for spectators to sit on, or to hold 
cocktails, biscuits and orangeade. 

The peculiar resilience of the surface 
makes the court faster, she says, than 
any composition or even than wood. 

“Half-a-dozen sets on my Encyclo- 
padia,^' Petronella avers, “ followed by 
an hour’s face massage, give me the 


smooth flower-like skin that is half the 
battle of life for we girls.” 

I do not recommend a squash racket 
court. Even if the material is sufficient 
the welding of the volumes is too am- 
bitious a task for the amateur. The 
danger of a sudden collapse more than 
counterbalances the pleasure you are 
likely to derive from the sport. 

I am inclined to think that Drusilla 
has been the most ingenious of all my 
friends. With the aid of a few cross- 
beams and a little assistance from the 
local carpenter she has converted her 
Encyclopcedia into 

A SEBVIOEABLE GABAGE 

wherein to house the midget four-seater 
which was her husband’s present after 
the great motor-show. 

But another pretty fancy is that of 
Eunice, who is devoting half her volumes 
to the construction of a rose-arbour 
and the rest to a pigeon-loft. 

Of indoor uses for the Encyclopcedia 
I shall speak later, only mentioning 
here that they include 

the ornamental wine-rack, 
the home billiard-table, 
the sponge-squeezer and 
the temporary dancing-floor. 

“In a thousand simple ways,” said 
Barbara (or was it Dulcinea ?) to me 
the other day, “the Encyclopcedia is 
making us realise that before one had it 
I hardly knew how to live.” Evoe. 


SAFE DEPOSIT. 

“Edward,” I said to old Edward, 
the safe-deposit commissionaire, “ I 
have just thought of an excellent idea 
for a thrilling story.” 

“Very good. Sir,” said Edward. 

“Edward,” I said, “this corridor is 
remote.” 

“Iserlated,” Edward agreed. 

“Precisely. Nobody can see what 
goes on in it unless he happens to be 
in it himself. Now imagine my strong- 
room to contain something of value.” 

Edward shut his eyes and swal- 
lowed. 

“Gold bars,” he murmured, “dia- 
mond ta-ra-ras and etceterers, to the 
tune of a quarter-million or it might be 
a half.” 

I felt that this was handsome. 

“News as to my possessions,” I con- 
tinued, “having leaked out, a master- 
crook rents a strong-room in this cor- 
ridor. Picture me in my strong-room. 
The master-crook, having followed me 
(ostensibly on his way to his own strong- 
room), stuns me by a sudden blow on 
the head with a blunt instrument, se- 
cures his booty, locks the strong-room 
with me inside, pockets my keys, and 
with the utmost nonchalance effects 
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GIVES ME A blinkin’ TANNER ! ” 


his escape. Let us visualize the se- 
quence of events.” 

Edward shut his eyes again and 
swallowed again. 

Half -an -hour elapses,” I went on. 
“You, in your usual place by the lift, 
reflect, ‘ Mr, Skiflhns is an unconscion- 
able time in his strong-room. I -will go 
round and enjoy a little conversation 
with him.’ ” 

“It not being one of my busy days,” 
said Edward. 

“You find my strong-room locked. 
You reflect, ‘ Strange ! Can it be that i 
Mr. Skiffins has walked up the stairs 
while I happened to be in the lift ? I 
will inquire of my brother-commission- 
aire at the exit.’” 

“I might,” conceded Edw^ard, “and 
then again I might not. There’s no 
getting away from that, try as you will.” 

“Having ascertained that I am still 
on the premises, you become some- 
what perturbed.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Edward thoughtfully. 

“ You institute a search and on this 
proving unsuccessful you in a state of 
great anxiety communicate with my 
firm ; but before my firm has awoke to 
the sinister significance of the situation 
and caused the strong-room to be broken 


open, I, after regaining consciousness, 
have perished from suffocation, thus 
dying one of the most terrible deaths 
possible for human imagination to con- 
template.” 

“ Capital 1 ” said Edward heartily. 
“ Capital ! ” 

AN ESSEX TRAGEDY. 

[According to a Lcigh-on-Sea fisherman, 

‘ ‘ shrimp-fishing is dying out. The young 
fellows don’t like early or late hours.” 

Evening Standard.'] 

No matter what time, late or early, 
Our fathers were called to the quest— 
When the dew on the meadows was 
pearly 

Or shadows invited to rest — 

If only the tide was propitious 
These constant and valorous imps 
Went forth to ensnare most delicious 
And succulent shrimps. 

And, if the elusive crustaceans 
From shore to deep water withdrew, 
With the zeal of amphibious Alsatians 
Their enemies after them fl^w ; 

Their eyes were as keen as an eagle’s, 
They saw like a cat in the dimps, 
They were tougher and stouter than 
beagles, 

These hunters of shrimps. 


But they ’re gone with the Knights and 
Crusaders, 

And latter-day Essex abhors 
The sight of tarpaulins and waders, 
Preferring the lure of plus-fours ; 
While it readily must be admitted 
That trousers ballooning like blimps 
Are garments completely unfitted 
For coping with shrimps. 

For the zeal of the Spartan and Stoic, 
Which kindled the souls of their sir^s 
And nerved them to actions heroic, 

No longer young Essex inspires ; 

He shrinks from the blast of the bliz- 
zard, 

His hair matutinally crimps, 

And he rather w^ould* lounge with the 
lizard 

Than grapple with shrimps. 
There are other and greater abuses 
That clamour for instant redress, 
But that is the worst of excuses 
For failing to deal with the less ; 

And what could be wiser than setting 
Our wasters and sluggards and simps 
At regular work on the netting 
Of nutritive shrimps ? 

The New Cosmetic. 

“Let us spray your body with Cellulose 
& Oo.” — Advt. %n Swiday Pa^er. 
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FROST. 

A SEVERE winter is prophesied with 
a frost equal to, if not harder than, that 
of last year. Well, I am ready for it 
this time. It will not disorganise me 
again. For I have spent the long hot 
summer afternoons, when work was 
impossible, in writing in advance all the 
letters and other communications which 
experience has shown will probably be 
needed on the occasion of a heavy frost. 
Not only did this occupation keep ms 
cool in the depths of August, but it will 
ensure the minimum of dislocation from 
my work When the frost does come 
I shall just plunge my hand into a 
drawer and bring out the requisite 
letter for any emergency, without any 
interruption of my working leisure. 

A. — Phone Message. 

Will Messrs. Solder and Wrench 
please send a plumber at once to No. 14 
to mend a pipe burst by the frost ? 

B. — Postcard. 

To Messrs, Solder and Wrmch, 
Dear Sirs, — ^P lease send a plumber 
round to No. 14 as soon as possible to 
mend a pipe burst by the frost. I have 
tried to phone you three times, but 
your instrument is out of order. 

0. — Postcard (Six Copies). 

To Messrs, Solder and Wrench, 
Dear Sirs, — N o plumber has yet 
come to No. 14 to mend pipe burst by 
the frost. I 

D. — ^Postcard. 

London Telephone Service, 

Dear Sir, — P lease send a man to 
Messrs. Solder and Wrench to mend, 

their telephone, presumably burst byl 

the frost. ^ 

E. — Telegram (Two Copies). 
Solder and Wrench. Please send 
plumber immediately number fourteen 
mend two burst pipes. 

E. — Letter. 

To J, Tinsmith and Go, 

Dear * Sirs, — P lease send round im- 
mediately twelve large pails and six 
hip-baths. On appro. 

G. — Letter (Twelve Copies). 

Lear , — We are sorry we cannot 

accept your kind invitation for to-night. 
The frost has burst two pipes, one, as 
usual, over my dressing-room, and I 
haven’t a dry thing left except my 
bathing-suit, which was luckily in the 
linen-cupboard. 

H. — Letter. 

Dear Aunt, — We are terribly sorry, 
but we must ask you to cancel your 

1 visit to us, to which we were so looking 

forward, as the frost has burst our pipes 
and the spare room is full of water. 

I. — Telegram (Three Copies). 

Solder and Wrench, 

Send plumber immediately, number 
fourteen, mend several burst pipes. 

J. — ^Postcard. 

Metropolitan Water Board, 

Dear Sir, — ^P lease send a man at 
once as I have forgotten where I turn 
off my water at the main. I thought 

T remembered, but it is apparently the 
gas. 

K. — Letter. 

To Messrs. Fookveare xtnd Son. 

Dear Sirs, — P lease send round to 
No. 14 as soon as possible two pairs 
gum-boots (knee) — size 9 and size 6. 

L. — ^Letter. 

To Messrs, Footweare and Son, 
Dear Sirs, — ^P lease send round to 
No. 14 as soon as possible two pairs 
gum-boots (thigh) — size 9 and size 6. 

M. — Letter (Twenty copies). 

fllNCLEl 

Dbar-^ Aunt k — ^T hank you for your 
IcousinI 

letter. Yes, we have suffered from 
(one 

the frost too, and have j 'P^P®(s) 

i several/ 
f drawing- 

burst, one over the ■! dining- -room, 
[bed- 

and one as usual over my dressing-room. 

r some 

Yes, we also are having] 

° enormous 

la hell of a lot of 
trouble in getting a plumber. We expect 
rthis year. 

1 ^©xt year. 

1 sometime. 

Inever. 

N. — Letter. 

To the Cornet Insurance Company. 
Dear Sir, — I wish to make a claim 
under my policy for damage done by 
a burst pipe. 

O. — Postcard. 

To the Comet Insurance Company, 
Dear Sir, — ^W hy should it be an Act 
of God? 

P. — ^Postcard. 

To the Comet Insurance Gompa?iy. 
Dear Sir, — O h, all right then. 

Q. — ^Note (Six copies). 
Awfully sorry we can’t come as you 
suggest. We have some burst pipes and 
the plumbers are in and so we don’t like 
to leave the house. 

E. — Note (Six copies). 

Yes, rather. Delighted to come. We 
have some burst pipes and the plumbers 
are in and so we are only too glad to 
get out of the house. 

S. — Letter. 

To Messrs, Solder and Wrench, 

Dear Sirs, — H erewith cheque in set- 
tlement of enclosed account. I should 
like to suggest once again that the work 
could have been both taken in hand and 
completed much more expeditiously. 

T. — ^Letter (one copy, just for 

THE FUN of it). 

To the Editor of The Daily Blurb. 
Dear Sir, — A ll through the summer 

I have been able to obtain a plumber 
for any trifling little job at a moment’s 
notice : yet the minute we have a heavy 
frost with its train of burst pipes — ^jobs 
that are really urgent— it apparently 
takes days to obtain a man capable of re- 
pairing them. Of course with a Labour 
Government what else can one expect ? 
But is not this surely a little too much ? 

I am a constant reader of your excellent 
paper and consider my day ill-spent 
when I do not read at least two cop es 
of The Daily Blurb. I hope you will 
consider my letter worthy of the high 
standard set by your Correspondence 
Column. A. A. 

A PROMISING TEN-YEAR-OLD. 

[To tHe League of Nations, which publicly 
celebrated its tenth birthday last week.] 

Product of sword and pen, 

Hope of war- wearied men, 

^tat already ten — 

Hail, League of Nations! 

Fortune attend your quest, 

One surely of the best ; 

Herewith my heart est 

Congratulations. 

Progress you ’ve made, though slow, 
Since you commenced to grow ; 

Foiled the potential foe ; 

Side-tracked the sinner ; 

Bade the plague backward roll; 
Soothed Europe’s troubled soul — 

Not so bad, on the whole, 

For a iDegtnner. 

What though detractors rude 

Deem you too frail and crude ? 

Since for ten years you Ve stood 
Steady upon ward 
’Gainst a new earthly hell, 

Not mine your faith to quell; 

Half a League I ” scoff they ? Well, 
‘‘Half a League, onward! ” A. K 

Remorseless Revellers. 

At the Port Chalmers Magistrate’s Court 
two seafaring men were charmed with being 
drunk and disorderly.” — New Zealand Baj^er, 
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G 7 ' oc 6 r , “ Hbee ’s a fine new kind o’ tea, Ma’am. We *ve teied it ouesels. It ’s magneefioent. It taks a 

FIEEM GEIP O’ THE THIEED WATTEE.” 


THE DAILY SEVENTEEN. 

To the Bditor of Pimchy 

SiE, — A rather serious word in your 
ear. 

Oa the morning of Monday, Nov- 
ember 11th, Armistice Day, I found in 
small type in The Times the usual 
Monday bag of motor-murders, euphe- 
mistically described as *‘Eoad Acci- 
dents.” 

Twelve citizens were murdered (not 
counting those mutilated or maimed) 
in or by motor-cars in or about London 
during the three preceding days. 

Perhaps, Sir, you will think some of 
the details worthy of larger type. 


Eight of the twelve w’-eee pedes- 

TEIANS. 

PoUE of these weee childeen 

UNDER TEN. 

Three of the twelve were pas- 
sengers. 

Two ONLY weee drivers. 

No ONE WAS ARRESTED OR EVEN 
CENSURED. 

The speed of the guilty motor-car is 
only given in one instance, and in that 
case (the common story, slippery sur- 
face — sudden emergency — brake — skid 
— crash) the Coroner said : — 

‘‘There was no question of criminal 
negligence on the part of the driver. 


He was GOING TOO FAST, but no motor- 
ist thought anything of thirty miles an 
hour these days.” 

The jury returned a verdict of “ Death 
by Misadventure.” 

At the other inquests the verdict 
was “Accidental Death.” 

In the same issue of The Times I 
read a very serious leading article on 
“Measles,” the tone of which contrasted 
strangely with an almost light-hearted 
leading article on road accidents whicli 
appeared a few days earlier. The 
article on “Measles ” concluded . — 

“Public money could not be de- 
voted to a better object, for this 
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diseaseis ihegrmtest of all the dangers I the child at play, etc. They suggest that bad one bottle and got drank— here is 
to child life m this country." there should be wider roads, more foot- the key of the cellar. Whatever speed- 

paths, more intelligent children, more limit is fixed for the public road should. 
I am sorry to have to say it, hut this agile and clever pedestrians. Certainly, be enforced as strictly as the drinking- 
statement is fantastically erroneous. But they never add that until loe have limit of the public-house. Indeed our 
The greatest of all the dangers to child these things the motorist must adapt roads have many drunkards on them 
life in this country is the motor-car and himself to the present imperfect condi- drunk with speed, impatience and power, 
nothing else. Ask any village mother tions. Por all the experts have the For the present genm-ation of Anvers 
which she fears most — measles or fixed idea that the one thing that really and walkers I should fix the limit wit - 
motors. Listen to them crying down matters is, not human life, but speed, out hesitation at thirty. ^ It does not 
the road as their children go off to The speed of motor-cars has increased, move me that anv- 
scbool, ^^Mind the motors, Maggie is increasing, and ought to be dimin- thing of thirty miles an hom^ fhese 
It is the ruling terror in their minds, ished. Mr. Meevyn O’Gobman tells us days.'^ They must be 
the first word on their lips. And, sup- complacently that “ safety in traffic can something of it. I would nave pasted 
posing they knew anything of statistics, only be reached by study of its multi- on every wind-screen 
theywould have statistics to back them, farious conditions.” Excellent! Keep 

for the measles mortality is negligible an expert watch on the doomed seven- Seventeen citizens are dtinu on 

beside the motor mortalitv. Our charity teen every day and see how they die. the roads to-day, 

and the doctors arer— ^ 1 Eighteen citizens 


bringing down the in- 
fantile death-rate by 
leaps and bounds, but the 
motor-cars are sending 
it up much quicker than 
that. You may say 
Nonsense!” I answer 
sadly, ‘‘It is a fact.” 

And I do not ven- 
ture to blame The Times 
either for its optimism 
or its error, for we are 
all in the same boat, 
the boat of compla- 
cency and resignation ; 
and only you, Sir, per- 
haps can get us out of 
it. If as many people 
were dying by measles 
or machine-guns or 
railway accidents as 
are dying by motor- 
cars — what is it? — six 
thousand a year, or 
seventeen a day in 
England and Wales — 
there would be a 
national panic ; we 
should stop going to the 








Visitor {relating adventures) . “My dear, the whole house was ablaze, 
AND WE to GET OUT AS BEST WE COULD AT THREE O’CLOCK IN THE 

MORNING.” 

Friend. “ My dear, how too appallingly early ! ” 


Eighteen citizens 
WILL die to-mor- 
row. 

By Sunday it may 

BE twenty 

Is it worth it ? 

I The deaths have 
doubled in four years, 
and the rate of advance 
is rising. N o lecturing 
of the pedestrian can 
really check it, though 
that may help ; none of 
the “ expert ” pro- 
posals can really check 
it, though there may ba 
something in some of 
them. Others of them 
will help it upwards. 
The suggestion, for ex- 
ample, that the monster 
motor-coach on the ! 
narrow country road 
should have a legal limit 
of thirty-five m.p.h. is 
sheer invitation to mur- 
der. No expert is any 
good unless he is pre- 
. pared to say, “ By this 


theatres. But somehow we have got And meanwhile, says the expert, ox thdJi I will bring the death-rate 

it into our heads that highway massacre the speed limit altogether ! tumbling down, and bring it down at 

is natural and inevitable. I venture I advance the perhaps daring thesis once— narrow roads,^ jay-walkers, slip- 
the wild suggestion that it is not. that motor accidents are caused in the pery surfaces or no.” 

was going too fast, but. . . .” main by motor-cars, and by motor-cars I, Sir, am modestly prepared to say 


That sort of sentence must somehow going too fast to avoid an accident — that. It can only be done by stabbing 
be torn out of our minds, coroners, too fast to brake without skidding, too the imagination of every driver on the 
juries and all. If Iran at my full speed fast to stop in time, too fast to avoid road; and that can only be done by 
along a crowded pavement and knocked the jay-walker (if any). Seventeen measures drastic, dictatorial and mad. 
down aud killed an old woman or child citizens died to-day on the high roads. I would proclaim a Eeign of Terror on 
there would be no “huts” — slippery Eighteen citizens will die to-morrow, the roads — a six-weeks’ campaign for 
“ surface,” child playing with hoop, Four-hundred-and-fifty will be injured, the saving of life. During that six 
slip, stumble, error of judgment, bad Very iew of them would be saved by weeks whenever two cars crashed I 
lighting or anything else. It would better “ surfaces ” or more foot-paths ; would send the surviving driver or 
not be “ Accidental Death,” ifc would be a few might be saved by driving tests drivers to jail, innocent or guilty. 
“Manslaughter,” and rightly. for drivers ; none would be saved by Whenever a pedestrian was injured he 

Excellent gentlemen like Mr. Mer- removing the speed limit; many might would go to prison for three months, 
j VYN O’Gorman write expert, charming be saved by enforcing it, I hope, Sir, but the driver would get six. Very few 


and learned letters to Ihe Times enu- that you will resist the total abolition of pedestrians would die an “Accidental 
merating the various “ huts ” — ^the bad the speed-limit tooth and claw. We do Death ” by motor-car ; in most cases 
1 surface, the bumpy road, the jay-walker, not say to the drunkard, “You have it would be either manslaughter or 



murder. For “ if a man do a. thing 
deliberately which is calculated to en- 
danger the life of another, and it causes 
his death, he will be guilty of h omicide 
and that is the law. In a county which 
had more than a certain percentage of 
accidents all motor-traffic would for six 
weeks be prohibited. To travel over 
thirty miles an hour in any circum- 
stances would be ‘‘dangerous driving” 
— as it generally 4s — and punishable 
with imprisonment. To enforce these 
measures I would employ the British 
Army and give them useful occupation. 
During this mad six weeks there would 
be many hard cases, but the death-rate 
would come down. And I do not think 
we should find that the national life 
suffered in any way whatever. Not 
even the traffic would be dislocated. 
The reckless week-ender might have 
less time at Brighton, hut the death-rate 
luould come doion. At the end of it we 
might hope to have implanted a new 
psychology of the roads ; the motorist 
would have ceased to “think nothing 
of thirty m.p.h. ” ; and on that basis 
we could return to normal laws and 
some of the experts’ pretty ideas. But 


at the first sign of a relapse — the mo- 
ment the death-rate rose— my Minister 
of Transport would have power to de- 
clare martial law on the roads again. 
The expert may smile at this and the 
motorist may spit, but the death-rate 
tvould come down. And so long as they 
have nothing better to suggest than 
the abolition of the speed-limit I shall 
continue to shout at them — 

“ Seventeen citizens were killed 

TO-DAY. 

Eighteen citizens will be killed 

TO-MOBROW — 

Is IT WORTH IT ? ” 

I know that we are all motorists 
now, and that is why we are so difficult 
to rouse from our complacent calm. In 
any other context those figures would 
make us hysterical; and perhaps we 
ought to be hysterical. 

It is evening. Most of the seven- 
teen will be dead by now. Two women 
have been burned to death in a ditch ; 
another was thrown through a wind- 
screen and cut to pieces ; an old man 
was killed as he was leaving a tram ; 
a young girl was flung through a shop- 


window ; two children were crushed 
by a lorry at the door of their home ; a 
motor-cyclist has been beheaded ; three 
“jay-walkers ” were killed on the pave- 
ment. “ Accidental deaths ! ” 

Worse things have happened on 
the British roads to-day than hap- 
pened many a day in the whole British 
front line. More deaths too. And the 
expert says, “More speed.” And Mr. 
O’Gorman says, “Abolish the speed- 
limit.” I tell you. Sir, if a Parliament 
oi motorists abolishes the speed-limit 
I will lead the patient, scuttling, terri- 
fied host of “jay-walkers” down to 
Whitehall, and we will stop the traffic 
until Parliament puts it on again. 

Ten o’clock. The seventeenth citizen 
is dead. Doubtless a “ jay-walker bent 
on self-destruction.” A. P. H. 


How to Make our Ghildreu Tough. 

‘'Grease new twins thoroughly and bake I 
them slowly in an oven for an hour or so.^’ 
Cooking Notes in Amencan Na^er, 

No Robot Need Apply. 

“ E-eq^uired for a Lady. Nurse ; full hospital 
training, yet human.” — Daily Pai^er, 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

The Eevolution. 

Once there was a King who didn’t 
behave at all well in his kingdom, 
because it was quite small and his sub- 
jects workod hard but they didn’t earn 
very much, and he would go on spend- 
ing a lot of money and putting on taxes 
until at last they got quite sick of it. 

Well the King wasn’t satisfied with 
his palace, which was a very nice one 
that Americans often took photographs 
of, but it was old-fashioned and not 
nearly so grand as one he had been 
invited to stay in belonging to another 
King who was a friend of his. 

And when he got back home he 
said to the Queen I shall build 
myself a new palace, really I 
should be quite ashamed of 
asking anybody to come and 
stay at this one. Why there is 
only one bathroom, and we had 
to give up quite a good dun- 
geon for that. 

And the Queen said well I 
don’t know where the money 
is to come from, there is a lot 
owing to the tradespeople, and 
the subjects don’t cheer us 
nearly so much as they used to 
when we come out on to the 
balcony. I sometimes think 
they are getting rather tired 
of us. 

And the King said well I am 
getting rather tired of them, 
and I shall tell them so if they 
are not more careful. This 
palace may be bad for bath- 
rooms but it is quite good for 
dungeons, and I shall remind 
them of that when I put on 
the new taxes. 

And the Queen said well I 
don’t think it will answer*, but 
I shouldn’t mind moving into 
a smaller palace with fewer 
rats in it, so you can try it and we will 
see what happens. 

Well what happened was that when 
the King told his counsellors to put 
taxes on bicycles and silk stockings so 
as to get enough money for him to build 
himself a new palace they said the sub- 
jects would never stand it. And the 
King said 'well then they ’d better sit, 
and all the counsellors laughed be- 
cause they didn’t want to offend him 
especially when he mentioned the dun- 
geons. 

But they had a meeting about it 
among themselves in a coal cellar, so 
that the King wouldn’t- know about it, 
and one of them who was called Jacob 
said well it can’t go on like this any 
longer, I think the only thing to do is. 
to have a revolution. And they thought 


that wasn’t a bad idea, but they said 
what are we to do after that ? 

And Jacob said oh we must have a 
republic, it is quite in the fashion now, 
and much less expensive, because a 
President doesn’t cost nearly so much 
as a King, he doesn’t have to have so 
many uniforms. And he said I don’t 
mind being president myself if nobody 
else wants to. I would do it cheap, 
and I shouldn’t want to live in the 
palace because I have got quite a 
nice house of my own, I have just 
finished paying off the instalments 
on it. 

And they said well what are you 



^‘And the Kino said oh yes 1 have had all the 

LOCKS OILED.” 


going to do about the King ? And he 
said oh leave that to me. 

So they left it to him, and he put on 
his dress-suit and went to call on the 
King. And the King said well I sup- 
pose you have come to see reason now, 
I have thought of another tax because 
I don’t think those two would bring in 
quite enough money, I shall put a tax 
on arm-chairs. 

And Jacob said well I don’t think 
that ’s a bad idea, but I ’m sure the 
subjects won’t stand it, and if you take 
away their arm-chairs they won’t be 
able to sib it either. And the King 
thought this was rather a good joke 
because it was like the one he had made 
himself, and he laughed and said would 
you like to see my dungeons ? 

And Jacob said yes I should. I 


haven’t seen them for some time and I 
don’t remember what they are like. 

And the King said oh I will soon 
show you what they are like, and they 
went down to the dungeons and the 
Queen went with them. And when 
they got to the deepest dungeon of all 
the King said I thought of keeping this 
one for the counsellors if they don’t 
do what I want, do you think you 
could make yourself fairly comfortable 
in it? 

And Jacob said well I would rather 
have more light and fewer rats, is there 
a good lock on the door ? 

And the King said oh yes I have had 
all the locks oiled. You can 
try it yourself if you like. 

So Jacob took the key and 
locked the King and the Queen 
in the dungeon, and it was no 
use their banging on the door 
because it was so far under- 
ground that nobody would 
hear them, and he went back 
to the other counsellors and 
said I have got them safely 
locked up and we can get on 
with the revolution now. 

So all the counsellors went 
out on to the balcony of the 
n jiti palace and Jacob made quite 
^ if 1 1, 1 . speech and told the sub- 

. f ijnjvi jects that they were going to 
have a republic now, and every- 
body would be made better off 
because of having fewer taxes, 
and they cheered him and went 
home to their dinners. 

Well all the counsellors 
looked at one another and one 
of them said well it seems 
almost too easy, what are we 
going to do about the King and 
Queen? and Jacob said oh 
leave that to me, and he went 
down to the duDgeon,*but he 
thought he had better take 
two soldiers with him in case 
the King turned nasfy, and as they went 
down the stairs he said I don’t want 
to have any shooting because of the 
League of Nations, but if they give any 
trouble I shall keep them in the dun- 
geon and you two will have to guard 
t^hem and take them their meals. I 
suppose I can trust you. 

And they said he could if he gave 
them their pay, which they hadn’t had 
for some time. So that was all right, 
and Jacob talked to the King through 
the keyhole before he unlocked the 
door, and he said we have just had a revo- 
lution and this is a republic and I am 
president of it, so you are my subject, 
are you going to behave or not? 

And the King was furious and said 
he should have Jacob’s head cut off 
when he* got out of the dungeon, but 
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Jacob said vrell you won’t get out until 
you promise to behave, so presently the 
King said he supposed he should have 
to, and he asked Jacob what he was 
going to do with him and the Queen, 

And Jacob said well I thought of 
sending you to America. They will 
make quite a fuss of you there, and I 
should think you could both get a job 
in the talkies if you want to. Of course 
you can’t go on living here because it 
would only be making trouble, 1 shall 
have quite enough to do ruling the 
country without that, you know what 
it is yourself. 

Well the King couldn’t do anything 
because none of the soldiers were on 
his side as he hadn’t given them their 
pay for such a long time, but be didn’t 
want to go to America so Jacob allowed 
him enough to live on in a suburb, and 
he turned over a new leaf and got elected 
to the Town Council where he was very 
ixseful in keeping the rates down. 

And Jacob made quite a good presi- 
dent of the republic until they got tired 
of him, because they said it was so dull 
having a president instead of a King, 
and Mrs. Jacob didn’t know what to say 
I to people when they had a garden-party. 


So they elected another president xvho 
had made a lot of money when there 
was a boom on the Stock Excliange, and 
he did up the palace and went and lived 
in it and gave very nice dinner-parties, 
and he had plenty of fireworks to amuse 
the subjects. And they were all pleased 
with him and said it w^as almost as 
good as having a King except for uni- 
forms. And Jacob didn’t mind much, 
because he hadn’t been making any 
money out of being President. But he 
said it would only be fair if they put up 
a statue to him and put on it that he 
was the saviour of his country. 

So they did that, and they got on 
quite well as a republic, and often used 
to talk about the glorious revolution 
and how clever they were to have had 
it without bloodshed. A. M. 


OUTSIZE. 

A Lady in the current news 
Says that she takes size 1 in shoes. 

This, though a natural source of pride, 
Betrays an inconvenient side, 

Merely because size 1 is not, 

For all her efforts, to be got. 


And every shop to which she goes 
Greets her with libald Ha’s and Ho’s, 

Informing her that 8’s and 9’s 

Are the more favoured Georgian lines, 

While trivial I’s are never made 
(Not being asked for) by the trade. 

And, as the world would think it odd 
Were she to go about unshod. 

She asks the world to show its wit 
And tell her how to get a fit. 

It would appear a happy stroke 
To get those articles bespoke, 

But the solution comes so pat 
That probably she thought of that. 

It seems, then, as she cannot meet 
With shoes adapted for her feet, 

She must — indeed, she cannot choose — 
Adapt her feet to fit her shoes. 

Tennis will do the trick, and golf 
Will work a lot of smallness off. • 

By these, and walking with the guns, 
Her shoes, instead of being I’s, 

Seen only by a powerful lens, 

With diligence, may turn to lO’s 

In men’s. Dum-Dum. 






Eotm-Agent {to young cou:ple wanting squall fiat). ** Only youeselves, I suppose? No other childeen?’* 


OUT OF THE DARK, 


King Alfred had not bound the 
Danes 

To keep the Wedmore frith ; 
Nothing was going on at Staines, 
Henley or Hammersmith. 

Lone on the skyline there he stood ; 

The future breathed no word ; 

The west was grey, the U.S.A. 

Had not been disinterred. 


November streamed into the room, 

The earth, the sky was dead ; 

There seemed no comfort in my gloom 
Till suddenly I read : 

“The antlers of a fossil roe 
Have recently been found, 

That forty thousand years ago 
Once walked on English ground.” 

“Now Heaven be praised,” I cried aloud, 
“ Eor this our daily Press, 

That when the heart with grief is bowed 
Thus cheers our loneliness ! ” 


Selfeidge w^as not ; the Norman 
spears 

Had sprung not from the bay ; 
Darkling amidst the woof of years 
Lyons and Woolwobths lay. 

No Niobe in marble wept 
Nor Melchett dreamed in stone ; 
OiESAR and Mussolini slept 
Unheard of and unknown. 


Unpiled the cromlechs of Stone- 
henge, 

Unfired the axe by forge, 

And no good Liberal vowed revenge 
On Mr. D. Lloyd George. 


And all day long a fount of song 
Welled up within my breast 
In thinking of that ancient stag 
Gone long ago to rest. 

Near Eeading-town he laid him down, 
He quaffed the Berkshire air, 
Though Heading had no station then 
I And Didcot was not there. 


The Armada had not sailed the seas 
Nor Domesday book been penned, 
There was no Court of Common Pleas, 
Nor trust stock dividend. 


By flight of light and link of wire 
The world was still unhalved ; 
Skirts were, if anything, much higher 
When this wild thing was calved. 

Undreamt within the womb of Time 
Were patent foods and pills ; 

Lord Birkenhead had not been bred, 
Nor Passfield strode the hills. 


Far off beyond the feverish woes 
That make our modern lives 
This fine old hart performed his part 
1 And married numerous wives. 


He walked upon the untrampled downs, 
He fed on bits of fern ; 

If prowling men disturbed his den 
He prodded them in the stern. 

He chased his nimble hinds for sport, 
He barked, he belled — I fear 
Zoology is not my forte ; 

I am not sound on deer. 


Nay, had my Muse ten thousand wings 
All worked by gasoline, 

She might not say the uncounted 
things 

This old brute had not seen. 


The more I muse upon his fate 
The more it seems to me 
That fine old buck had all the luck : 
I wish I had been he ! 


Before the Eoman legions came, 
Before Queen Anne, before 
The public-house was built at Thame 
j His branchy tines he bore. 


Only by natural ills perplexed And most for this, that, being born 

He chafed his velvet horns; There in the nick of time, 

No Beaverbrooe campaign had vexed And re-exhumed, he stands illumed 
The non-imperial morns. By this immortal rhyme. Evoe. 






AN AUTUMN NIGHT’S NIGHTMAEE. 


Scene I. 

Pyeamus of TJ.S.A. [on s'pemlation bent ) — 

“THOU WALL, 0 WALL, O SWEET AND 
LOVELY WALL, 

SHOW MB THY CHINK 1 ” 


Scene II. 

) — The Same [after failure of speculation ) — 

VEET AND » 0 WICKED WALL, THROUGH WHOM I 

SEE NO BLISS, 

CURSED BE THY STONES EOR THUS 
DECEIVING ME.” 

[A Midsummer Night’s Dream, V. 1.) 
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cQQiTMr^r nAni iar/htmt interjected observation that pre-Act thought of taxation without aeration 
LIMOq Ur- PARLIAMENT, policemen’s widows are within the made the knightly blood of Malta boil. 
Monday j November 11th . — The Office scope of the Bill. Lady Astoe switched Lord Thomson declared himself to be 
of Works is the Government’s Universal bravely over to the case of a sailor’s profoundly in s}’mpathy with Lord 
Provider, which supplies the State with widow, only to be assured by that Strickland’s ambition to make Malta 
anything from an office chair (made in hateful Susan Lawrence that sailors’ the air Clapham Junction of the Medi- 
Austria) to a pair of pelicans. It is only widows, being likewise in the Bill, terranean, but intimated that Clapham 
right therefore that it should have its need no longer care. “Am I to under- Junctions are not built in a day. 
William Whitelby (borrowed from the stand that M widows are in this Bill ? ” The Commons, foreseeing the grim 
Treasury) to provide the House of Com- asked the noble lady in desperation. struggle awaiting it on further instal- 
mons with information. He provided “ Bead the Bill,” ordered Miss Law- ments in Committee of the Widows’ 
Mr. Broad, who fortunately is not as rencb severely. “It’s not so easy Pensions Bill, decided to get all the 
broad as his Question, with the informa- as all that,” chipped in Mr. E. Brown, entertainment it could out of Question- 
tion that contractors are not required gallantlycoming to the rescue of beauty time. Most of the entertainment was 
to grant holidays to the workmen em- in distress ; and Lady Astor echoed got out of the Lord Privy Seal, whose 
ployed by them on the Department’s that it was not easy at all. What orotund repartees always tickle the 
work. about Mrs. Beat, the policeman’s risibles of his tormentors, especially 

Have you seen those natty little new widow, Mrs. Salt the merchant marine when, as to-day, it is the Socialist 


one-piece ear-and - mouth telephones I 

that Messrs. Lees Smith and Viant, of 
St. Martin’s-le-Grand, are showing? 

At present the demand exceeds the sup- 
ply, but at the end of the year it will 
be possible to supply all old customers. 

Of course they are a bit dearer than the 
old two-piece hammer-and-tongs tele- 
phone, but one has to pay to be fashion- 
able. 

Why will Members put down some 
of their most interesting Questions for 
written answers ? Had Colonel Wedg- 
wood introduced the subject of his 
friend Hamdi Beg Baban in the House, 
some Supplementary seeker after truth 
would certainly have ascertained for us 
who Hamdi (may his tribe increase!) is 
and what (may jackals howl on the 
graves of his enemies 1) the Government 
did to his property in Bagdad that he 
has had to claim compensation. As the 
Government has already paid him one- 
hundred-and-eighty-seven pounds ten “SIMPLICITY.” 

shillings and has offered to give him {Aft&r the painting by Sir JosauA Beynolds.) 



when, as to-day, it is the Socialist 
Ginger Group that plies the goad. 
Indeed the only person to get anything 
except entertainment out of Mr. Thomas 
was Mr. Hoee-Belisha ; but then there 
is something irresistible about Mr. 
Hore-Belisha. He wants up-to-date 
communication between Plymouth and 
Cornwall — ^nobody knows exactly why 
— and Mr. Thomas as good as promised 
he should have it. I am not surprised. 
There is an Olympian quality to Mr. 
Hore-Belisha that makes you feel 
that what he asks for is probably a 
sound thing and that anyway he will 
get it. 

Curiously enough Mr. Thurtle, 
whose manner is also impressive but 
whose matter is of a very different 
calibre from that of Mr.HoRE-BELiSHA’s, 
seldom seems to get what he wants. 
To-day, for example, he wanted the 
Secretary oe State for War to emu- 
late the Air Eorce and discontinue the 
practice of wearing side-arms in church. ! 
In Mr. Thurtle’s view there is little to 
choose between Kipling’s “ ’eathen in 
’is blindness” who “ keeps ’is side-arms 
awful and leaves’ em all about” and the 


twenty-five pounds and a free passage “I am a simple woman.” choose between aiplings^^ eatnen in 

to Iraq (where the arbitration is to take t.at^ v astor blindness who keeps is side-arms 

place), and another fifty pounds when ' awful and eaves em all about and the 

he gets to Bagdad, it really looks as if widow, Mrs. Pipeclay and Mrs. Bow- onward Christian soldier who wears 
Hamdi’s middle name is Beg from choice line, and Mrs. Quill and Mrs. Birch, them to church, 
and not from necessity. and all the other widows? “I am a There were so many questions to 

The Widows’ and Orphans’ and Old simple woman,” she added somewhat the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
Age Contributory Pensions Bill may irrelevantly. “ Only a wandering ^^out the new Conversion Loan at 
not be so simple as Miss Susan Law- woman,” the Chairman intimated, Mr. Snowden decided to answer t^ em 


Mr. Snowden decided to answer them 


XIUU UD DU D1JLU|J1U 0)0 XTJLXOO OJa. VV - VY , II • iT J f O 4.' 4-* 

HENCE would have U 3 believe, but Lady pointing out that the Amendment ali aii the end of Question-time m a 
c,-,..aiTT v,o™ irr.rttxrr, tViot nn/loT- i^iaAnflsinn was still concerned written statement. A-nd tnis ne aid. 


Astoe shouid surely have known that, under discussion was still concerned written statement. And this he did, 
in Committee on an Amendment to con- solely with » necessitous ” widows. To but not until Mr. Chubchill had 
fine the measure to necessitous widows, these the House declined to confine its expended some needless vehemence m 
for her to divagate in the direction of all bounties and passed on. denouncing the Ohancelioe for not 

sortsofotherwidow3,youngwidowsand Tuesday, November 12th. — Lord ^ 

widows with children, crippled widows STEiCKiiANn’s beneficent rule has not grave matters o po icy. 1" 

and policemen’s widows and widows in up to the moment brought Malta, the had b^n down to t le ^ o-nnoo 
by-streets, would bring the Chairman jewel of the Mediterranean, all that its prick bheriffs, an 
aLut her ears. heart desires, so yesterday he looked ji^t in time to prick his predecessor m 

She might equally have known, one into the House of Lords to see if he ^ce with the remark that ^he Ei ht 
feels sure, what sort of widows are in- could not get a Httle something to take Hon. Gentleman must ftmk that 
eluded in the BiU. As it was, her pero- back with him. . he, Mr. Snowden, was afraid to face 

ratory remark to the effect that a pre- What Malta wants is more aero- eofio 

Act policeman’s wido^v’s life is not a dromes and seaplane stations— lots of His 

happy one was deprived of most of its them— and Lord Strickland even went factoiy to those who heaid it hiom 
fire and effect by Mr. Greenwood’s so far as to hint darkly that the bare 1 the fragmentary sentences that actually 
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floated up to the Press Gallery it was 
gathered that Mr. Snowden hotly 
denies the suggestion that he has been 
feeding the Golden Calf on Fatted-Calf 
rations. 

Before the commencement of Pub- 
lic Business the Prime Minister, 
answering Mr. Baldwin, expressed the 
modest hope that by Thursday’s ad- 
journment the House would have 
polished off the first fifteen clauses of 
the Widows’ Pensions Bill Derisive 
howls greeted the suggestion, howls 
later to be translated into a tooth-and- 
nail fight by Mr. Graham and Miss 
Lawrence for their clauses. At mid- 
night they were still fighting bitterly 
for Clause 1, and the fray looked like 
going on indefinitely. 

The one bright remark came from 
Mr. Horb- Belisha, who said he sup- 
posed that fifty-five was fixed as the 
pensionable age because Ministers were 
usually about that age and realised that j 
it was the age of incapacity. i 

Wedimday, Novmiher 18th. — Lord 
Danbsfort drew attention to the action 
of the Irish Free State in legislating 
British subjects out of their constitu- 
tional right of appeal to the Piivy 
Council. Lord Passeield urged that 
little nations in their commonwealths 
should agree, but, if they cannot, at least 
their Parliaments should refrain from 
criticising one another. 

M.P.’s on the whole looked none the 
worse for having only desisted at 8 a.m. 
from the previous day’s labours, lady 
Members in particular giving evidence, 
if that is any longer needed, that nowa- 
days the female of the species is quite as 
hardy as the male. 

Nobody was surprised when Mr. 
Alexander explained to Sir A. Sinclair 
that work on the Singapore base was 
being slowed down and hinted that 
under certain conditions it might cease. 
No doubt it consoled thrifty Labour 
Members to be reminded that the money 
already spent was contributed by the 
Dominions and Singapore itself, the 
decision to cease work having been 
reached just in time to save the British 
taxpayer his admittedly handsome con- 
tribution to the enterprise. 

“ I cannot tell a lie ; I did it with my 
little fountain-axe,” confessed George 
Washington Ammon when Mr. Hore- 
Belisha reluctantly pointed out that 
an answer to himself by the Parlia- 
mentary Secretary to the Admiralty 
had been altered in the Official Report. 
Mr. Ammon admitted to changing what 
he said to what he ought to have said, 
and the Speaker showed no inclination 
to define the extent to which Members 
are entitled to revise their speeches and 
answers. 

j United in the face of Socialism, Tories 


do not present the same undented front 
where Palestinian affairs are concerned. 
Colonel Howard Bury insisted that the 
shrine of the Prophet’s Companion at 
Haram-al- Sharif had been looted. Mr. 



A KNIGHT OP MALTA IN SUPPLI- 
CATION. 

[The Prime Minister of Malta prays that 
Malta may be made the Clapham Junction of 
the Mediterranean Air Service. Estimated 
cost £25,000,000.] 

Lord Strickland. 

Ormsby-Gore said the report was en- 
tirely erroneous, according to his inform- 
ation, Earl WiNTEETON suggested that 
before answering specific charges of that 
character the Under- Secretary for 



A CHAMPION OP THE TEREWTH. 

“I CANNOT TELL A LIE.” 

Mr. Ammon. 


THE Colonies should await the report 
of the Committee of Investigation. So 
the matter of the Prophet’s Com- 
panion’s tomb, like the coflSin of the 
Prophet himself, remains in suspense. 

Public business found the House dis- 
cussing the raising of the school age, 
which Sir Donald Maclean urged 
should be proceeded with without 
delay so that our young can compete 
on even educational terms with Norway, 
Switzerland, New Zealand, Canada and 
South Africa. 

Sir 0. Trevelyan, after handsomely 
complimenting his predecessor in office, 
promised a short Bill before Christmas. 
He was not going to hold up the raising 
of the school age, he said, because in 
some parts of the country organisa- 
tion had not been going on as quickly 
as it should. 

Thursday, November 14th. — Lord 
Midleton, formerly St.John Brodrick, 
and famous in his day at the War 
Office as the inventor of what Walter 
Emanuel called a “new head-jeer for 
the Army,” called attention to the fact 
that the smaller the little British Army 
becomes the mere bloated grow its 
military and civil staffs, and urged 
that the time had been reached for 
the former to cease growing beautifully 
less and for the latter to stop wax- 
ing expensively more. Lord Allenby 
echoed the first half of these sentiments 
but omitted, doubtless at the dictates 
of esprit de corps, to applaud the second. 
Lord De La Warr for the Government 
replied disarmingly that the Govern- 
ment wanted time to consider the whole 
position. Meantime Lord Midleton 
had not taken into account mechanized 
warfare. 

“Bears!” cried Captain Hudson, 
meaniog the L.C.C , which, he said, has 
been treading on some or all of the 
London squares with an eye to build- 
ing-sites. Mr. Greenwood said legis- 
lation would be introduced. 

Answering Mr. Gibson, Mr. Snowden 
observed rather bleakly that “uncer- 
tainty was incidental to a Tariff policy ” 
— a characteristic suggestion that Gov- 
ernments may come and Governments 
may go but Free Trade goes on for ever. 

Other things go on for ever too. It 
looked at one time as if they would in- 
clude Clause 1 of the Widows’ Pension 
Bill, but it was passed this night with 
only on© minor amendment. When it 
comes to low motion the “ mills of God ” 
have nothing on the wind-mills of West- 
minster. 


“ Mr. Gittens recommeiided his men 
hearers to set their faces against lipstick and 
powder.”— Evening Paper. 

Mr. Gittens’ audience claim that this 
procedure had already occurred to them. 



November 20, 1929.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. , 579 


AT THE PICTURES, 

Eric von Stroheim. 

In so far as the actual drama is con- 
cerned, “ The Great Gabbo ” is one of 
the best talking-films we have had. 
And how much better it would be if, in 
the need or presumed need to occupy an 



THE PBEDOMINANT PARTNER. 

Now AND THEN “OrrO,” THE DOLL, SEEMS 
TO BE WORKING GaBBO, THE VENTRILOQUIST 

(Me. Eric von Stroheim). 

hour-ancl-a-half, it had not been padded 
out and extended by every kind of 
extraneous vocal, musical and terpsi- 
chorean device. These active capering 
choruses, male and female, these vapid 
production numbers” from which no 
cinema audience can now escape, are 
b^ecoming an infliction ; but never have 
they been so grossly out of place as in 
‘‘ The Great Gabbo,'' where they inter- 
rupt or dilute some very remarkable 
acting and a story so notable for its 
consistency and novelty that it should 
have received every kind of considera- 
tion. Since Gabbo is a ventriloquist, 
and most of the incidents occur on the 
stage or behind the scenes, a certain 
amount of footlight atmosphere is 
proper; but not these full-company 
parades and processions and intermin- 
able leg-liftings. There is one saccha- 
rine song, I ’m in Love with You,” 
which, coming just when poor Gabbo' s 
fortunes are more than ever in our I 
minds and we are impatient for the 
next move on Marie's part, gives the 
impression of lasting for hours. This 
strikes me as a very serious defect on 
the part of Mr. James Cruze, to whom 
(among the usual army of odd-named co- 
adjutors) is given the credit for directing 
the film. Mr. Hugh Herbert, described 
as responsible for ‘‘continuity and dia- 


logue,” must have his thoughts on the 
matter too. Continuity indeed 1 

But these remarks of mine must not 
be allowed to deter anyone from seeing 
^^The Great Gabbo," for, owing in part 
to the curious quality ot the story 
itself, adapted from something written 
by Mr. Ben Hecht, and in more con- 
siderable part to the film genius of Mr. 
Eric von Stroheim, who plays Gabbo, 
it is both moving and memorable. It 
also contains — which in itself is com- 
mendation enough — something new. 
Never before have I, at any rate, met 
with the idea of a ventriloquist’s dummy 
uttering thoughts of his own. They 
are not really his own, of course, for his 
master is there and mechanically active, 
but they are sufficiently in contrast 
with his master’s superficial mood for 
the suggestion of independence to be 
conveyed. Strictly they represent his 
master’s more profound feelings or 
doubts, and as such form a real contri- 
bution to the revelation of character ; 
clumsy perhaps and even grotesque, 
but new and effective. I have not read 
Mr. Hecht’s story, but obviously here 
is a case where the screen can add 
enormously to the vivifying of the 
printed word. No amount of literary 
skill could make the reader hear the 
ventriloquist at work; the talkie alone 
could do it. 

By degrees of course the least life- 
like dummies of the least capable ven- 



better HALF, MABIE (MISSBeTTY ! 
Gompson), mares a fuss of his other half. 

triloquists begin to force their person- 
ality upon us, until we come to believe 
them real. Everyone must have noticed 
that ; while, when these dummies are 
in the hands of such masters as Coram 
and Mr. Arthur Prince, there is no 


question at all : not only are they real 
but they are the wittiest people in the 
house. Gabbo' s dummy, ^^Otto" has 
not the instantaneous “ come-back ” 
and amusing effrontery of those two 
famous dolls, and his three songs are 
deplorable ; but he has instead a wist- 
fulness, an irony and an understand- 



Marie, “And remember, you only get 

OUT OF LIFE WHAT YOU PUT INTO IT.” 

Gabbo {sUppiiig into the skin of his imper- 
sonato7'). “Well, I hope it’s like film- 
making. I ’VE PUT A LOT OP OTHER PEOPLE’S 
MONEY INTO THAT.” 

ing of the human heart which even on 
the screen make him real too. 

Incidentally “ The Great Gabbo ” 
j marks an advance in being the first talk- 
ing film — at any rate that I have seen — 
to employ the screen’s best ally, and 
almost earliest ally, so soon to be given 
the cold-shoulder : magic. For not Mr, 
Eric von Stroheim, with all bis gifts — 
nor indeed Mr. Arthur Prince or Coram 
— could make a dummy do what “ Otto ” 
does. It is for this reason that “T/ie 
Great Gabbo" is so peculiarly and essen- 
tially stuff of the talkie. On the stage it 
could not be made convincing. 

The story is almost too sad. For 
Gabbo is mad — insane with egoism — 
and what we see is the bitter process 
by which he passes from his self-con- 
scious greatness to failure, first spurning 
the only true fidelity he ever attracted, 
then desiring in again but too late. The 
beauty and force of the film reside in 
the superb performance which Mr. von 
Stroheim gives. He never relaxes. 
Equally persuasive when arrogant and 
when relenting, he is almost unbearably 
pathetic when broken at the end. His 
progress down the passage of the 
theatre, with his inseparable Otto" 
limply hang.ng from his hand, and his 
dragging footfalls the only sound, is not 
soon to be forgotten. In this film Eric 
VON Stroheim comes very near to the 
i great Emil Jannings. E. Y. L. 



MISLEADING CASES. 

XXIV. — What is Fox-Hunting? 

Bex V. Leather, 

Mr. Justice Mush gave judgment 
to-day in the Harkaway Hunt case. 
His Lordship said: “These proceedings 
have been instituted by the Crown 
against the Master of the Harkaway 
Fox Hounds for non - payment of 
Entertainment Duty. This tax is a 
singular product of modern times. 
Our fathers regarded the entertainment 
of the citizen as a lawful and desirable 
business, and the Eoman Emperors 
went so far as to provide free enter- 
tainment for the people, ranking this 
in importance next to the provision of 
bread. But the King of our realm, by the 
advice of his Ministers, has seen fit not 
only to withhold all assistance from 
the purveyors of public entertain- 
ment, but to levy a heavy duty upon 
them— a duty so heavy as to partake 
almost of the nature of a fine. It is 
only exceeded in severity by the duties 
on the sale cf spirituous liquors, and 
it may therefore be argued that in the 
mind of the Crown the two things are 
coupled together as harmful practices 
deserving of discouragement. 

“The tax is not a tax upon profits but 
upon gross receipts ; and it has been 
proved in evidence before me that a 
1 theatre which is not attracting the public 


for the reason that it is presenting one of 
the plays of the national poet, Shake- 
speare, and is therefore making a weekly 
loss, will still be required to render a 
weekly payment to the Exchequer repre- 
senting alDout one-sixth of its takings. 
That is to say, the management may 
receive one hundred pounds from the 
public, pay seventeen pounds to the 
Crown and retain nothing for them- 
selves. It may be said that anyone 
who presents a play by the national 
poet has only himself to blame'; but 
it is certain that no other profession 
would cheerfully endure a tax of this 
character and severity. 

“It is within the knowledge of the 
Court that the bookmakers of our land 
were recently required to pay a duty of 
only two per cent on their receipts ; but 
so violent was the objection of these 
valuable citizens to a tax which had no 
relation to their profits that it was re- 
moved. The Entertainment Tax ranges 
from sixteen to nearly twenty per cent, 
varying with the prices charged for the 
entertainment. The impost is a strange 
one in an age which announces as its 
chief objective a general increase of re- 
creation, and, in so far as entertainment 
is founded upon literature and the arts, 
the tax may be said to be a tax upon 
education and the mind, 

“ These considerations have a rele- 
vance, which may not immediately 


appear, to the question which the Court 
is called upon to answer : Is fox-himU 
wg an entertainment ? 

“ The defendant. Lord Leather, is 
Master of the Harkaway Foxhounds, 
and he has in the box given us a clear 
and straightforward account of his pro- 
ceedings, which I am prepared to accept 
as the truth. As I understand him, the 
country district in which he resides is 
subject to the ravages of a cruel and 
voracious quadruped of the genus Vulpes 
alopex, commonly known as ‘fox.’ This 
creature is of a carnivorous habit and 
preys upon the poultry of the peasants 
and farmers, causing much distress of 
mind and monetary loss ; it is cunning, 
swift, difficult to catch and a prolific 
breeder. The defendant, therefore, a 
public-spirited man, has taken certain 
measures to rid the district of this pest 
and so to secure the livelihood of the 
poultry-keeper and the food supply of 
the country. He has purchased a num- 
ber of specially-selected dogs and has 
trained them to pursue the fox across 
country, guided only by their sense of 
smell, which is exceptional. He has also 
organised a band of ladies and gentle- 
men who, like himself, have the interests 
of British agriculture at heart and are 
willing to assist him, at whatever 
personal risk. These helpers, loosely 
called the ‘ Hunt,’ are mounted on 
horses, and by their mobility and know- 
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ledge of wood-craft render invaluable shot-guns, both in winter and in sum- fact far in excess of what is practically 
aid in the intimidation, apprehension mer. But I was assured by the d.e- necessary or useful, and that it is still 
and destruction of the foxes. Many of fendant that for technical reasons this increasing. He went so far as to say 
them, the defendant has told us, are is wholly impracticable. that many of the helpers did more harm 

willing to give up a day’s work in the ‘‘Theprocedureof ahunt, aslunder- than good; but that portion of his 
metropolis and make a special journey stand it, is as follows : The fox is alarmed evidence did not favourably impress me, 
to the country in order to play a small and dislodged from its lair by the loud “ If the contention of the Grown be 
part in one of his concerted operations barking of the dogs and the playing of correct, there is here a development 
against the common enemy. These musical instruments. Should the quarry not without parallel in other depart- 
operations are conducted, sometimes escape into the open country, as, to the ments of the national life. It is common 
three or four times in a week, with tire- chagrin of the Hunt, it commonly does, knowledge that the devoted persons^who 
less vigour all through the winter the dogs at once give chase, and the conduct and regularly attend our horse- 
months; but even so it has been found horsemen follow the dogs: other helpers races do not do so because they like it, 
impossible to exterminate the pest. It follow in motor-ears along the nearest but for the benefit of the breed of the 
was not made quite clear to me why road, and many of the poor follow on English horse. But their operations 
the defendant relaxes his efforts in the foot. Now it is the case for the Crown have attracted many thousands of citi- 
summer time ; but I understand that that all these persons, although as prac- zens who do not conceal that they visit 
once again he has been guided by his tical men and women they genuinely horse-races for their own selfish pleasure, 
solicitude for the farmer, whose stand- desire to rid the neighbourhood of a Accordingly the State imposes an En- 
ing crops might suffer damage from the carnivorous animal, find a keen enjoy- tertainment Tax upon their tickets of 
exertions of the defendant’s dogs. The ment in the process of destruction for admission; and a member of the Jockey 
fact remains that during those months its own sake. No one has ventured to Club would not be excused on the ground 
the fox is unmolested, as free to multi- question the single-minded purpose of that his purpose at Epsom was to watch 
ply his own species as he is to diminish the defendant, but it is argued that and foster the English thoroughbred, 
that of the hen. Indeed the witness what for him was originally, and in- “Therelevanceof my observations on 
Turmut, a farmer, some of whose deed remains, a crusade has become theatres will now begin to appear. The 
rather noisy evidence I ought not for his helpers an enjoyable spectacle, defendant has admitted in evidence that 
perhaps to have admitted, maintained excitement, gratification — in a word, an he collects an annual tribute from his 
with some heat and no little ingrati- entertainment. The witness Turmut helpers, and from farmers and others who 
tude, that the defendant and his helpers strongly supported this view ; and he habitually attend his operations and en- 
would do better to conduct their cam- pointed out with some force that the joy the spectacle of his dogs and horses 
» paign against the fox with rifles and number of the defendant’s helpers is in at their pious labours. These contri- j 
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butions are necessary for the mainten- 
ance of the dogs and their keepers and 
for other purposes ; and they are will- 
given by the ladies and gentle- 
men of the Hant in return for the 
pleasure or entertainment which the 
defendant has provided. The Crown 
says therefore that he is liable to pay 
Entertainment Duty on the sums so 
received, at the statutory rates, that is 
to say, two shillings on the first fifteen 
shillings received and sixpence for every 
five shillings or part of five shillings 
over fifteen shillings. 

“ The defendant's answer is that al- 
though the fox may be said to enjoy 
the hunt for its own sake — and 
even the dogs and horses — his 
human followers are actuated 
only by philanthropio motives, 
and that his takings are de- 
voted to a philanthropic pur- 
pose, the destruction of vermin ^ 
and the preservation of poultry, jW 
and should therefore be exempt jM 
under the Act. Unfortunately for 
him this plea is disposed of by 
the precedents of the racecourse 
and the theatre. There is a i 

school of thought which still | 
holds that the plays of Shake- H 
SPEARE have an educative and ' 

uplifting character ; but even if 
that could be established it 
would not exempt the rash man 
who presented them from hand- ^ 

ing over nearly a filth of his 
takings to the Exchequer. In 
judgment the contention of 
the Crown has substance. I hold 
that fox-hunting is now an 
entertainment ; that the monies 
received by the defendant from 
the hunters and farmers are by . 

way of payment for that enter- ^ 
tainment, and that it must, like 
other entertainments, make its 
proper contribution to the pub- 
lic revenues according to law. 

Lord Leather is, as it were, the 
rnanager of a theatre: the Hunt are ‘ 
his audience and the dogs his actors, i 
If, after remunerating his actors and ; 
paying the duty, he is out of pocket, 
it cannot be helped. It is a dangerous ] 
thing to give pleasure to the people. 1 
He has been Master for sixteen years, e 
and he must pay duty not only in re- c 
spect of the current year but for every 1 
preceding year since the institution £ 
of the duty by the Act of 1916. It c 
has been urged before me that this c 
will be a hardship ; but, as Lord Mil- 
dew said in Mope v. The Lla7idudno | 
Sewage Commissioners, ^Nullum tern- r 
pus occurrit regi ' — or, ‘ Time is no c 
object to a Government Department.’ d 
Costs to the Crown, pari passu.^' t 

A,P. H. la 


AT THE PLAY. 

‘ The House that Jack Built ” 
(Adelphi). 


It is of course expected of those 
laughter-provoking, versatile and inde- 
fatigable comedians, Mr. Jack Hulbeet 
and Miss Cicely Courtneidge, that 


•LU.XOO W X JUiXXJ UUOjU 

Mr. Jack Hulbert builds for us a they should do the lion’s share of the 
very pleasant house with the assistance work. Miss Courtneidge as a red- 
of a very jolly guild of builders — Mrs. haired widow hearing her dissolute de- 
Jack, Mr. Eonald Jeans and Mr. parted’s will read in a room in Harley 
Douglas Furber; Mr. Ivor Novello ; Street (where her infant had turned on 
Mr. Donovan Parsons ; Mr. Vivian the tap of a cylinder of laughing-gas), 
Ellis and Mr. Arthur Schwartz; with her rather unfeeling references. 
Miss Helen Burnell, a new arrival such as “And now twenty chorus-girls 
from America; Miss Irene Eussell, have gone back into circulation ” ; as a 
Mr.BoBBiE Comber, Mr. I vor McLaren, post-mistress, plain to poignancy, but 
Mr. Laurence Green and some thirty with a comforting sense of her personal 
young ladies who have signed on for charms, busy keeping customers wait- 
rftOTfcg fc ing, with spasmodic bursts of 

stamping fragile parcels; as a 
grimacing Equestrienne ; as an 
^ elderly lairy pantomime queen, 

fi^om and over a blasted 
oak, and much incommoded by 
her head-gear, wand, skirts and 

over-careful of her aspirates and 
i / \ reproving her daughter too fresh 

illlnllMlHlIA / V 1 / \/ m {/ I ^ week-end at the latter 

IliciHHfflnffll / U haunt of vice and gaiety; as a 

valetudinarian and 

I HII ffllll V \ H tiigbly competent 

I vSa Ifflfll \ W irnpersonator lets herself and 

I iB I mi f ®^^tertain- 

lu nH f I ^ were as the fatuously com- 

\HnH ■ II / * I I' W / J I pla,cent player of a cello obbli- 

Hiiln If/ ixIll/lUr ///H A I ’ 09-150 ; in a tuneful and very well- 

fynM If/ 1 “She’s Such a 

I \ Jt Dl I pressible defendant in a motor- 

I '4 V 9®*®® conducted as no case 

^ ^ has ever been since Mr. Blank 

made hay an the court of the 
“A MUSICAL EFFOET.” then Mr. Justice Dash ; as the 

Tack Hxjlberi’s exuberant vitality breaks 

DOWN UNDER THE STRAIN. ^ lu the Hamugay Villa *, and 

. . ... partner with Mr. Laurence 

the building operations, which it is to Green in a dialogue on industrial mat- 
be hoped will take the best part of a ters, punctuated by cheek- slappings of 

Vear. o. Vvn4- Vi ' 1 1 •v'. J3 j 




“A MUSICAL EFFOET.” 

Jack Hxjlbert’s exuberant vitality brkaks 

DOWN UNDER THE STRAIN. 


' There is one depressing feature- 

7 T* i? 1 1 rni * -i * 


a primitive but highly diverting nature. 
Mr. Hulbeet’s step-dancing still 


ladies ot the Chorus are definitely going shows a sound invention in detail and 
to be plumper this season. This how- is a very much more difficult affair 
ever is perhaps not to be a permanent than his studiously easy manner and 
change of fashion but is due rather to technical mastery make evident. Ex- 
the fact that this is very definitely de- cellent also was the irrelevant grotesque 
signed as a singing review, and the gift dance (with Miss Couetneidge) of the 
of song carries, by a profound law of elderly Spa-haunters, 
compensation a certain penalty in the Spectacle too has not been neglected, 
way of added bulk. But let no one sup- culminating in a Venetian scene in 
pose that there is any lack of shapeli- which Mr. Eobeet Nayloe as a lover 
ness and comeliness, of vigour and pre- clinging fondly to his topmost notes, in 
cision of mo-rement in this admirably vain tries to persuade an indifferent 
dnlledteam On the very contrary. It is Doge that he is a more appropriate 
the more dangerous on that account bridegroom for his beautiful youngward 
and may create a sinister precedent. 1 (Miss Helen BuenelIi — a distinct ac- 
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quisition, who smgs poses and rfai KM pictorial representation, in a 

delightfully throughout the revue) ' NEW REALISM. serious vein, of the minor discomforts 

than the supercilious nobleman to whom One of the sensations of the Portrait of life constitutes a new art -phase 
she has been officially betrothed— a Painters’ Exhibition this year is Sir which should appeal to our iaded critics, 
sound enough bit of Wardour ^ Thus: 


sound enough bit of Wardour 
Street sentimental operetta. 

Miss Irene Bussell’s clever 
impersonations of Miss Bank- 
head, Mrs. Pat and Miss Marion 
Lorne, and her excellent little 
sketch of the young American 
girl plaintiff in the afore-men- 
tioned motoring case deserve 
high marks. 

And then there was the well- 
favoured Chorus, offering the 
finished results of intelligent 
training and hard work, smiling 
with apparent spontaneity, and 
perhaps touching their best 
achievement in the well-con- 
ceived ballet of the Eugbymatch, 
which is, like so many good 
ideas, so obvious as to make us 
wonder why it was never car- 
ried out before. 

Good nonsense was woven 
through the pattern of this 
bright show, which it is the 
more comforting to be able to 
recommend with enthusiasm to 
all types because some darken- 
ing of the faculties caused me, I 
was assured by colleagues whose 
judgment I trust, to be unjust in 
my estimate of its predecessor. 
Clowns in Glover. T. 

Miss D’ AeanyI and Miss Hess 
will play at a Concert to 
be given at Kent House, 
Knightsbridge, on Thurs- 
day, December 5th, at 9.0 
P.M., in aid of the West- 
minster Hospital’s Badium 
Annexe. Tickets (two 
guineas and one guinea) 
may be obtained from Miss 
Phyllis Horne, Hon. Sec- 
retary of the Concert, at j 

110, Mount Street, W.l. / 

Those who would like to 
associate themselves with 
this great scheme for the ^ 
treatment of cancer may 
have their names recorded 
as “Pounders ” of the Bad- 
ium Annexe by sending a 
single donation of ten 
pounds or an annual sub- 
scription of two guineas to 
the Chairman (Mr. K. A. ' 
Wolfe Barry), Westmin- 
ster Hospital, Broad Sanct- 
uary, Westminster, S.W.l. 
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« Whea you do dance I wish you 
A wave o’ the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that .” — The Winter's Tale. 
Miss Helen Bdenell. 






FriAT-RAOING. 

Miss Cicely Courtneidse in a darinu equestrian feat. 


The Cold in the Head is a col- 
ourful study of a middle-aged 
gentleman with his feet in hot 
water. It would seem that bis 
cold is advanced to the third 
stage. The subject is apparently 
in the act of sneezing ; with his 
right hand he is tremulously 
grasping a glass of hot whisky- 
and- water with a slice of lemon 
in it. On a table are phials of 
eucalyptus and ammon. tine, 
quin. The dominant note of 
colour is in the sufferer’s nose, 
which stands out in bold relief. 

A vivid study. 

The Unshared Bod. — This is 
a composition of a bojj^ about to 
receive corporal punishment from 
his parent. The slipper is up- 
raised; the look of resignation 
on the lad’s face is tinged with 
cynicism. He has apparently 
just been asked to consider the 
allegation that “ This hurts me 
more than it does you, my boy.” 

A striking picture. 

A Bad Grossing. figure 
in the foreground, leaning over 
the side of the ship and wearing 
the checked cap and muffler, is 
obviously not a good sailor. 
The greenish note of his com- 
plexion is a clever disposition of 
colour. The tense look of 
hatred as he glances at 
another figure in his vicinity 
smoking a cigar is very 
subtly conveyed. A piece 
of work notable for its re- 
pression. 

The Banana-Skin . — ^The 
sitter (on the pavement) has 
just come in contact with a 
banana-skin, with the usnal 
result. His acute discom- 
fort and the amusement on 
the faces of the passers-by 
are arresting features. A 
forceful conception with 
. great breadth of feeling. 

F. A. K. 

5^ The Times we Live In. 

“For Sale. — ^New baby car- ! 
riage, bought in error; never been 
-- used ; too busy with politics. A 
bargain at ^15.” 

Advt. m Neio Yorlc Taper. 


“ Me. Herbert Smith Walks Out.” 

Newspaper Tester. 

“ Fie, and him a marrit man ! ” 


Grcod (not) trumpet open for 

John Lavery’s striking picture, entitled first-class gigs : from stage band.” 

“The Dentist,” showing a patient in Advt. in Manchester Taper. 

the operating chair about to submit to W^e should have thought it was better 
professional attention. suited for a hot dog-cart. 
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BRIGHTER CONVERSATION. 

Eveeyone knows how difficult it is to 
maintain an easy flow of natural con- 
versation at any time and in any com- 
pany. Even in the most favourable 
circumstances awkward pauses, tedious 
longueurs, and unfortunate allusions 
occur only too frequently, and it is the 
hardest task in the world to be inter- 
esting to every member of your audience. 

A happy solution seems to be sug- 
gested by the conversation of people in 
advertisements ; it is always eloquent 
without being verbose, easily sustained 
without being too colloquial, and posi- 
tively altruistic in its ideals and pur- 
pose, which is always to avoid egotism 
and help others out of difficulties by 
the light of personal experience. I can 
see no reason why this method should 
not be adopted in real life, for this is 
an age of big business, and, if one is not 
interested in proprietary commodities, 
what, may I ask, can one possibly be 
interested in ? As an example of this 
method the following dialogue may 
serve as a model and should be quite 
self-explanatory. Note in particular 
how, at the outset, Magnolia adroitly 
avoids the possibilities of tension which 
Valerian's embarrassing greeting so 
ominously foreshadows : — 

Valerian, So here you are, darling I 
How divine you look this morning — 
your exquisite hair, your sparkling eyes, 
your clear complexion ! 

Magnolia, Don’t flatter me, Valerian. 
My hair used to be too dreadful at one 
time — thin, straggling and toneless. 
Then I tried **Haircharm,” and after 
one shampoo the difference was amaz- 
ing. You see, it brings out the natural 
lustre as well as thoroughly cleaning 
the texture and strengthening the roots. 
I assure you I ’d rather go without my 
tea on Wednesdays than miss my weekly 
hair-health exercise with Haircharm. ” 

As to my eyes, they used to be very 
dull and lack-lustre before my good 
angel recommended me to take “Froot- 
ozone ” (pronounced Fruit-Ozone ”) 
to tone up my whole system and bring 
back that girlish sparkle to my eyes. 
It ’s made up of luscious fruit juices, 
compounded, according to the latest 
methods disco vered by chemical research 
in the “Frootozone” laboratories, with 
health-giving ozone from the seashore. 

But of course it’s my complexion 
that ’s most important. My skin was 
dreadfully blotchy at one time, and I 
could never get anyone to dance with 
me. Then I discovered the reason — a 
clear skin is the secret of a woman’s 
charm. Sol tried a two-shilling jar 
of “Yum- Yum” skin cream — it con- 
tains more than double the quantity of 
the one-and-three size — and since then , 


I ’ve used it constantly. I never have 
any difficulty in finding partners now, 
thanks to “ Yum-Yum.” But why are 
you so late this morning ? 

Valerian, Well, as a matter of fact 
it’s because of these confounded new 
shoes of mine. They 

Hector {entering suddenly). What! 
Still troubled by uncomfortable shoes ? 
Why don’t you buy “Kozi-Ped,” the 
footwear suited to modern conditions ? 
“ Kozi-Ped ” eliminates discomfort, for 
it embodies the latest discoveries of 
doctors and scientists who have cal- 
culated to three places of decimals the 
exact pressure each bone and joint of 
the foot is capable of supporting. Wear 
“Kozi-ped,” old man, and welcome the 
milestones. 

Valerian. Thanks. I ’ll certainly bear 
it in mind. {To Magnolia) Will you 
have a cigarette ? 

Magjiolia. Bather, if it ’s a “ Zodiac ” 
321/4! And can I have the coupon 
too? I never have to buy my own 
perfume now, because Dick ’s saving up 
coupons too, and so is Father. You can 
get heaps of other things with them 
too. I ’ve got a top-hole set of Tolstoi, 
bound in leather, and I only want 
another hundred -and -forty -four cou- 
pons for the dinkiest edition of Maecel 
Peoust. And such wonderful tobacco 
too — not the slightest risk of adenoids ! 

Valerian {now thoroughly warmed up 
to the method). Yes, and have you 
tried 

Hector, Hullo ! Here comes Lobelia. 

Valerian ( determined to have his 
boost). Yes, and she’s got her “ Oine- 
Bijou-Eeflex” model 5b with her too. 
You can take one -hundred -per -cent 
all-talking, all-dancing, all-colour pic- 
tures with them now, and they’re so 
convenient because you can easily fold 
them up to go in your handbag or 
season-ticket case. 

Lobelia. Yes ; but first I must play 
you some of my new “ Kleertone ” 
gramophone records. 

Magnolia. Aren’t they the kind 
which famous people can distinguish 
blindfold? 

Lobelia, That’s right. And have 
you read about the latest test ? Dean 
Inge was blindfolded, manacled and 
gagged, and even so he had no difficulty 
in recognising “ Hittin’ the Trail or 
Honolulu,” played by Gus Ikemann and 
his Coney Island Boneheads, from four 
inferior records of the same tune. 

Valerian {defiantly), “ The Hand- 
cuff Test proves ‘Kleertone’ best!” 

Hector, Talking of records, did you 
see that the Helsingfors Grand Prix 
has been won for the fifth time on 

But the ice has now been thoroughly 
broken, and everyone talks with verve 
and animation about patent motor- 


spirit, patent medicines, patent milk, 
patent mattresses and patent marma- 
lade until tea-time. I hope I have suffi- 
ciently indicated the advantages of this 
way to better and brighter conversation. 
It is so helpful, so convivial and so 
good for trade. 


BY A BIRD. 

How singularly silly are 
The false emotions stirred 
In bosoms unfamiliar 

With different breeds of bird. 

Observe how pretty Paula made 
A face as plain as muck 
To hear her Percy call a maid 
(Another one) a duck. 

Why is her stupid noddle’s whim 
To cry her eyelids black ? 

A duck can only waddle, swim, 

Lay eggs, be cooked and quack. 

But Paula ’s back again in form 
And chuckling like the deuce 
To hear her fickle swain inform 
The other she ’s a goose. 

What moves her spirits thus to swell ? 

What comforts her in this ? 

A goose can waddle just as well, 

Lay larger eggs and hiss. 

Then Percy has to smother his 
Desire to hide and howl 
When Paula says another is 
As knowing as an owl. 

But what has he to bicker at ? 

What sours his honeyed speech ? 
An owl can only pick a rat 
To bits and hoot and screech. 

But Paula, fearing gruesome things 
Regarding Percy’s suit. 

The one who lately knew some things 
She calls a crazy coot. 

A coot insane ? To dream of it 
Would cause a minnow pains, 

And give a crafty bream a fit 
That laughs at human brains. 

And, when in fair Elysium 
They vow their mutual loves, 

Then idle tongues will busy ’em 
With talk of turtle doves. 

Such semblance human dolts allot 
To pairs with amorous views — 

A dove, that merely moults a lot 
And bills a bit and coos ! 

How singularly silly are 
The similes preferred 
By persons unfamiliar 

With different breeds of bird. 

— C. B. 

“ Ministebial. Changes. 

The Rev. , who has wore a inaiiio- 

coloured lace over-dress years, has decided to 

take up the pastorate of 

Liverpool Paper. 

We trust that his new flock won’t find 
him too dressy. 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[November 20, 1929. 



Ai ^^ hcant , “Do YOU— -ER — wink at followers in the kitchen ? ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

The publication of Elizabeth Barrett Browning : Letters to 
her Sister (Murray) is a literary windfall indeed, A hundred- 
and- seven letters were written to Henrietta; and Henri- 
etta’s descendants not only preserved them but preserved 
an MS. copy enriched with notes. This has simplified Mr. 
Leonard Huxley’s editorial labours — wisely restricted to 
the provision of biographical comment and the pruning of 
domestic minutice. For this is the ultra- feminine Mrs. 
Browning, providing “ slip-slop about Baby . . . love and 
housekeeping ” for a sister engrossed in similar ecstasies ; a 
sister who will probably be shocked by Aurora Leigh, v/ho 
can be counted on to detest “ dear Henry ” (Hume) as much 
as Eobert did, but a sister for whose letters “Ba” her- 
self waited “with two open palms.” The correspondence 
starts during the Brownings’ wedding-tour and ends in 1859 
on Henrietta’s death. With a few exceptions the letters 
are Italian in setting and Eobert, Wilson, “ Flush ” and 
the baby “ Pen ” are the stock characters. Wilson, the 
long-suffering maid, iatroduced to Chianti in tumblers on 
page 11 and scorned as “ a weak medium” on page 209, is 
the finest portrait. “Pen,” with his curls and Fauntleroy 
suits, becomes almost as tiresome as the spiritualism he is 
allowed to dabble in. Eobert is a background under- 
stood rather than emphasized: “full satisfaction for earth 
and a hope over for the grave.” There are comparatively few 
political disquisitions save a tribute to the Liberal efforts 
of Pio Nono, and Paris during the coup d'etat is chiefly 
I memorable as providing a field-day for “ Pen.” Yet with all 
their deliberate one-sidedness the letters are great letters. 


The poet emerges in such phrases as “ whole ribbands of long 
bright morning ” and the masculine judgment in such delight- 
ful cynicism as “ Eome is too much like . . . Cheltenham.” 

To enjoy Whiteoaks (Macmillan), by Miss Mazo de la 
Eoche, it is not necessary to have read Jalna, Experto 
crede. For, without having read Jalna, I have read W lute- 
oaks and enjoyed it to the rather bitter end. Nevertheless 
I wish that I had read Jalna first, for it is obvious that 
in that book a number of strands were woven of which 
shows the — by no means complete — unravelling. 
The Whiteoaks were a family. But that, seeing how many 
dreary books have in our time been written about families, 
is not saying anything very attractive. The Whiteoaks 
were a family of a special sort. They lived on an estate 
in Canada, “between the desert and the sown.” They bad 
English blood in them of the quality which makes folk 
arrogant and exclusive. They were inbred and self-sufQcient. 
Each one of them was flagrantly — it might be said out- 
rageously — individual ; yet there was a common factor — 
the mere fact of being Whiteoaks — which united them 
against the world. The way in which Miss de la Eoche 
has exhibited this unity in diversity, or diversity in unity, 
proves her, I think, to be a writer of outstanding merit. 
She has made of the Whiteoaks an entity, and at the same 
time has particularised every one of them— uncles and aunts, 
brothers and sisters, and that magnificent centenarian 
grandmother : a character to live, I verily believe, with the 
greatest in fiction. It would be impossible in a paragraph 
even to begin to indicate the complicated relationships of 
these violent, subtle and fascinating kinsfolk. Suffice to 
say that, having read Whiteoaks, I propose to read its 
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Sailm' {to Officer's Guest). “Excuse the ship being in such a mess, Sir; 

BUT SHOULD YOU GET OIL ON THAT NICE OVERCOAT O’ YOURN XT 'LL EASILY 
COME OUT IP YOU BOIL IT.” 


predecessor, and then to live in the 
hope of its successor. Miss de la 
Roche, it seems to me, is at work upon 
an epic. 

Where greenwood waves or, wavier, 
Grey waters rise or run, 

Bird Haunts and Bird Behaviour 
Was pondered and begun 
By Canon Charles E. Raven, 

A Chaplain of the King, 

Whose heart is surely haven 
For all the birds that sing. 

So we may visit dippers 
Where moorland water frets, 

Or take a peep, as trippers. 

At Texel’s avocets ; 

Then Kerry wards we 11 wander — 
Cliffs, billows quantum suff.j 
A holiday to squander 
Upon the cheerful chough. 

And here are all the singers, 

“ God’s jocund lyttel fowles,” 

And oh ! those wondrous wingers 
Of Skellig where he scowls, 

' The fulmars sailing, soaring . . . 
Yet come you home to Thames 
Where pochards mate at Goring 
And grace our willow stems. 

This feast of jot and tittle 
And photographs a few, 

Has pleased me not a little, 

And you will love it too ; 

Its scholarly delighting 
In birds, beloved each one. 

Is yours by merely writing 
To Martin Hopkinson. 


I suppose what most! strikes one about 
the Russian fiction and drama which 
filter to England through the inevitably 
impoverishing medium of translation is 
their want of manliness. By this I do 
not mean a lack of that bluff' assurance 
which is as often as not less assurance 
than bluff* ; I mean an inability to rise 
above circumstances, which is always 
the mark of the beast, though not 
necessarily of the bad beast. Short 
Stories out of Soviet Bussia (Dent) 
display for the most part this men- 
tality of cattle in the cattle-truck. Some 
of them are quite amiable cattle, and 
spaced out in a green pasture would look 
as beatificasHerr Capbk’s Southdowns. 

Here their horns get into each other’s eyes and they simply 
can’t help it. Eleven writers are laid under contribution by 
Mr. John Cournos, who has admirably translated and dis- 
cerningly prefaced sixteen of their stories. Modern Russians 
are mostly, he says, recorders, not inventors. Of the “ out- 
ward influences and properties of ourselves ” which go to 
a work of art they overestimate the former. There is one 
exception here, the satirist Efim Zozulya, whose “A Tale 
about Ak and Humanity ** and ‘ ‘ The Mother ” show a strength 
of critical ferocity worthy of Swift. Of the work of contem- 
poraries more supine under the bludgeonings of chance I 
recommend for attention Leonov’s “ Ivan’s Misadventure,” 


Sbrgeev-Tzensky’s “The Man You Couldn’t Kill” and 
Alekseev’s “Other Eyes,” all of which have iu varying 
degrees the distinction and poetry of their fatalism. The 
defects of the method can be observed in “The Human 
Wind,” by Pilniak. Mr. Cournos roundly accuses the whole 
school of a lack of tragic dignity in dealing with tragedy. 
This, he says, is a defect of individual genius and not of 
political doctrine ; but 1 doubt it. 


Miss Evelyn D. Scott, in a very long essay -novel. The 
Wave (Cape), suggests the thousandfold influence of war 
— of any old war — ^with great assiduity, its grossness and 
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brutality with well-studied precision, its fog and obscurity 
as to the manner born. The gallantry with which novelists 
once properly concerned themselves she has never heard of. 
The particular conflict selected is the American Civil War, 
and, though she has been unable to resist a temptation to deal 
freely with Lbb aud Grant andLiNCOLN, most of the author’s 
hundred or more chapters and sub-chapters are concerned, 
as is the way of wars, with totally insignificant persons feel- 
ing unexpected impulses in one surge of common movement 
that stirs and sways them all. Occasionally from the chaos 
and cloud there emerges a vividly-lighted patch of summary 
action, snatched before completion back into tantalising 
darkness, but generally one is left peering into brown and 
rather dirty cloud-swiiis where statesmen and hoodlums,” 
Jews and negroes, assassins, aristocrats prostitutes, cowards 
and madmen, with even an occasional plain soldier, are all 
pushed about in a welter of new and raw emotion. If there 
is a genuine hero concealed in the murk 1 missed him, 
though I liked the harmless 
little lady who, utterly to 
her surprise, found herself 
raiding a bakery in a bread- 
riot. Miss Scott’s method 
has the grave defect of bur- 
dening the reader with a 
quite unreasonable number 
of fresh beginnings, and she 
is often almost maddeningly 
obscure. She uses nasty 
words, and even nastier in- 
verted commas and italics, 
all too often ; and when she 
synthesises phrases such as 
“the milky thunder of a big 
moon” or “the glaring plati- 
tude of road,” one is^hardly 
more startled than annoyed; 
yet when all is said her work 
has something of real in- 
tensity and power to lift it 
at least well above the com- 
monplace. A thirty - per - 
cent pruning and cleaning- 
up by an English — ^not an 
American — edi tor mi gh t 
even make a great book of it. 

Messrs. E. E. Free and 
Travis Hoke, the joint 
authors of TFisai/ier (Constable), are perhaps hardly accurate 
in describing their theme as i ^ a little studied subject,” in view 
of the fact that it regularly provides the material for meteoro- 
logical reports on the wireless and in the Press, hundreds of 
articles, both well and ill informed, in the popular newspapers 
and magazines, and, last but not least, a very large pro- 
portion of the daily conversation of the people of these 
islands. At the same time a book dealing with its various 
aspects in a popular way is one for which there is distinctly 
room. It cannot be said that Messrs. Free and Hoke’s 
handling of the task of providing one is by any means ideal. 
It is written in that rather irritatingly facetious style which 
for some reason the purveyor of science for the million so 
frequently adopts; and moreover, being an essentially 
American production, it naturally deals principally with 
weather manifestations familiar on that continent. Never- 
theless it contams quite a number of useful meteorological 
facts in tabloid form, and incidentally a perusal of it should 
suggest to the captious Briton that, whatever the vagaries 
of his island climate, they have the merit of being at least 


comparatively mild compared with those observable on the 
other side of the i^tlantic. One of the most interesting 
chapters is that which deals with the use of “smoke-pots ” 
for combating frost in the orchards of California and Florida. 

At once we are plunged into the mystery that Mr. Francis 
Grierson has given those amiable sleuths of his, Professor 
Wells and Inspector Sims, to solve in The Yellow Bat 
(Collins). Sir Boger Bleyne, an important financier, when 
escorting his daughter into a famous Westminster church 
for her wedding, suddenly “stopped, swayed uncertainly, 
and then crashed on the flagstones in a crumpled heap.” 
Although not a sound of firing had been heard he had been 
killed by a bullet, and people in high places were exceedingly 
peevish with the Criminal Investigation Department for 
allowing such an untoward event to happen. Some time, 
however, passed before Sims and Weils got on the track of 
the gang, among whom was a man who with some reason 

they called a “ Master Mur- 
derer,” and the method by 
which these miscreants car- 
ried out their crimes was so 
ingenious that I can forgive 
the astutest detective in the 
world for being completely 
baffled by it. Possibly Mr. 
Grierson is allowing the 
mannerisms of his famous 
couple to become a little 
too pronounced, but all the 
same I should be sorry to 
miss any hunt in which 
they are engaged. 

I feel that The Unknown 
Goddess (Hotchinson) is a 
a little tarnished by provo- 
cative statements and by 
careless writing. Of the 
police, for instance, Mr. Aus- 
tin Philips says: — “. . , . 
and tens of thousands of 
policemen will strain a point 
and break a rule in spirit to 
get a statement from a sus- 
pect by means fair or foul, 
and willy-nilly. EvenNelson 
put his glass to his blind 
eye and broke the rules to 
win a victory. The police do this sort of thing habitually.” 
Tens of thousands! Think of that. And here is a sentence 
which, thank the gods, I have never had to translate into 
Latin: “The latter went out now with Staplehurst, who 
was twenty years younger than himself, and whom he had 
not known when at Headquarters ten years ago, but with 
whom he had become friendly through Susan, who received 
so many visits from her brother, and who herself was now 
an old friend of this Brinetown postmaster, of whom 
Duncan Lemesurier approved strongly.” But whatever 
may be Mr. Philips’ defects as a novelist he can create 
an atmosphere of suspense, and in this tale of murder, 
robbery and mystery you will be left, guessing until nearly 
the last page. An exciting though irritating story. 


AU Quiet ia the Territorial Home ? 

“ XVII. — Casualties. 

All ranks arc reminded that all Marriages, Births, etc., are to he 
reported to the Orderly Room as they occur.” 

From Regimental Orders of the J3[,A.C* 
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CHARIVARIA they would not have shrunk from cheeses. It is his proud boast that he 

. _ drinking during prohibited hours. has never raised his hand against one 

A GOSSIP-WEITEE say s that Mr. Henet of them except in self-defence. 

loED never allows himself to become A Times’ reader advocates the widen- -'l./!' 

excited. So much for the theory that ing and deepening of the water-course The chauffeur wiio recently robbed a 
he made his first car in a fit of temper, which formerly made Thanet an island. Paris tax-collector certainly set the 

^ Lord PoTHEEMEEE is expected to issue fellow a good example. Ho did have 

Among members of the Men’s Dress a warning to the rest of England against the decency to stun his man first. 
Beform Party, we are told, shorts, a policy of isolation. 

breeches and the kilt all have their sup- ^ '‘l,.'*' An American writer declares that 

porters. It would be most awkward if Conversation is said to be comirig many of his countrymen just flirt with 
they hadn’t. back into fashion. Soon everybody will anti- Prohibition. They are only shoe- 


drinking during prohibited hours. 


has never raised his hand against one 
of them except in self-defence. 

The chauffeur wlio recently robbed a 


be talking about it. . ,,, 

An evening paper points out that 

Miss Eileen Bennett, when leaving A duke’s visiting-card has been dis- A news item mentions a man of 

the church after her wedding, ; — | seventy years of age who is 

made the mistake of leaning j j j 'Jl jj, learning to play the violin. It 

on her husband’s right arm ig believed that his ambition 

instead of his left. Under ■ ly; is to become the World’s 

championship conditions she i/ i ij‘j , oldest infant prodigy, 

would have been arm-faulted 

for that. <{, ^ ^ W I of an old lady who 

‘v- ■ "j!'*- '' refused to meet a man de- 

We read of a butler who ^ scribed as a “strip artist” 

writes plays. Eew butlers .'.U VW. because she objected to pain t- 

would condescend to this. / » V ‘ ing in the nude. 

Complaint is made of the 4’ ^ ^ London coroner says 

deterioration of manners in ( '' pedestrians carried a 

railway dining-cars. It is ‘''W newspaper it would help 

open to question, however, motorists. If they were read - 

whether a passenger who sees WSm would certainly help 

cheese being eaten with a motorists. 

knife is justified in pulling the ,1 

communication-cord. i ^ ' In view^ of the threatened 

’‘'sic**' ^ ^ ■cJzrii' ' I '■ ' ' Paris hairdressers’ strike, 

A man who steals ladies’ . ' '"! wise customers are said to be 

shoes off their feet has made » IjJ 011^:1 • ' taking the precaution of hav- 

his appearance in Stockholm. //]/'■ ' | • ing two or three consecutive 

His success seems to be due < '1. ' , ;■ |I ’ Y'B t'h’fj' ' shaves before the men leave 

to the fact that the ladies’ ' 1 \ m rVi work. 

feet don’t feel the extra pinch. | p' i //>;/ ' Ml ' * 

I y\ 7 V'' I } A man has written his will 

On reading an article de- / / 7 \ ^ piece of asbestos. But 

scribing the strange hobbies //\i 1 why? Nobody can take his 

of M.P.’s we were surprised ^ ^ will into the next world, 

to find no mention of politics. 

^ ' In a recent football match 

Efforts are being made to Outraged Assistant , “No, Madam, we have no geajsiophone Highbury the referee 

discover the Barnes of boys ga^e because the 

who are shown in photo- white lines had been w^ashed 

graphs of Harrow elevens of about sixty covered on the summit of an African out by heavy rain. Motorists would 
years ago to be wearing beards. As it mountain. .Explorers of the old school never allow the obliteration of the white 
is now too late for disciplinary action took the precaution of turning down a lines to interfere with the day’s sport, 
to be taken, our feeling is that the corner of the card to show that they 

matter should be allowed to drop. had left it personally. More ancient relics have been un- 

earthed at Stromness golf-course. Mem- 

Dissatisfaction with the arrangement “ Christmas is coming,” says an even- bers are requested to replace the divots. 


leggers. 








news item mentions a man of 
seventy years of age who is 
learning to play the violin. It 
is believed that his ambition 
is to become the World’s 
oldest infant prodigy. 

We hear of an old lady who 
refused to meet a man de- 
scribed as a “strip artist” 
because she objected to paint- 
ing in the nude. 






Si'. 

up: 




A London coroner says 
that if pedestrians carried a 
newspaper it would help 
motorists. If they were read- 
ing it, it would certainly help 
motorists. 

In view of the threatened 
Paris hairdressers’ strike, 
wise customers are said to be 
taking the precaution of hav- 
ing two or three consecutive 
shaves before the men leave 
work. 

A man has written his will 
on a piece of asbestos. But 
why? Nobody can take his 
will into the next world. 


matter should be allowed to drop. 


Dissatisfaction with the arrangement “ Christmas is coming,” says an even- 
by which Danes have the right to ing paper, thus confirming a widespread 
fish in Icelandic territorial waters is rumour. , 5 , ... 

said to be the chief cause of the agit- 


ation for separation from Denmark. 


mour. , 5 , ... During his stay in America Mr. 

''' Edgae Wallace gave eighty inter- 

It is rumoured in motoring circles views and wrote six articles and three 


Meteorologists, however, reject the that one of this year’s pantomimes is to stories. He has now returned home 
theory that it contributes to the famous be called Ali Baba and the Forty Garage to start work again, 
depressions. ... Proprietors, ... 


depressions. ... Proprietors, ... 

We learn that a well-known hantam- 

Burglars who raided the larder of an A newspaper mentions the case of Mr. weight has refused to fight Oaeneea, 
Epping hotel and ate a hearty meal James Paul, a London man who has as he fears he might be disqualified for 
failed to enter the bar. It is suspected spent thirty-eight years of his life among hitting him below the knee-cap. 
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MORE WORK FOR TRE EMPLOYED. 

[Slioioing a variation on the old adage : — 

“For Satan finds some mischief still 

For idle hands to do,”] 

The imemployment figures rise ; 
Heavier weighs its weekly toll ; 

And soon, if all goes strong and red, 
We ’ll find that on the claimant’s 
head 

No more the painful onus lies 

To prove he ’s earned the dole. 

Sullenly on a steeper quest 

The sombre feet of Maxton pad ; 

He ’d like the House to make a law 
That those who haven’t worked 
shall draw 

Fall wages from the country’s chest, 
The same as if they bad. 

The Peivy Seal is feeling ill; 

His pledge to end the idle queue 
Sticks in the throat of Sunny Jim ; 
But Snowden smiles a smile that ’s 
grim, 

For Snowden finds new busine3S still 
For busy hands to do. 

On you and me, the lucky folk. 

Who have our job and win our wage. 
Fresh taxes he intends to set, 
Meaning for us a lot more sweat 
(Please to remark the patient moke 

On the ensuing page.) 0. S. 

BRUSH UP YOUR MAHNERS. 

It is really very kind of TJie Daily 
Mail to help its readers to brush up 
their French, even employing the ser- 
vices of Dr. Hartog (M.A., Officier 
d’Acad6mie) to that end. 

I love the characters of M. and Mme. 
Dupont, who provide the dialogues. 
There is something so beautiful about 
the disposition of Charles. He is, it 
appears, aged forty. He is discovered, 
oddly enough, sitting in the drawing- 
room of his London home afc nine 
o’clock in the morning; but this does 
not deject him, for he is in a brightly 
conversational mood. No doubt he is 
glancing through the snapshots of last 
summer’s holiday in the Tyrol, never 
suspecting the blow that is about to 
fall upon him, when his wife (aged 
thirty) says suddenly: “Charles, j’ai 
besoin d'un changement d’air. Aliens 
a Paris” (“Chaides, I need a change 
of air. Let ’s go to Paris ”). 
t You will see that she employs no 
subterfuge, makes no attempt at coax- 
ing, says nothing to justify her sudden 
whim. 

1 And what does Charles do ? Does he 
become sarcastic, indignant or merely 
stare at Mme. Dupont (aged thirty) as 
though she bad taken leave of her 
senses? 

Nobbing of the kind. 

He replies at once : “ Mais certaine- 
ment, ma ch^rie. Allons-y ” (“ Why, 
certainly, darling. Let’s go there”). 

It is not surprising that Madame 
embraces him, declaring that he is 
“ Vraiment gentil.” But she keeps the 
business of the day well in hand by 
cooing in his ear, “Mais quand parfcons- 
nous ? * ’ Truly Frenchwomen are subtle. 
I feel sure that I shall learn a great 
deal from the deductions of Dr. Hartog. 

Charles replies, “Demain matin, si 
tu veux ” (“ To-morrow morning, if you 
like ”). 

Here we will leave them consulting 
“I’indicateur,” discussing the “tra- 
verses,” etc., though Charles declares 
that she needn’t worry about any of the 
arrangements. He has one excellent 
phrase, for he says graudly, “ Je ferai le 
necessaire.” 

How happy French people must be 
in their domestic lives! Let me, for 
example, try to depict a similar scene in 
my own establishment. 

Scene — La salle d manger eVune maison 
d Londres. Cast I’heure du petit de- 
je'dner 

(Scene — The dining-room of a London 
house. Breakfast-time), 

Moi (gaiement). Comma il fait froid 
ce matin, Henri 1 (How cold it is to- 
day, Henry I). 

Henry {grommelant), MphI (This 
sotmd can be expressed in several lan- 
guages and is not translatable) 

Mci, La froideur me fait mal, Henri. 
J’en souffre (I suffer from the cold). 
Henri, Mph! 

Moi, En hiver il faut que je fasse 
attention a ma santA Je ne suis pas 
trop forte moi (In winter I must take 
care of myself. I’m not too strong). 

Henri, C’est inutile. Je ne puis pas 
te donner des fourrures neiives cet 
hiver (It ’s no use. I can’t give you 
a new set of furs this winter). 

Moi (bless^e). Comment 1 Qu’est-ee- 
que tu veux insinuer? (Why, what 
are you insinuating ?), 

Henri, Bien. Seulement, tu ne ssn- 
tiras pas le froid si tu porteras la laine 
aupres de la peau. (Il s'enfouit dans son 
jozmial) (Nothing, Only you won’t 
feel the cold if you wear wool next the 
skin.) (Buries himself in his news- 
'paper), 

Moi, Que tu es une brute ! (What a 
brute you are !) 

Henri, Mph. 

It will be seen, even from this brief 
sketch, that Mme. Dupont has every 
advantage over the average British 
housewife. Perhaps Dr, Hartog could 
give me a hint at this point. I should 
be so delighted to hear Henry make the 
declaration, “Je ferai le necessaire” 

^ (“I’ll cough up the needful*'*). F. A. K 

THE BYROHIC REVIVAL. 

[The Men’s Dress Reform Party has issued 
a Report condemning trousers and boots but 
declaring that the “so-called Byron collar 
meets all needs of aesthetics, convenience and 
hygiene. ”] 

Though daily fewer of our bright young 
folk 

Can conjugate amo, amas, amamus^ 
Emancipation from the classic yoke 
Does not imply that you’re an 
ignoramus. 

And some of them, I fancy, know who 
“ woke 

To find himself” all in a moment 
“famous,” 

And, after a brief spell of notoriety. 

Was cut and ostracised by Smart 
Society. 

Some might be able to describe the 
wreck 

Of his career, the smirching of his 
title, 

And trace the course of his erratic trek 
Across the Continent ; but their 
recital, 

While owning that he “got it in the 
neck,” 

W^ould fail to recognise his fine 
requital 

In striving with magnanimous temerity 
To emancipate the neckwear of posterity. 

For, though as poet he has lately shrunk 
In stature to dimensions microscopic, 
Though critics rudely call Ohilde Harold 
“bunk,” 

Deride his mood as pseudo - misan- 
thropic, 

And stigmatize Don Juan as “old 
junk 

Yet even those who find his views 
myopic, 

His rhetoric the rant of a barn-stormer. 
Welcome his efforts as a dress-reformer. 

Thus, while the Party of Men’s Dress 
Reform, 

Of rational attire the stout espousers, 
Desirous to upset the modish norm 

Are anti-Savile-Eow-rebellion- 
rousers, 

The Byron collar is acclaimed with 
warm 

Approval by the foes of boots and 
trousers, 

As fully meeting, in its grace Hellenic, 
Esthetic needs as well as hygienic. 

For Byron never was a Borogrovian, 

At least he was not mimsy— -that I ’ll 
swear — 

And never looked more radiantly Jovian 
Than when he left his Adam’s-apple 
bare, 

And, as became an eminent Harrovian, 
Resolved, by his example, to declare 
War to the neck on Eton, famed for 
scholars, 

But also for the tyranny of her collars. 













PARISH CHESS. 

My Aunt Araminta has recently been 
part of a parish bazaar — an important 
part, needless to say, for Aunt Araminta 
does not accept insignificant rdles. Or 
perhaps I should say that, if she does, 
they no longer remain insignificant. 

My Aunt Araminta’s part in this par- 
ticular bazaar was the provision, the 
embodiment and the execution of a 
Grand Idea. Indeed it was more than 
that, it was almost a Feature. It was, 
in short, the staging of a game of 
Human Chess. The pieces were to be 
the children of the local Sunday-school, 
and the players Miss Sofar of the 
Infants ” (white), and Miss Nofurther 
of the ‘^Boys” (black). Akbar the 
Great Mogul, I believe, had the same 
sort of idea before my Aunt Araminta, 
but then his chess was Persian rather 
than Parish and his pieces were the 
lighter ladies of his Court. I don’t think 
Aunt Araminta would have thought of 
that somehow. Anyway it would hardly 
have been suitable for a Church Bazaar. 


The game opened with an explanatory 
announcement by Aunt Araminta and 
a Grand March Past of all conceined, 
during which the White King’s Book’s 
Pawn got stage-fright and fled to her 
mother. She was eventually calmed by 
a promise that she should be “ taken ” 
as soon aspossibleafter the game started 
and then was led by her parent on to the 
Field of the Cloth of Black and White. 

With a certain amount of confusion 
the pieces were distributed on to their 
squares and all the Pawns at oncebegan 
to make faces at their opponents. Aunt 
Araminta was telling ofl as many as 
she was able to catch, and Miss Sofar 
had already cleared her throat prepara- 
tory to doing the King’s Pawn gambit 
w^hen some stickler in the audience 
called out, “Excuse me, but oughtn’t 
the White Queen to be on her own 
colour ? ” 

“Of course,” said Aunt Araminta. 
“One minute, Miss Sofar.” Then, ad- 
dressing the White Queen with decided 
lese-majesU, she snapped, “ Daisy, get 
the other side of the King at once ! ” 


‘ ‘ Please, Miss, ’ ’ ob j ected Her Ma j esty , 
“I was always on his left before — be- 
tween ’im and Tommy.” 

“Yes, Miss, next me,” corroborated 
Tommy eagerly, showing signs of 
amatory interest in his sovereign highly 
unbecoming to a Bishop. 

Aunt Araminta now inspected the 
Black Queen. “Bose is all right,” she 
said ; “ she ’s on a black square.” 

“ Yes, Miss, ’’piped Her Black Majesty, 
picking up her crown, which had been 
built for a bigger queen ; “me square ’s 
the right colour, bub I’m reelly the 
wrong side of Joe — I mean the Black 
King, please.” 

The audience grew restive and Aunt 1 
Araminta annoyed. She was beginning 
to speak quite severely to the Boyalty 
for lack of application to detail when 
the stickler again interrupted. 

“ I think the mistake is that all your 
players are facing ac7‘'oss the board,” he 
pointed out. “ You have a black square 
at the lower right-hand corner, and it 
should be white.” 

There was a general m§16e, during 
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which Aunt Araminta threatened a 
cheeky Pawn with instant capture and 
removal from the board, if not loss of a 
good-conduct stamp, and Miss Sofar 
hastily made the first move. None of 
your ‘high-class KP to KP4 ” stuff 
for her; it was, ‘‘Dickie, stop sucking 
your teeth and go up two ! ” 

Miss Nofurther’s play was hampered 
after the first few moves by the under- 
standing that she had to take her op- 
ponent’s King’s Book’s Pawn — still 
standing tearfully in her corner. This 
was accomplished by a sulky Bishop, 
who was removed next minute himseK 
by a Book, but not before presenting his 
aggressor with a secret and very un- 
saintly hack on the shin. 

Thereafter play progressed on more 
or less normal lines, though both Miss 
Sofar’s and Miss Nofurther’s strategy 
was regulated by an endeavour to move 
every child in turn and so keep it from 
fidgeting, playing and losing either its 
square or its patience or its clothes, 
rather than by any consideration of 
future victory. This brought Boyalty 
into unexpected positions of danger, but 
imparted a breathless rapidity to the 
game which was only interrupted by 
either a Knight’s move, necessitating 
detailed* instruction to the cavalier con- 
cerned, or by Aunt Araminta’s holding 
up everything while she told off a Bishop 
for pinching a small female Pawn. See- 
ing that the gate-money was destined 
for the Church, it was regrettable that 
the cloth was showing up so badly. 

After twenty minutes a very neces- 
sary interval was called, to straighten 
the game out. First those pieces wh’ch 
had been captured once but from sheer 
keenness had wandered back on to the 
board again were driven off with igno- 
miny, and those pieces which had not 
been captured but from sheer boredom 
had wandered off‘ the board were hauled 
back. Then, at Miss Nofurther’s urgent 
request to be allowed just the possibil- 
ity of winning, it was explained to Miss 
Sofar’s King that, whatever he thought, 
he could not possibly have been cap- 
tured. 

He was therefore restored to the cen- 
tre of the board and as a compensation 
an overlooked Black Pawn, who. was 
sobbing bitterly because she hadn’t been 
moved, was allowed to put him in 
check, for which, being his small sister, 
she was severely dealt with afterwards 
by His Alajesty in person. Bose was 
allowed to put stuffing in her crown, 
and the White Queen’s Knight was told 
to stop eating sweets and to get to QB6 
out of it. All this of course doesn’t 
often happen in real chess. A pity, I 
think. 

Play was then resumed, and after five 
minutes Miss Nofurther won, chiefly 


by the aid of a Bishop, who was dis- 
covered in a commanding position, to 
which Miss Sofar acidly hinted he had 
never officially been moved. The vic- 
tory, however, was allowed to stand, 
though I feel it would not have been if 
Aunt Araminta had seen what I subse- 
quently did — the collection of a tup- 
penny bet for a Black win by the 
unprincipled prelate concerned. For 
myself, I wouldn’t have misse J it all 
for worlds, though some people — Capa- 
BLANCA, for one— might have grudged 
! the sixpenny entrance-fee. A. A. 


JESSICA IN NEW YORK, 

Elevators. 

Up and up and up we go, 

Higher and higher and higher ; 

Part of me feels a tiny bit queer ; 

And how would you like to live, my dear, 
At the top of a tall church spire ? 

Down and down and down we go. 

Oh, such a marvellous rate! 

But when we get to the ground I find 
I Part of me seems to be left behind 
1 And lands a little bit late, E, F. 
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THE STRANGE CASE OF MR. TilHSON. 


stiffly. “I am not that hind* of wolf at with your evening’s recreations, Mr. 
I all. 1 look like a rather tubby Alsatian Jackson.” 


Something had been troubling Mr. with short legs. Or you might compare ‘^It does indeed. I am especially 
Timson for a long while now, something ma with Oa7^^5 of Japan ; I fond of dominoes.’ 
which had no connection with politics, am yellowish but rather jolly, as were- A log fell in the grate. The specialist 
business nor, in the ordinary way, with wolves go. I never attack human was considering. Then he walked to 
the state of his health. He was thirty- beings. I fawn on them and wag my his bookcase and looked up Demonology 
five years old, short in stature, a little tail. In fact I have to. I get so tre- in a medical encyclopsedia. 
inclined to plumpness, sober, Indus- mendously hungry, you see, when I hap- ^‘Various remedies are prescribed for 
trious, and compelled to wear glasses pen to be a wolf.” ' these cases,” he said after a while, 

for reading figures and print. He was '‘But doesn’t all this startle your — "For instance, you could kneel in one 
quite contented with his job. He played er— friends, Mr. Thompson ? ” spot for a hundred years.” 

a fair game of tennis and golf. He lived "They don’t know about it. I told "Don’t be silly,” said Mr. Timson. 
quietly in lodgings at Finsbury Park, you it only happens when I am alone.” "I ’m a chartered accountant.” 

The only thing that peeved him was "Indoors or out-of-doors ? ” "Or you could be buried and have a 

that he was a were-wolf. "Both. When it happens indoors I stake fcven through the middle of 


After three or four months of 
it he decided to consult a spec- 
ialist. 

A cheerful fire burnt in the 
specialist’s consulting - room. j_ ^ 
There was a large mahogany 
desk in it, and on the desk stood ^ 
a typewriter, two photographs 
in silver frames, and a vase of 
flowers, so as to inspire patients 
with the feeling that medical 
science is not only efficient but 
humane. 

Mr. Timson coughed nerv- 
ously. 

" What exactly is the trouble, 

Mr. Timson ? ” said the doctor, 
putting the tips of his fingers 
together. " A little overstrained, 
are we, or a little run down ? 

Do we see specks in front of 
our eyes ? Or have we a buzz- 
ing in our head ? ” 

"Not in the least,” replied 
Mr. Timson, coughing again. 
"Nothing of the kind. The fact 
is,” he hesitated — "the fact is 
that every evening, after 5 p.m., 

I am turned into a wolf.” 

"Tut, tut,” murmured the 
specialist. " That must be very 
awkward. And what are you, 
if I may say so, when you are 
not a wolf, Mr, Timson? ” 

" A chartered accountant,” said Mr. 
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"When he came to a corPEE-sTALU he sat up 

AND BEGGED.” 


jump out of the window on to the roof 
of the scullery and so into the backyard, 


Timson proudly, " and doing very well.” where there is a kennel. I sleep in that 


your heart.” 

" I can’t see my way to that,” 
said Mr. Timson. 

"Well, then,” continued his 
adviser, "you can be exorcised 
by the Church.” 

" I sing in the choir,” said Mr. 
Timson rather gloomily. "It 
would be all over the parish in 
no time. I daresay you don’t , 
know St. Agatha’s, Finsbury 
Park.” 

"Well, what do you say to 
being struck three blows on the 
forehead with a knife ? ” 

"How hard?” inquired Mr. 
Timson. "And do these things 
have to be done while I ’m a wolf 
or while I ’m a man ? ” 

"While you’re a un- 

doubtedly.” 

" But I never am a wolf when 
I *m talking to anyone I know. 
And I have to dodge the police 
for fear of being taken to the 
Battersea Home.” 

" The only other way, so far 
as I can make out,” said the doc- 
tor, "is to be addressed three 
times by your baptismal name 
and at the same time lose three 
drops of blood. What is your 
baptismal name, by the way ? ” 
"William,” said Mr. Timson. 

The specialist thought hard. 
"Supposing,” he said, "next time 


The specialist meditated for a while, till cock-crow and then I become a man this de — this oh — this affliction comes 


He had had many patients but he had again.” 


never in the whole of his experience 
come across a chartered accountant who 
was a wolf in his spare time. 


" And it never happens by day ? ” 


over you, you run round as fast as you 
possibly can to my house and whine 


" Sometimes, when I ’m taking a long outside the drawing-room ivindow. I 
walk in the country by myself, and once will have an air-gun and some darts 


Encouraged by the silence, Mr, Tim- on the golf-course when I was playing ready, and we will see what can be done.” 


son went on. round alone without a caddie.” " Thank you,” answered Mr. Timson, 

" There is lycanthropy in the family,” " What did you do it in ?” asked the but not vtry gratefully. "Where do 
he said, "due, I believe, to some old specialist with some curiosity, for he you live?” 

Hungarian strain. I had a great-great- was a golfer too. - "Near Guildford, ’’answered the spec- 

uncle who faded habitually into the "It was on the seventh green,” an- ialist. "I will give you a card.” 
forest at week-ends and lived almost swered Mr. Timson with dignity. "I was The next two evenings were wet. 
entirely on human flesh.” thirty-four at the time. I left my clubs The thought of galloping to Guildford 

"And does it take that form with and began hunting for rabbits and field- all the way in the dark and then being 
you?” inquired the physician, not with- mice. Players who followed me supposed shot at with an air-gun was distasteful 
out a tinge of alarm. I had been taken ill and gone home.” to Mr. Timson, and he slept in the 

" Far from it,” returned Mr. Timson " All this must interfere very sadly kennel as usual. On the third night, 




after a long busy day at the office and 
a cheerful dinner in Soho with two 
friends, he turned softly into a wolf, 
and at half-past eleven could be seen 
trotting across Hammersmith Bridge, 
feeling a little sad in his mind, for who 
could say whether the specialist would 
not hit him in the eye with the dart? 
He smiled amicably at all the dogs he 
met, shuffled rapidly past the police- 
men, and when lie came to a coffee- 
stall sat up and begged. 

“To-night,” he thought as he bolted 
a piece of plum-cake, “I shall be free!” 

But near Esher a terrible misgiving 
came into his mind, a misgiving that 
all too soon reached the dimensions of 
a certainty. He could not remember 
the doctor’s address. Nor would he ever 
remember it. Accurate as a chartered 
accountant, in his wolf-mind he had 
no memory whatsoever for numbers or 
words. He gave a low howl of despair 
and began to creep homewards again. 
Should he jump into the Thames ? But 
if he did would he be fished out by 
the river police as a wolf or a man? 
He went on to South Kensington. The 
streets were filled with mist. As he 
came drooping round a corner he was 
startled from his melancholy by the 
apparition of a huge Alsatian dog, which 


sprang out of an open door barking 
loudly at him. Adopting his usual prac- 
tice, Mr. Timson flattened his body 
towards the pavement, put on a mild 
and deprecating expression, lowered his 
ears and wagged his tail. Alas 1 it was 
no use. The Alsatian growled fiercely 
and sprang upon him. Days of chartered 
accountancy and a gentle happy dispo- 
sition had not fitted Mr. Timson for 
street-fighting. But there was good 
stuff in him, and when the great dog 
rolled him over and death and dishonour 
stared him in the face he snarled as 
loudly as he could, put a fierce green 
glare into his eyes and with a violent 
effort wriggled himself free. 

Then at the house-door he noticed a 
slim figure. 


“Thank you ever so much I How 
splendid of you ! How brave you are 1 ” 
said the girl gratefully. “What on 
earth has happened to that other 
dog?” 

“I don’t know,” answered Mr. Tim- 
son, But he did. It had disappeared 
for ever. He dabbed his nose with his 
pocket-handkerchief. She was a very 
beautiful girl. They talked politely for 
several minutes in the gloom. 


Almost the only trouble of Mrs. Tim- 
son’s married life is that her husband 
will not let her keep any dog larger 
than a white Pekingese. Evoe. 


“ William 1 ” cried a giiTs voice. 


On the Second Crop of War Flays» 
Books and Films. 


“ Come off it, William ! ” 

But the fight went on. 

“ William 1 William 1 ” cried the girl. 
“ Come off it, you bad dog 1 ” 

There was no answer but noisy 


In Elanders fields the guns are still 
Ten years and more, bub here we kill 
Twice nightly. Death’s a Standard 
stunt. 

All ’s noisy on the West-End Front. 


scuffling and furious snarls. 


“ William 1 William 1 William 1 ” 
screamed the girl, lunning out into the 
road. 

There in the fog stood Mr. Timson, a 
little ruffled, holding the Alsatian by the 
collar and bleeding profusely at the nose. 


‘‘Mocking Bird has finished his racing career. 
The ten-year-old has won 18 races for his 
owner, Mr. "W. Wyllie, who for sentimental 
reasons will not spend the rest of his life in 
the paddock .” — Daily Paj^er* 


Even Mr. Solly Joel sometimes goes 


home. 
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MY PRIVATE SECRETARY. 

[“ If you want a thing done well, do it your- 
self.”-.OZ^ Wheese ] 

To me there is something truly ad- 
mirable in the way a talkie Captain of 
Industry disembarrasses himself from 
any of his assistants who have incurred 
his displeasure. He must know perfectly 
well that his stenographer has a crippled 
mother, a paralysed father and a hooch- 
drinking younger brother all dependent 
on her earnings, for all stenographers on 
the talkies have these encumbrances, 
but that does not deter him from dis- 
charging her at a minute's notice for 
some trivial offence. ^^Yo' fired,'* he 
remarks succinctly, and fired she is, and 
away she goes without argument. Her 
sobs, bellowing from the microphone, 
leave him unmoved. I wish I were more 
like that. 

Or alternatively I wish I could hire 
a Captain of Industry by the hour and 
get him to deal with Miss Moberly for 
me. Miss Moberly is my secretary, 
whose duty it is to type the brilliant 
thoughts which flow with such facility 
from my pen and despatch the type- 
script to various editors. In due course, 
if the editor be a man of sound judg- 
ment, a cheque arrives, and it is Miss 
Moberly’s duty to enter the amount of 
this in a cash-book. In the case of 
editorial inefficiency it is her business 
— and possibly pleasure — to place the 

article in a file 

marked Eejec- 
tions.** 

The trouble with 
Miss Moberly is 
that she is absent- 
minded. It is no 
unusual occur- 
rence for a manu- 
script to return, 
on the day follow- 
ing its despatch, 
new and clean in 
all its pristine 
freshness because 
she has posted it 
in the envelope 
provided for the 
editor’s reply. 

When this hap- 
pens, Miss Mob- 
eiiy, red with 
mortification, con- 
fesses her fault, 
says she is 7nosi 
aiof^tlly sorry and 
works like a slave 
for the rest of the 
day “to make up ’ 

Now none knows better than I that I 
should be perfectly j ust ified in fir— I mean 
discharging — Miss Moberly for incom- 
petence. A Captain of Industry would 


have done it during the first week with- 
out giving a hoot (save the micro- 
phone’s gratuitous one) for her fiance. 
But I cannot do it. Oiten I rise from 



“I BELIE YE IN TALKINa OUT.” 
Me. T. P. O'Oonnoe opposes the 
Olosuee. 

(Beproducedfrom *^J^uno7i,'* June 22, 1981.) 

the breakfast-table determined to ac- 
complish the feat, but the resolve 
vanishes at the sight of Miss Moberly 


waiting patient, pencil poised, with 
an air of expectation like a goldfish 
which has been promised an ant-egg. 
It is then I remember the fiance. Some 


day, when they have got a home to- 
gether, this nebulous fellow and my 
secretary are going to be married, and 
it is to that end that Miss Moberly 
works for me, the salary she draws 
from me going towards the nest-build- 
ing fund. So who am I to — ^well, I ’m 
not a Captain of Industry anyhow. 

But there is a rift iu the cloud. 

“ Would you mind aiofnlly,'' asked 
Miss Moberly a few days ago, “ if I took 
three days’ holiday next week ? You see 
we ’ve got nearly enough money now, 
so my fiance thought that we ought to 
be looking for a house. I’m afraid I 
shall be leaving you soon, Mr, Crow.” 

“ Why, this is splendid news,” I said 
— “about the house,” I added hastily. 
“Of course you can have a holiday.” 

“ Thank you frightfully,” she replied. 
“ There ’s a rejection this morning from 
The Marble and Granite Monthly — that 
story, you know, ‘The Glow of the 
Yule Log.’ ” 

“Miss Moberly,” I asked accusingly, 
“did you really send that story, full of 
plum-pudding and Christmas cheer, to 
Marble and Ch^anite^vihich is a magazine 
devoted to the headstone industry ? ” 

“Oh, dear,” said Miss Moberly, “I 
remember now. I sent it off at the 
same time as that article ‘Epitaphs 
for all.’ 1 must have put them in the 
wrong envelopes; I’m most terribly 
sorry 

“Please write to the Editor of Hale 
and Hearty and 
ask him to return 
the obituary arti- 
cle,” I said. 

Miss Moberly 
has gone on her 
holiday. I have 
just received a 
letter from The 
Hale and Hearty 
Magazine stating 
that “the article 
would have been 
returned sooner 
bad anyname and 
address been en- 
closed.” Miss 
Moberly again ! 

I really think 
that I shall have 
to rid myself of 
her, for she gets 
more and more 
careless every day. 
I hate doing my 
own secretarial 
work, as I am do- 
ing at present, but 
at least I know 
that it is being properly done. Still, I 
wish I were a film Captain of Industry. 

\Will the writer of this article please 
sejid his name and address ^ — E-n ] 



THE ALL-PARTIES LUNCHEON TO “THE FATHER OF THE HOUSE.” 

(MR. T. P. O’CONNOR). 

After JPexz' 8 picture of “ Weller and Ms friends drinking to Mr. PclW 
(Beproduced from Bunch” May 16, 192S.) 




MISLEADING CASES. 

XXV. — Back to the Oojtstitution. 
Haddock Y, The King; Haddock v, Co?^- 
stable Boot; Haddock v. The Southern 
Bailway^ 

A DECISION of the highest constitu- 
tional imporfeance was given in this 
case by the House of Lords to-day. 

The Loed Chancelloe said: “These 
three appeals have, by leave of your 
Lordships, been treated as one appeal. 
The facts are quickly stated. The appel- 
lant, Mr, Haddock, presented himself 


at Victoria Station with a railway and 
boat ticket for the French port of 
Calais, issued to him by the Southern 
Eailway. The official at the barrier of 
the platform inspected the ticket and 
requested Mr. Haddock to exhibit his 
passport. Mr, Haddock replied, in 
direct but courteous terms, that the 
Southern Eailway had contracted to 
carry him to Calais, that it was not a 
term of that contract that he should 
exhibit or even carry a passport, and 
that he declined to exhibit his passport 
to a subordinate official of the Southern 


Eailway, who would be better employed 
in making his journey comfortable than | 
in barring his passage and thus un- 
necessarily augmenting the nervous 
strain incidental to a journey. There 
was some debate, but at length the 
official, either impressed by Mr. Had- 
dock’s personality and command of 
language or preferring to leave the re- 
sponsibility of a decision to his col- 
leagues at Dover, permitted him to pass 
on to the train. 

“At Dover, when Mr. Haddock ap- 
proached the steam-packet, the same 
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request was made and was again refused. “The appellant (who cannot, we think, Magna Carta it is clearly provided and 

Buti here the official was not to be be quite so guileless as he appears to promised by the Crown—* for us and 
persuaded, and, although satisfied that be) then brought actions against Oon- for our heirs for ever ’—that 
Mr. Haddock’s ticket was in order, would stable Boot for false inaprisonmont, and “‘All merchants shall have their 


Mr. Haddock’s ticket was in order, would stable Boot for false inaprisonmont, and “‘All merchants shall have their 

not allow him to approach the vessel, against the Southern Railway s-s- ^ conduct to depart out of 

but even offered him physical resistance, sault (by their servant) and breach of England, to tairy in and go thmtgh 

amounting technically to an assault, contract. _ ^ li. England, as loell by land as hy ivater, 

Mr. Haddock insisted ; the attention of “It is admitted by the Crown that the to buy and sell, without any manner 

Constable Boot was attracted ; the con- Foreign Office did, and d^s, issue in- tolls, hy the old and rightful 

stable and the official conferred together I structions to the Southern Bailw^ that customs except in time of wg>t* 
it was decided between them that Mr. they are to carry no person to France ’ ^ 

Haddock’s refusal or inability to exhibit except such as exhibit a passport satis- ‘‘ The power which was wrested from 
his passport was a suspicious oircum- factory to the Foreign Office. But the King John at Eunnymede has not been 
stance suggesting that he was a criminal Foreign Office is not entitled to issue restored to the Crown by any subsequent 
fleeing from justice, and Mr. Haddock an instruction to any subject unless enactment or decision ; and in this old- 
was detained — or, to use the proper that instruction is authorised by an fashioned House we hold that Magna 
term, arrested — for inquiries. Mr. Had- Act of Parliament or by some still sur- Carta, except where it has been ex- 
dock immediately presented his banker’s viving, and indubitably surviving, rem- pressly superseded, is still the law. ^ It 
letter of credit and various documents nant of the prerogative of the Crown, would be strange if it were otnerwise. 
and photographs which established his **ln this case there is no such Act of The King’s Dominions and possessions 
identity and respectability ; but these Parliament, and the Crown’s advisers beyond the seas have been conquered, 
were not considered sufficient and the have not even pretended to discover held and maintained in prosperity 

vessel proceeded to through the readiness 

France without him. ^ oi his subjects to leave 

** The Southern Bail- these shores and ven- 

way have attempted to ^ abroad. And that 

justify their conduct by ' readiness has been in a 

pleadingthat they acted large measure the fruit 

as they did under the , liberty. In times of 

orders of His Majesty’s 

Secretary of State for r . ..s'l !/ turies, it has been the 

Foreign Affairs, and I 1 ' ' 1 ’ ‘ unwavering policy of 

Mr. Haddock was ill- TW ^ ' ■ '' ‘ Parlia- 

advised enough to bring i, / h '■ extend to the 

in the first place an l|||j|/ ^ j subject who is willing to 

action against the | || travel in foreign parts 

Crown for inducing a i|j| ^ '] iJ not merely consent but 

breach of his contract || j pi . ^8-'!! encouragement and 

with the Southern Bail- ip even inducements. And 

way. Here, as the -- ' “ ■ i these induce- 

Courts below have sue- ■ ments has been the per- 

cessively decided, and interests of the plaintiffs’ business at heart by ^ utk^ 

as he himself must be doing her Ghristivias shop-lifting early.” What is the pass- 

very well aware, he has port ? It is a document 

no tittle of a case. The King can do no one. The Foreign Office issues a some- signed by His Majesty’s Secretary 
wrong ^ either hy his servants or other- what peremptory pamphlet entitled of State for Foreign Affairs ‘request- 
wise, and therefore he cannot induce a ‘ Passport Begulations,’ in which it is ing and requiring in the name of His 
breach of contract or be liable for any stated that every British subject who Majesty all those whom it may concern 
other tortious act. This may seem leaves these shores ‘ must ’ do this or to allow the bearer to pass freely with- 
strange to those students of history that in relation to passports. But it is out let or hindrance, and to afford him 
who supposed that the despotic privi- nowhere stated on what authority that every assistance and protection of which 
leges of the Crown were surrendered or ‘must ’ is founded. And unless it can he may stand in need.* 
destroyed in the seventeenth century, be' shown that these commands and “ Evidence has been given in this case 
but that is the law. In this case there- regulations are made by virtue of the which shows that, even where the sub- 
fore Mr. Haddock’s appeal must be Boyal prerogative they have no better jeet is in possession of what is called a 
dismissed. juridical sanction than the rules of valid passport and obsequiously exhibits 

“But the quaint old rule that the King grammar or the canons of metrical com- it to all who desire to inspect it, the 
can do no wrong doss not meanthat heis position. document is in fact productive of more 

entitled to command his subjects to do “ Is there any such prerogative ? Has ‘ lets and hindrances ’ than any other cir- 
wrong, or to save them harmless if they the Crown, as such, without the autho- cumstance of a journey abroad. But in 
obey him, It would not, for example, rity of Parliament and in times of peace, essence the possession of a passport 
be a good defence to a charge of murder a power to forbid the subject to leave remains a privilege. For the British 
that the King, through the Foreign the kingdom unless be has the consent subject it may even be a right ; but it 
Secretary, had expressed a dislike for of the Foreign Secretary ? We find that can never be a duty. The distinction 
the murdered man; though the King it has not. of its origin, the use of His Majesty’s 

inhis clemency might graciously pardon “On the contrary, our researches have name, and the generous enthusiasm of 
themvxd.erQr after he had bee7% convicted, led us to the singular conclusion that its language, may suggest, and is with- 
This distinction is important; indeed it such a power or custom did once exist out doubt intended to suggest, that the 
is fundamental, but has been expressly taken away. In bearer is a person especially dear to the 












“ One thing I would urge m favour op my client. She showed 
that she had the interests of the plaintiffs’ business at heart by 

DOING HER GHRISTIVIAS SHOP-LIFTING EARLY.” 




Small Girl (suddenly, to influential relative) . “Why do yotj stand like that? Mummy always tells me to keep my 

TUMMY IN— LIKE THIS.” 


Crown and therefore of high moral 
character. But no man is entitled to 
argue the converse. 

‘‘ Nevertheless, by the arrogance of 
the Crown’s servants and the weak com- 
pliance of the subjects, the character of 
the passport has been in fact trans- 
formed. What was a privilege has be- 
come a duty ; what was a protection 
has become a peril ; what was intended 
to facilitate free movement has become 
an engine of obstruction. In time of 
war the Crown has an undoubted pre- 
rogative to restrict and regulate the 
movements of the subject. But, my 
Lords, we are not at war. We are at 
peace ; and it is desirable that the sub- 
ject should go about the world as readily 
and as freely as before. It is said that in 
recent times the readiness of our citizens 
to venture abroad has diminished, and we 
are told that the Colonial Office is mak- 
ing special efforts to induce a greater 
number to leave this country and seek 
their fortunes over the seas. These 
efforts are not wholly successful, and, 
now that we have heard of the obstacles 
to travel which have been placed by the 
Foreign Office in Mr. Haddock’s path, 


that does not surprise us. We were 
told that these Passport Eegulations 
(so-called) are of assistance in prevent- 
ing the undesirable alien from entering 
this country; but this is a somewhat 
fantastic reason for preventing the 
respectable Briton from leaving it. 
We were told that they are of use to 
the police in the apprehension of escap- 
ing criminals. Butthishas nothingtodo 
with us, with Mr. Haddock, or indeed 
with the Foreign Office. The police 
must devise some method of apprehend- 
ing the guilty traveller without obstruct- 
ing and persecuting the innocent. 

“We were told, again, that the regula- 
tions are made for the convenience of the 
traveller. We do not believe it. They were 
made for the preservation, in peace-time, 
of an autocratic power justified only by 
a state of war, and for the benefit of the 
passport officers in this and other coun- 
tries. But whether or not these defences 
have been erected in sincerity they have 
no foundation in law. If it is necessary 
for the good of the realm that such 
restrictions exist, then Parliament must 
say so in clear and unmistakable terms. 
Parliament has not said so, and Mr. 


Haddock is entitled to proceed to France 
without exhibiting his passport to any 
man in these islands. If the French 
authorities refuse to admit him without 
a passport that is his own affair. He 
had in fact a valid passport on his per- 
son, which he judged, and rightly judged, 
was only of interest to the foreign persons 
to whom it was addressed. Constable 
Boot and the Southern Eailway have 
injured the appellant; and they may 
not shelter behind the instructions of 
the Foreign Office, lor those instructions 
were ultra vires, unconstitutional, 
against public policy and an ‘ evil toll ’ 
such as is expressly forbidden by Magna 
Carta. They must pay the conse- 
quences. The damages claimed are not 
extensive, and I recommend that in ad- 
dition Mr. Haddock receive a grant of 
£6,000 from the Crown in recognition 
of his public services. There is some- 
thing to be said for the view that the 
Passport Office might be indicted as an 
unlawful conspiracy ; but that question 
we are not called upon to determine.” 

Lord Sweet, Lord Aeeowroot, Lord 
Lick and Lord Sheep concurred. 

A. P. H. 
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SIMPLE STORIES. 

Mb. Balgomeby. 

'When Mr, Balgomery was about forty 


hadn’t gone off yet and if Mr. Balgom- than he had expected. So he said well 
ery would pay him a thousand pounds I shall go and see about it at your Bank, 
he would tell her that she had better and if I find you are telling the truth I 


When Mr, Balgomery was about forty marry him, and he would come to the don’t mind marrying you. 
he had made so much money in his wedding himself and give her away so But the Earl’s aunt didn’t see why 
business that he thought he would like as to do the thing properly. But Mr, she should marry him, because she was 
to get married and spend some of it, Balgomery wrote back and said that quite comfortable as she was and had 
and he asked his head clerk what he he didn’t care about marrying anybody’s plenty of dogs and cats and canaries, 
thought about it. aunt and he had something better to Still she liked money too, and when she 

And his head clerk whose name was do with his money than to pay an Earl found oud how rich Mr, Balgomery was 
Mr. Popplewell said well I believe in a thousand pounds to come to bis she said perhaps she would. And by 
getting married if you are rich enough wedding. this time he wanted to marry her rather 


to afford it, but it might be difficult tor 
you to find the right sort of wife as 
you are not a gentleman. 

And Mr. Balgomery said well I 
know I ’m not because I wasn’t 
brought up to it, but I have | 

often been taken for one in j 

trains and buses because of my i 
trousers being so well creased. - — 

And Mr. Popplewell said oh 
that ’s no good, directly you ^ ^ 

open your mouth everybody can 
see you are as common as dirt. '^ ! ] ^ 
Still people don’t mind that so ' 
much as they used to as long 
as you are rich enough. You 
could marry my daughter Elsie 
if you like, I would rather she ^ 

married a gentleman as I am 
one myself though I am only 

a head clerk, but she is getting ; 

on now and doesn’t look like 'Vr: ; 
going off, so I would put up 
with it. r 

And Mr. Balgomery said oh ' X' 
I couldn’t marry the daughter 
of a head clerk even if she were 
pretty, and you know quite 
well that Elsie is perfectly 
hideous. k/'‘ 

Well Mr. Popplewell knew 
that it was no good expecting 
him to marry Elsie, so he w^asn’t , 

very disappointed and he said ^4^ '^''41 
Idon’t know whypeople should ^ 

mind marrying girls who are * 

rather ugly because you soon 








wedding. this time he wanted to marry her rather I 

And the Earl wrote back and said badly because of all her money, so he 
well what would he pay ? And he gave her quite an expensive diamond i 
said he might pay five pounds, but it necklace, and then she said oh very 
was no use talking about it because he well, I would rather marry a gentleman, 

bub as one has never asked me 

I t . ! 1 I I may as well put up with 

? . I common but 

, A Llv Jj 4 U ii i I improve you, 

^ 'Sil ^ something to do 

”” * fi ^ I w' 'Sit evenings. 

I™ I — ^ married, and ifc 

ri il -4 J wasn’t so bad at first because 
could each talk about how 
!l._l much money they had, bub 

T " ' j presently Mr. Balgomery got 

^ always staying at home 

1' being taught 

I I ‘ be less common, but she 

f wouldn’t go out because she 
I sifraid of the night air. And 

he said well then I shall go out 
bymyself,andshesaidyoudare. 
'$r X- i V.' . Ms. ' ^ i So then they had a regular 

! Lin I ■ quarrel, but Mr. Balgomery had 

Sr being married to 

WXXil'M X////' * r ■(•'i’J an Earl’s aunt by this time and 

^ km (^^^7 wasn’t so much afraid of her, 

/XXy ' so he said I shall do exactly ' 

what I like, and she began to 
^'1 kL ^bat ! 

A s^i’^ebing, yournose is quite red i 

V t enough as it is, and he walked I 

V straight out of the house. 

^bat the Earl’s 
” ^ aunt couldn’t do anything 

0 HE GAVE HEE Q^iTE ^ EXPENSIVE DIAMOND him at all, and she com- 

plained to the Earl And by 


■ - h'C ' ■- '' /// / / u/h' w ' 


IS'l ''2S7 


‘*S0 HE GAVE HEE QUITE AN EXPENSIVE DIAMOND 
NECEEACE.” 


get used to them and they make just as hadn’t found anybody to marry him this time the Earl had married Elsie 
good wdves if not better. And you don’t yet. Popplewell, because he rather liked ugly 

know any other ladies do you ? How So then the Earl came to see him, girls and she was very nice and looked 
are you going to get to know one? and he said couldn’t you just have a after his money, though he had spent 
And Mr. Balgomery said well I look at my aunt? she really isn’t half most of it, and made him comfortable, 
thought of putting an advertisement in bad, and she has got a title and plenty And Mr. Popplewell was very pleased 
the newspaper to say that I am very of money, the only thing against her is at Elsie marrying an Earl, and Mr. Bah 
rich and should like to marry the that she won’t give me any of it, or gomery had made him a partner in his 
daughter of an Earl. even lend me some. business because of it, so he was Quite 

And Mr. Popplewell said well that 


business because of it, so he was quite 


And Mr. Popplewell said well that Well Mr. Balgomery didn’t mind that, well off now and made Elsie an allow- 
isn’t a bad idea, and of course there are and thought he might as well see her, ance. 

Earls and Earls, you couldn’t expect all because he liked money and thought And when Mr. Balgomery complained 

of them with daughters to answer your this might he an easy way of getting it to the Earl about his aunt he said well 
advertisernent but some might, I will if the Earl’s aunt had enough to make she complained first and I can’t do ' 
see after it if you like because I can it worth while. So he went to see her anything for either of you, you ou^^hb 
better than you can. and she really wasn’t half bad though to have married Elsie when you l^ad 

Well only one Earl answered the a little old for him and with a cold com- the chance, she is worth six of my aunt 
advertisement, and he said that he press round her neck. And he asked and I am very glad I met her at your 
hadn t got my daughters because he her exactly how much money she had, wedding, I thought I should only get 
wasn t married, but he had an aunt who and it was quite a lot and much more five pounds out of it, but I have got 
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Elsie, and when Mr. Popple well dies he 
has promised to leave her all his money 
besides. 

So then Mr. Balgomery saw that he 
had made a mistake, and he was very 
annoyed with himself about it, but it 
was too late to get it altered and he 
had to make the test of it. But he 
didn’t really make the best of it, because 
he was very unkind to the Earl’s aunt 
instead of taking care of her and read- 
ing to her in the evenings when she 
was in bed with bronchitis and rheu- 
matism in her knees. And presently 
she said well I don’t see what I am 
getting out of this, I shall go and live 
by myself again and keep a parrot, but 
you will have to pay me a thousand 
pounds a year, besides what I have got 
myself. 

So Mr. Balgomery did that because 
by this time he couldn’t bear the sight 
of the Earl’s aunt, and she wouldn’t go 
for less. And after that he was very 
miserable because he had had all the 
expense of the diamond necklace and 
the wedding and had to pay a thousand 
pounds every year besides. And it 
preyed on his mind so that he got care- 
less about his business and didn’t make 


nearly so much money out of it as he 
had done before. But Mr. Popplewell 
was so pleased about everything, and 
especially about having grandchildren 
with titles, that he got quite good at 
doing business, and presently he said 
he couldn’t have Mr. Balgomery as his 
partner any longer but he would make 
him his head clerk if he liked. 

So that was what Mr. Balgomery 
got by being too fond of money and 
marrying somebody he didn’t love ; but 
the Earl was quite happy because he 
really loved Elsie although she was so 
plain. And she was happy too and 
seemed to get a little better-looking as 
she grew older. A. M.‘ 


DISTRACTION. 

[Boredom rafcher than actual fatigue, a 
labour expert states, is to be regarded as the 
prime cause of loss of efficiency among our 
workers.] 

Dear ladies, all three of you, Clarice 
And Mabel and Eve, who adorn 
My room in the office of Solomon 
Harris 

And Company, Brokers of Corn, 

As a toiler, I will not dissemble, 

I ’m woefully tardy and slack, 


And you may have observed that I fre- 
quently tremble 

Eight plumb on the edge of the 
sack. 

But is it ennui that is able 

My energies thus to unscrew ? 

Could a fellow be bored sitting opposite, 
Mabel, 

So piquant a charmer as you ? 

Could he falter and fail and grow weary, 

O Clarice and Eve, could he yawn 
While he gazes at you 'who are each a 
young Peri 

As fair as the flush of the dawn ? 

Nay, perish the thought ! And, if 
Nemesis 

(In the shape of Sol. Harris) decree 
That your poet be finally pushed off the 
premises, 

This let his epitaph be : — 

^‘Eired out for neglect of his duty, 

No more with the firm he is leagued ; 
It wasn’t the ledgers that bored him, 
but Beauty 

Too deeply enthralled and intrigued.” 


“Special Bunk for Giant Boxer.’* 
Newspaper Headline. 
Yes, we ’ve read a lot of it. 



“Geanny, daelino, can you tell mb where Joan and Charles have gone to-night? I was to meet them. 

“I THINK THEY SAID THEY WERE GOING TO SOME PEOPLE CALLED ‘ WHOOPEE.* ” 








ASPECTS OF MODERN ART. 

Proprietor of Gallery {displaying loorh of latest genius), “ Of course he has had no education or training w^t^er, 
AND IS COMPLETELY IGNORANT OF ALL THE PRINCIPLES OF ART, IN FACT, UNTIL SIX WEEKS AGO HE HAD NEVER HANDLED 
A BRUSH.” 

Enthusiast. Let us pray he will never learn 1 ” 


AN UNBEATEN RECORD, 

Can you beat it ? I ask you 1 His bag for the day 
(The first that he spent in my house, by the way) 
Included a sitting of pedigree eggs, 

A pair of silk stockings (one foot and both legs), 

The housemaid's new apron, a hat of the cook's, 

The covers of two of my favourite books, 

A piece of the hearthrug, a blue satin slipper. 

The half of a ham and the whole of a kipper ; 

My' best shaving-brush and a Waterman pen 
Completed the tale of enormities. Then, 

The household, en hloc, for his punishment clamouring, 

I told them to bring him to me for a hammering, 
Repaired to the hat-rack, selected a crop 
(‘‘I'll teach him that this funny business must stop ”), 
Betired to the smoking-room, scowling, to wait 
The New Dog’s arrival and well-deserved fate, 

A pause . . , voices off ♦ then enter my daughter 
Who bears in her arms the lamb for the slaughter — 

A thing like a mop-head, diminutive, fluffy — 

And says with a giggle, “Here, Daddy, here ’s Wuffy 1 ” 
Deposits her burden ; it capers around, 

Then leaps from the floor to my knees in a bound, 

This case-hardened criminal, breaker of laws. 

Effusively waving impenitent paws 1 
- “ Another big Human ! Enchanted to meet it t ” 

And I ? Ob, well, dash it I I ask — can you beat it ? 


Jn a (5oot> Cause^ 

The Prince op Wales is to preside at the Inaugural 
Dinner of the King George Hospital, on Wednesday, 
December 18th, at the Mansion House. This new Hospital 
will serve a district of Thames-side — ^Barking, Becontree, 
Ilford and Manor Park — where some half-a-million people 
have settled since the War, for whose needs the existing 
hospital at Ilford is quite inadequate. In part of the area 
there are fifty thousand children, for whom not a single 
hospital bed is at present provided. Those who live in this 
district are far away from the centre of London's splendid 
voluntary hospital system. Though they have done their 
share in the great efforts that are being made to raise funds 
for the necessary hospital accommodation they are mostly 
wage-earners, and their call for help should make a strong 
appeal to the more fortunate of London’s citizens. 

The King and Queen have visited this area and con- 
tributed to the Band for providing it with a hospital, which 
by special permission will bear His Majesty’s name. It is 
intended, before the year is out, to lay the foundation of the 
first block, which will contain one-hundred-and-forty out 
of the three hundred beds required. 

Mr. Punch earnestly begs his readers to help to ensure 
that the Prince’s Dinner List may be worthy of the 
occasion. Cheques should be made payable to The 
Treasurer, King George Hospital, and addressed to The 
Lord Mayor, Mansion House, E.G. 
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. . . A YOUTH WHO BOSE, MID SNOW AND ICE, 
A BANNED WITH A STEANGE DEVICE.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, Noveniber 18th . — It was Mr. ' 
Arthur Henderson’s turn to stand up ; 
and be shot at. As is the habit of Min- 
isters when the bombardment becomes 
too hot. he took final shelter behind the 
bomb-proof formula, have nothing' 
to add to the answer I have already' 
given ” — a formula particularly devas- 
tating when everybody is aware that 
the answer the Minister has already 
given has no relation whatever to the 
question he is now seeking to evade. 

Sir Austen Chamberlain led the 
attack on the Government’s Eussian 
policy, but Captain Eden and Com- 
mander Oliver Locker-Lampson helped 
to press it home. So did Sir Henry Page 
Croft, who so far forgot himself as to 
remark that the Minister had “fooled” 
the House. One must not say that of 
any Minister, although as a matter of 
fact fooling the House is one of the 
things that every Minister does ; so, in 
response to angry shouts and the 
Speaker’s rebuke. Sir Henry reduced 
the offending verb first to “deceived,” 
and, upon that proving equally unac- 
ceptable, to “misled.” 

The Minister’s answers as a fact did 
not justify the suggestion that he had 
fooled the House, but they more than 
justified the suspicion that M. Dov- 
GALEVSKY had fooled Mr, Arthur Hen- 
derson. At any rate the Foreign 
Secretary was forced to admit that 
ambassadors had. been appointed; that 
the Soviet pledge to abandon propa- 
ganda would only be given w^hen the 
Eussian Ambassador presented his cre- 
dentials; that meanwhile the Soviet 
neither showed, nor apparently was ex- 
pected to show, any signs of curbing its 
pi'opagandists as an earnest of its good 
intentions ; and that even when the pledge 
'has been given there is no 'reason to 
suppose the propaganda will really stop, 
because the Soviet Government has posi- 
tively declined to accept the British 
Government’s view that the Soviet 
Government is responsible for the pro- 
pagandist activities of the Third Inter- 
national. 

The House passed to less contentious 
matters : Disablement Pensions, as to 
which Mr. Eoberts announced that 
there would no longer be any time limit ; 
the Electoral Eeform Conference, which 
the Prime Minister said had not yet 
been constituted, and the success of 
Mr. Snowden’s Conversion Loan, in 
respect of which the Chancellor, being 
asked if he did not consider that the 
success of the loan went to show that 
his gift of half per cent to certain 
brokers was a waste of money, replied 
somewhat airily that it might not 
always be apparent on the surface what 


was the purpose of his actions, but the 
House could always rely on the fact 
that there was an absolutely satisfac- 
tory answer. 

What care-free, irresponsible lives 
Ministers would lead if they could always 
answrer awkward questions in that 
fashion! The House passed on to a 
further instalment of the Committee 
stage of the Widows’ Pensions Bill and 
made quite a lot of progress with it. 
Not altogether unused to the spectacle 
of Satan rebuking sin, it yet derived some 
cynical amusement from the spectacle 
of Mr, Neville Chamberlain moving 
an amendment designed to curb the 
Minister’s bureaucratic powers t 



LordBoTBEBMEBE {fls Lord JBeavebbrooe 
takes the phmge) “Why, there’s Max 
actually gone in.” 

Tuesday, November 19tli . — There is 
no doubt that the Briton is feeling his 
oats, but unfortunately they are German 
oats, and the feeling is not as exhilarat- 
ing as it ought to be. Lord De La Ware 
admitted as much to Lord Bledisloe, 
though he made the reservation that 
he had no “precise information” as 
to the cost of producing oats in this 
country. The thought obtrudes itself 
that, if the Ministry has not the pre- 
cise information, it is precious little 
good as a Ministry, and, if the British 
farmer has not supplied it to the Min- 
istry, he is precious little good as a 
farmer. 

The House of Lords is not exactly 
the home of lost causes, but it is a long 
time since it functioned as the cradle of 
a new idea. It could claim that dis- 
tinctjon this afternoon, when Lord 
Beaverbrook chose it as the forum 
in which to deliver himself of Empire 


Free Trade. The Imp of Shoe Lane 
was just a shade inaudible, but made 
on the whole an effective speech. And 
at least he was visible, which is more 
than can be said of the equally voci- 
ferous seer of Carmelite House. There 
was an absence of particularity about it, 
however, which enabled Lord Arnold, 
who once more trotted out all the old 
Free Trade shibboleths, to say with 
some show of truth that the noble 
Lord’s policy was remote from reality. 
Lord Cushendun sympathised, but 
also saw nothing substantial in the 
proposals. Lord Bledisloe asked 
bluntly where the British farmer came 
in under Lord Beaverbrook’ s scheme, 
and Lord Salisbury took occasion to 
demand in derisive tones what the 
Government’s Imperial policy was. 

In the House the appearance, at the 
beginning of the Order Paper, of Ques- 
tions to the Secretary for Scotland 
seemed to indicate that Mr. MacPheb- 
SON and his compatriots have gained 
their point. Twenty-nine Scottish Sup- 
plementary Questions were asked, the 
persistence of the questioners being in 
inverse proportion to the importance of 
the topic. For example, Mr. MaoPher- 
SON drew attention to the fact that at 
this time of the year deer in the High- 
lands raid the crofters’ root crops. Could 
not arrangements be made which would 
permit the outraged crofter to shoot, 
say, the two leaders ? “ And how are 
ye to know which are the leaders ? ” 
replied canny Mr. Adamson. 

The House polished off the Widows’ 
Pensions Bill. A plea by Mr. Shake- 
speare’ for the deserted wife so moved 
Miss Lawrence that she agreed to 
give the matter consideration. Mr. 
Chamberlain declared, on motion for 
the Third Beading, that the Bill would 
place the first nail in the Govern- 
ment’s coffin, while Mr. Brown and 
Mr. Greenwood, supporting it, took 
occasion to compliment Miss Lawrence 
on her fine work in connection with 
the Bill. 

Wednesday, November 20th . — Lord 
Arnold, when questioned by Lord Ban- 
bury about the Conversion Loan, could 
hardly take Mr. Snowden’s high and 
mysterious line. Instead he assured 
the noble lord that the bargain-counter ' 
price offered to certain brokers was a 
“prudent insurance carried out on fair 
terms ” — an explanation which, Lord 
Danesfort said, did not explain. 

On the other hand Lord Thomson’s 
explanation to Lord Newton of why 
the projected joy-ride of both Houses 
in the Government’s new gas flivver, the 
BlOl, was postponed was a model of 
sympathetic tact. It was not the velo- 
city of the wind, he explained, because 
the swifter the gale the more desirable it 
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as that the airship should be cruising Other Members indicated that the op the Exchequer had ** readily agreed 
round instead of having her nose pulled whale of depression would not be ap- to render a certain amount of assistance 
out of joint by the mooring mast. The peased by the sprat of Government en- to the Scottish fishing industry.” The 
Members’ trip was postponed because couragement and particularised the House then proceeded, like Solomon, 
it would have been made entirely sort of action they thought the Govern- to speak of trees. 

through rain - clouds, Thursday, November 

whereas the great ad- 21st , — Thegnumaynot 

vantage of the airship know it but Lord Pass- 

as a form of locomotion k field is its friend. The 

—an advantage which \ sassaby does not seek 

would certainly make assistance in vain. 

spacious prospect, the rhinos from motor- 

magnificent view that cars may expect no 

was obtained from it, mercy from him. All 

far superior to anything ^ transpired in a de- 

to be obtained from any bate, initiated by Lord 

other vehicle.” . Onslow, on the wanton 

Lord Newton, who - _ destruction of African 

had stigmatized the air- --===— fauna. 

ship as “a form of pub- jM MeanwhileMr. Llovd 

lie extravagance largely m George’s elephant-gun 

stimulated by the Press was drumming heavily 

and a concession to sen- on the less pachvder- 

sation,” was so oyer- matous portions of the 

come by this spacious Government’s Bigger 

eulogy of the ether, as and Better Doles Bill, 

a place where every “THE CHALLENGE.” The attack came rather 

prospect pleases^ and {After ilie painting by Landseee.) as a surprise. Major 

only the weather is vile Ramsay MacDonald and Mr. Maxton. Elliot’s frontal attack 

return tt There might he some difference of opinion as to who were the leaders.” from the Conservative 
T TIT > ■ Adamson in the Debate on Deer in Scotland. benches was expected. 

The Lord Mayor s Coming from the Party 

Show is a fine display but it has its ment should take. Mr. Adamson threw which can proudly claim to be the 
drawbacks, said Mr. Day. Eor example a little cod-oil on the troubled waters Father of the Dole, it naturally lacked 
it always stops.the legitimate trade of by pointing out that the Chancellor bite. 

shops on the route, and would it not be It was Mr. Maxton who was expected 




“THE CHALLENGE.” 

{After the painting by Landseee.) 

Mr. Ramsay MacDonald and Mr. Maxton. 

' There might he some difference of opinion as to who were the leaders.” 

• Mr. ^DJK,soN in the Debate on Deer %n Scotland. 


a tremendous boon if they’d always 
have it on a Saturday afternoon ? And 
why, supplemented Commander Bel- 
lairs, must it seek the congested 
thoroughfares ? Why not push it 
along in barges, to be gazed upon 
from the river’s marges? But Mr. 
Morrison answered, ‘‘No.” Tradition 
requires that the Lord Mayor’s Show, 

I which the public delights to gaze 
upon, shall go the way it has always 
gone; and as for making the thing 
aquatic, he deemed the advantages 
problematic and unlikely to win the 
approbation of the City of London 
Corporation. 

The House indulged in a little acrid 
mirth when Mr. Oliver Baldwin, 
favoured by the luck of the ballot, 
announced that he would in four weeks’ 
time call the attention of the House to 
the distribution of wealth. Sir Robert 
Hamilton then moved that the state of 
the fishing industry called for action by 
the Government, and Mr. Buxton re- 
minded the House that Queen Eliza- 
beth had dealt with a like situation by 
a sort of compulsory “ Eat More Fish ” 
campaign. As for Government action, 
was it not conducting intensive re- 
searches into the life-history of the 
sprat ? 


It was Mr. Maxton who was expected 
to do the biting, and it was with the idea 
of anticipating his assault that Miss 
Bondfield had framed her rapid-fire 
speech. But the blunderbuss that the 
Pirate King was expected to discharge 
at the Government never went off at all, 
while bullets from the Liberal volleys 
rained on the Government’s astonished 
pelt. As for the new Father of the 
House, he lost no time in applying 
the parental shoe-leather where it 
would do most good. Liberals would 
support the Bill, he said, but he 
made it pretty plain that support 
will cease then and there unless the 
“ young-age pension ” is dropped. Mr. 
Maxton’ s speech, compared with that 
of the Liberal leader, was a mere lifting 
of the finger, a mild “ Tub, tut 1 ” We 
left the Lords mourning the threatened 
extinction of the larger carnivora. We 
left the Commons wondering what 
Party game- warden had silenced the 
growls of the Clydeside man-eater. 

A Watery Bier. 

-HAVT-n TTT-FT PTTATvrPTONT ciTONTT? “ The seven points by wMch England won 

DAYID, THE Oi^MPION STONE- tombstone upon what had 

THROWER. been the flood tide of Welsh successes.” 

{A Study in Stained Glass ) South Wales Pa;per. 

Me. Lloyd George charges the Gov- They were indeed the last straw that 
BRNMENT WITH EXTRAVAGANCE. nipped the Cambrian camel in the bud. 
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Pc7'tr ait Painter. “I KNOW YOU ’ke going to say there’s soriething wrong 

WITH THE EYES.” 

Loyal Wife. “ My hear, I think they ’ee maevelloits — each in its own 

WAY.” 


THE PERFECT SKOOTIHfi GUEST. 

{After a Popular Model.) 

Five minutes earlier than ten 

His car is where his host expects him 
And, greetings paid, he asks of when 
And where the same, at eve, collects 
him; 

Glide goes his gun to, smooth as rhyme, 
And, rain-coat, extra ammunition 
Arranged for, now on tick of time 
Numbered he waits for “first posi- 
tion.” 

Lo, moving off, behold that gift, 

A guarded tongue, in operation; 

No coveys to the landscape lift 
A head to hear his conversation ; 

Of him no host need make appeal 
To the Olympian gods that they gag 
A noisy brute ; and at his heel 
His grave old spaniel walks like Agag. 

So, at the bristling butts themselves, 
He installs his “ stick ” both well 
and truly. 

Just feels the ambient “number 
twelves ” 

Cold-rimmed upon his zone, then duly 
Down in all confidence he sits — 

You ’d say a not unmanly study, 

His gun as ready as his wits, 

His face aware and brown and ruddy. 

Though none could claim for him that he 
Is match of Walsingham or Eipon, 
He 11 gather one shot out of three, 

A mean he keeps good daily grip on; 
While for the rest, in brief effect, 

He ’s of his ancestors’ bequeathal 
And bred from boyhood to respect 
And treat a gun as something lethal. 

He takes no “ fur ” that ’s far away 
Nor any “feather” that’s a vain one. 
And, were you asked of him, you ’d say, 
“An unselfish shot and a humane 
one ; ” 

And busy (now we ’ve done the drive) 
Watch his old dog poke round pre- 
cisely 

And pick his master’s four or five,* 

And find a neighbour’s runner nicely. 

How often has his tact consoled 
A host whose gods against him go 
all; 

His compliment head-keepers hold 
Beyond the Bradbury’s deft bestowal; 
And when the weather is a beast 
Or when the bag goes unaugmented 
Such trifles touch him not the least 
Who looks and acts and is contented. 

And, where the Irish stew is warm 
And luncheon in the lodge most 
pleasant. 

Who ’s so delightfully in form 
Among the agreeable persons present 
As is our friend ? thus when, anon. 
The keeper, knocking, comes to tell us 


That, please, his beaters have gone on, 
Haply you’ll find their zeal too 
zealous. 

So, when the last “Good-night ” ’s ex- 
pressed 

And Dian on the down-ridge 
brightens, 

You 11 say about your fellow-guest 
What’s seldom said, I think, of 
Crichtons, 

Namely (1 11 put it pat and plain 
And in the putting it complete him) 

That, when he ’s asked to come again. 
You hope that you 11 be asked to 
meet him. P. E. C, 


Welcomes Which Verge on the 
Impertinent. 

“ The tolling of a olinrch bell at Stowford, 
near Lifton, last week, announced to the 
parishioners the advent of a new vicar.” 

Local Pajger. 

“The home trade in Christmas puddings runs 
into tons, many households ordering as many 
as three dozen .” — Daily Pa^&r. 

This seems to indicate the passing of 
the “Eighteen-day Diet.” 


“ The growth of angling has inspired an Ala- 
bama farmer to start a farm for the production 
of worms on a large scale .” — Evening Pamper. 

Any over six inches make us shiver. 
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~ Li altogether; foi-. improbabilities the play itself, 

at the pictures. the printed words are try one W Pfin- 

Sbakespeaee yiA Hoblitwood. are JXa -raditv of Pc^ f“ ’"stance, is the wedding, 

The Taming of the Slirow has always I cadences, whiletho oradity j^he jplay occurs off. 


j. Ito v 1 

I Bn a problem to bhaUe- 
saveau students. Onco the 
duotion is finifibed they cati 
id in it so littlo of the noble 
Liid; and they are perplexed 
r the fact that GliYisioph6) 
y, having been laid in the 
rdly bed and fooled to the top ^ 

bis bent in order to prepare 
, 1 ’ the performance of the jT ^ 

.rollers, does not. with his ^ [j A 

himsioal practical - joking I / 

ost. reappear at the end when 
leir play is finished. It is not f 
ke Shakespeare to lose such 
good jest as the awakening yM 

i Chmtopher Sly would be. It / # i 

I not like Shakebpeahe ^ to / Jll 

Bfrain from rounding the thing I [ 

ff Tvith some more graceful 
/ords by the master of the 
.ouse wherein it all takes fl n 

lace. Mummers who received 
0 warm a welcome would he 
hanked and bid d en God -speed. 
dany editors, dry and less dry, f4-/^ 
lave done their best with the 
iroblem, and their sum of the 
natter is that Tha Taming of 
he Shrew is of composite for- 
natiou, and, hia Induction ).ht>owp 
lone with, Shakespeare did 
nothing hut touch up the re- 
mainder. I venture personally 
to doubt if he did even that. 

More likely, I think, the very 
inferior article was brought to 
him and he allowed himself to be per- m 
auaded to write a setting for it. ^ cc 
Since wb shall never know, it is not 
worth while to labour the point. I am 
mentioning it now solely in order to 
warn readers who majf think of going 
to the London Pavilion to see the 
Hollywood version of the farce that 
they will And no Induction there and 
therefore loss SH^utBSPEAiiB than the 
stage can offer. Nor will they find any 
of the intricate and tiresome plotting 
of tha play proper, and none of its im- 
personations, with the one exception of 
Horiensio (Mr. Geoffrey Wardwell), 
who by dint of disguising himself as a 
musician with all the appearance of Mr. 
Lyttom Strachev becomes Bianca*s 
successful lover, poor Lnce7iiio (who 
wins her in reality) being crowded out. 

Since thestorybas been thus narrowed 
down to the relations of JPeti^chio (Mr, 
Douglas PAinnAUKs) and Kailierine 
(Miss Mary Piokford), and since the 
idea of the taming of shrews was an 
old one in dramatic literature before 
Shakespeare got to work, his jjreat 
name might indeed have been elimin- 


and we hear of Peii'ttchio' s de- 
meanoiir there only through 
' Grcmio’5 story, But hero we 

bgo iho bridegroom in his in- 
credible disregard of the sauc- 
titles of a cathedral. In the 

1 consistently off; but hero we 

see it, an outsize circus steed, 
whose broad plateau of a 
backP^;in^^5/t^ocanb0 acrobatic, 
and from which, roaohing home 
^ deluge, he pushes his wife 
into the midden among the 
»/ P’S® leaves hor to flounder 

r ^ disgusting epi- 

k BmK W St^fV incident of the 

#/^ I wedding - night — entirely an 
if mn\ innovation and a very un- 

^ iyl NjP \ Shakespearean one — is con- 

I ^ \ i earned with the supper. It 

n Vi^ \ \ recalled by those who 

^ the play that one of 

S' Feimcliio's taming methods is 

g to deny his wife any iood. No 

/? *=» sooner is the joint ready than 
^ . IT be vows it is ruined in the 

" f / \V \l 1 roasting and must away. And 

””^ 1 ^! / W1 I through the meal, so 

|yV W ^ retire unfed, 

wp AT i Both, But in tho film Peiru- 

V ) T w steals downstairs again to 

^ V enjoy alone a copious feast. 

Ml’ PouaiiAS Fairbanks (aw Peinichiot to shade of the I havo, I think, said enough 
Bard). "What you wart. Will, is a bit of oustard- gho^v that not only is it 
Piu PEP.” not The Taming of the Shmu 

m6thod9,;vithhi8wf0atjdofliornomal|th^^^^ 


me&noas wicn ins who - ■ w ^ 

oondnot in her father’s house (they both done to inaho t mt play a more 1 vmg 

thing. Taking tho film, howevei, as an 
entertainment, apart and wholly on 
merits, it may amuse. Mr. 

/ / / / / / ’/^ Pairbanks is always vital and virile, 

/ / // ho still leaps, laughs (far too often 

f / / j^/ loTJii) and displays most enviable 

/ (uG^ ( / l) 1 ) teeth, Ho is also, according to his read- 

/ \ J ’“S of the part, an adequate PeirucUo, 

/ hub would, of course, have been well 

r l 0-* kicked, had tho Paduans any decency, 

t Miss Piokford is less well suited, ^ She 

^ y An is not so mucli a shrew as a harridan, 

^ P**'^*^ that assorts ill with her pretty 
^he end ^ she appears to 
bo asking its to believe that she has 
been play-acting all tho time and 
^hat Katherine was roally a sohemnig 
underneath; a dovo with a dog- 

The settings, worthy of abettor story, 
are, I understand, largely the work of j 
i Mr, Laurenob Irving, grandson of that ■ 

i MIDDEN-LARKS; gvo^it and devout Shakespearean, bu 

' OR, The Shaming op the Shrew (asd Henry Irving — at the 

i EvisRYBOBY ELSE). whos 0 name it IS perhaps weu tosiojj. 

■ Katlierim , , . Aliss Mary Piokford. ' 



CONVERSATION. 

I HAVJ!) read recently that Oonversa- 
tioii ie coming in. Oarda of invitation 
to dine have been sent out, accord- 
ing to a sensational rumour, with the 
word ConmrsatiQ)i*' printed in the 
corner. 

It is a curious tale. So many ajjpli- 
aiices and diversions, such as orchestras, 
cabaret shows and intermittent dancing 
have beon employed now for so many 
years in order to drown conversation 
or render it unnecessary that one hesi- 
tates to believe in so violent a piece of 
anachronism, In any case I have 
always thought that conversation was 
rather an un-English proceeding, The 
common impulse is to refrain from 
speaking to your neighbours, in the 
belief that anything you may say is 
likely to bore them and any answer 
they may make is likely to bore you. 

There are no rules for conversation. 
There is no moment at which it is ob- 
liged to start, as in crioket, ncr is there 
any referee to prevent sudden interrup- 
tions from the right or left. After one 
bout or round it is never certain who 


has the honour of starting the next. I 
have often felt that at some dinner- 
party it might occur — ^possibly it has 
occurred— that, through diffidence, deli- 
cacy or disinclination (growing naturally 
as time went on) no one ever started 
speaking at all. 

Nor would this bo in any way un- 
philosopbical. We know that silence 
is golden, Employing the Aristotelian 
teriniDology, we might say that silcnoo 
during meals is a virtue, being the 
mean between the two vices of Si^oak- 
ing on the one hand and Bating with 
a Loud Noise on the other, Oertainly, 
where no actual instructions have been 
printed on his message of invitation, 
the guest might well argue that be had 
been summoned not to talk but to 
feed. And where instructions been 
printed he might contend that they 
should be far more explicit as to subject 
matter and transition from one theme 
to another. 

I should welcome, for instance, a 
dinner invitation in which the menu 
was supplied beforehand and annotated 
with suitable topics for discussion dur- 
ing every course. No man could com- 


plain of being led blindly to his doom 
if the pleasure of his company was 
sought for — 

(Bufsfarck* . . . Bbmotnllism. 

Tortile Claim , . . Thoiludo in Art, 

FMoU de Solo Sauce, 

Tartare .... War Hooks. 

Mousse de Foia Gras UnemployinGiit Iii- 
.cib GeUe « . ^uranco, 

Nciselte^A'AgnQau aiix 
Petits Fois . . . Tho S tool Golf Shaft. 

Faisan JR6H .... Light Badluago. 

LangtiedeJBceu/Fnm6e Life aftoi’ BeAth, 
Ghc4st Petits 

Fotirs Alpine Sxjorts. 

Dessert Bolalivity. 

Cap Traffie Control. 

His i)lans would be cat-and-dried, His 
preparations would bo made. And if 
it were furthermore indicated at what 
point he should turn from one partner 
to another, and who those partners were 
to be, there would be, little danger of 
wastago. Not an epigram nor a loii 
mot would bo fired into the shoulder of 
a waiter or lost in the wildornesa of 
an elegant back. 

So great an amount of provision is 
probably unattainable. Bub if eonvor- 
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. sation is to be revived certain rules of really good thing, would put it to his 
this almost extinct art should be learnt partner this way : — 


carefully and committed to memory. 


‘As you so charmingly (or, so de- 


Much depends upon whether conver- lightfully) said to me not long ago 

sation is to be a monologue or a duo- and then let fly. And then, if she dis- 
logue. The man who wishes to make it claimed the imputation, would transfer 
a monologue, gaining the attention not it grudgingly to the most notorious wit 
only oi both his neighbours but also of of the hour. This is called Self-Abne- 
everyone within earshot, must of ne- gation in the Cause of Art. 
cessify study bis tactics beforehand and Much more might be added about the 
omit no stratagem. One whom I knew effect on conversation of Wine, Tobac- 
well used to make a point of arriving co, the Introduction of the Names of 
last in order to become the focus of Exalted Personages, the discovery that 
attention. His hair would be a little that which appeared to be an Ordinary 
disarranged, and he would apologise by Comestible is in reality Iced, the Ex- 
narratingaProvidentialEscape, his taxi- elusion (if possible) of the One Subject 
cab having collided with another, which Likely to Cause the Listener Pain, and 
contained the most notorious person, the Surreptitious Attempt to Discover, 
male or female, who happened at the where no cards are provided, Who in 
moment to be in the public eye. His Thunder the Listener May Be; and of 
path way was thus paved for the Brilliant I conversation on the Left Hand with 
Paradox or Mordant Cynicism 
which he had carelully pre- 
pared to follow his dramatic 
entry upon the scene. Nor 
from that fine opening was 

he ever wont to look back. f \ 

And I have heard him engage 
as many as eight persons at 

ing to a Fantastic Personal M ||/ 

heard before and all knew to / t|w1 ||11 

It is not sufficient merely to ^ 

f ave the way for the Brilliant ^ Ivi 

mpromptu which, when the \^/// ^/^ 
time comes to utter it, secures YA 1 n \ 
the Tribute of the Genuine \\\ 

Smile. For the question imme- ^ 

diatelyarises, How to proceed? A BOY S BEST FRIEND. 

The conversation has been Mrs, 

shattered by the blow. The “ An» I’m soeby to say ’e ’s a 

person addressed lies prostrate, the the deaf when one does not wish the 
speaker himself is rattled, for anything Bight Hand to hear, 
he says next may have the sorry effect The more I consider it the more 
of an anti-climax. The impromptu can- doubtful it seems whether it is wise to 
not always be so timed as to come at reimpose the burden of conversation 
the end of a bout with one partner and upon an innocent and unsuspecting 
thus give a breathing-space for recovery, guest. Evoe. 

And always when 1 read of the marvel- a t j- 

lous repartees which have been uttered ,, ^ Chummymoon. 

1 * ‘i- x* vx fixu X “ The bride and bridegroom who left by car 
by giant convers^ionalists of the past, t^eir honeymoon in the Nilgiris had a most 
whether it were TAIiLEYEAND or John- enthusiastic send-off. Theo£6cersofthel0/6Lh 
SON or Whistler or Wilde or some Harathas Light Infantry appropriately accom- 
other, I feel bound to ask myself, <* Yes, journey.” 

but what happened next? How did ^ enthu^sm^was 

dinner itself proceed? Did the knives 

and forks drop from the faiot hands, , 


A BOY’S BEST FRIEND. 

Mrs. Scratten (Miss Louie Tinsley) ^ introducing 
(ikfr. Horace Lyons), “ An’ I ’m sorry to say ’e ’s a 


and the hushed lips fear to profane the . the Hudson’s Bay Company, who 

silence that foUowed upon the master- estoblish^ in the north for more 

^ T A >1 ^ than two and one-half centuries. Since the 

1 “rrT ^be Stuarts its steamers l^ye gone 

Xherearej however, Ways and Means, through the straits on an average of once a 
of ^eae perhaps flattery mthox y&^^^’-OanadianPaper, 

t^ BSstc^iaustell us how ladies, travelling 

I bad a friend who, in the post-Sfcuart period, complained 
or invented a of the vapours. 


AT THE PLAY. 

“Third Time Lucky” (Ambassadors). 

I CONFESS that I suffered many dole- 
ful spells in the course of this improb- 
able piece, comforting myself substan- 
tially with the consistently sound acting 
of Mr. Hugh E. Wrigh u as the Bev, 
Arthur Fear, Eeotor of Stoke Fernie. 
One would have thought that all the 
fun had long been extracted out of 
the mannerisms of the obscurer Eng- 
lish clergy, but Mr. Eidley, having 
thought fit to deny this thesis, 
couldn’t well have had a better ally than 
Mr. Wright. At times the exigencies of 
ultra-farcical situation rather stretched 
the idiocies and gaucheries of the 
Bev, Mr, Fear beyond credibility and 
robbed the actor of his quietly and care- 
fully-built-up effects ; but, where the 
current of the play ran soberly, 
Mr. Wright delighted us with 
some well -observed and not 
over-emphasised tricks of man- 
ner, speech and gesture, and 
succeeded in making us laugh 
with, rather than at, ‘ the 
worthy parson. 

k The Eector of Stoke Fernie 
had a ward, Jennifer, Her 
approaching twenty-first birth- 
|j day was to mark the end of his 

\j j stewardship. She was or was 

^ / alleged to be a very bright 

modern cocktailing young 
^ person. And of course the 
^ Eector loved her, and of course 

Ijr his old housekeeper, who be- 
u\ cause she had of old washed 
u\\a his ears was very managing 
and motherly, approved of the 
marriage, and equally of course 
TOmf " bright young thing, Jen- 

nifer, had just fallen in love 
with Someone Else and dashed the poor 
guardian’s fond hopes by asking his 
blessing. She had also a dark secret. 
She had not long ago imagined herself 
in love with yet Another Body and had 
actually gone to his rooms. “ Nothing 
more, I am sure you will believe me, 
nothing more.” But she had written 
fond letters which were now in his safe, 
for he was a blackmailer by trade, and 
thought she would pay a thousand 
pounds to prevent him sending them to 
her new young man. Why not tell the 
new young man ? ^ “ Oh, I couldn’t, 
I couldn*t / ” The idea of any modern 
young woman feeling bound to hide 
from any modern young man the baleful 
secret that she had once actually been 
to a^ man’s rooms quite innocently and 
foolishly is a genuinely comic idea which 
the author has unaccountably failed to 
exploit. 

But you have not heard the worst. 
The new bad young man is in league 
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with the old for a cominission on the tup mpyt ah ipr'Tiv/p sUcle till well into the nineteen- 

blackmail turnover, but thinks he will THE NEXT ADJECTIVE, hundreds. But it has not mattered so 

do better for himself by marrying the I have never been really up-to-date, very much,except with these adjectives, 
rich young woman and getting a per- never dernier cri: the cry before last I will explain. 

manent income, ‘‘But what about is about my mark. I did not become! The first'adjeotive I can remember 
your wife, Josephine?’* says being in trouble with was 


your wife, Josephine?’* says 
his chief. “Bigamy is a very 
serious crime,” “Boiledagain,” 
says the bad youn g man in effect 
and gives up the fight after a 
last desperate effort to per- 
suade Jennifer to proceed with 
him forthwith to some un- 
known destination on the 
strength of her promise to fly 
with him to the ends of the 
earth — ^the sort of thing that 
the modern cocktailer, I imag- 
ine, would rather die than say, 
Jennifer is such a profound ass 
that only the accident of seeing 
in the looking-glass of her 
vanity-bag the two scoundrels 
making obvious signs of guilty 
conspiracy to each other sug- 
gests the notion that her ^ 
shifty - looking young swain ‘ 
may be possibly after her 
money. So, having thus picked 
two outsiders, she flings her- 
self into the arms of her faith- 
ful clergyman and finds herself 
Third Time Lucky, which, it 
we mistake not, is more than 
the.Eectqr of Stoke Pernie will 
find. 

An interlude in which the 
Rector unwillingly assists a 
very free-spoken burglar to ex- 
tract the compromising letters 
from the blackmailer’s safe 
aud its sequel in the appear- 
ance of the burglar disguised 
as an Archdeacon with an un- 
usual vocabulary shows Mr. 
Eidley’s strong shit to be 
rather (shall we say?) situa- 
tion than character. Mr. 
Peank Beeteam made a good 
thing of the burglar and a bet- 
ter of the unlikely Archdeacon, 
and Master Hobace Lyons 
played with intelligence the 
part of a 3 ^oung scamp of the 
village with a blood -and - 
thunder complex. I ^ feel 
bound to add that the audience 
(on the second night) seemed 
well satisfied with the fun and 
accepted the serious senti- 
mentalities without obvious 
misgivings. This seemed to 
me remarkable. T. 

“I>e Beers were Hat in the Kaffir 
market, and Johnnies sagged with 
them.” — Daily Paper, 

Jol^nnies oughtn’t to, be so 
temperamental. 






WilUmi Meggitt, Burgles and Temporary Archdeacon (Mr, 
Pbatxk Bertram), to Mrs.. Btartwright(Miss Margaret Damjer), 
“ Pleased to meet yee l ” 



A HIGHLY-SUSOEPTIBLE WABB. 

Jennifer, “You ’BE MY thied choice. You see, you ’ve 

ONLY DONE A LITTLE BUROLAEY IN A GOOD CAUSE, WHEREAS 
THE OTHER TWO WERE DOWNRIGHT CROOKS.” 

jfTie Bev, Arthur Pear . . Mb. Hugh E. Wright, 
Jennifer Piling ..... Miss Joan Habben. 


“ripping.” Behind that, things 
are a blank — I was still in the 
chrysalis sta^. But, I think 
about 1897, I discovered the 
word “ripping,” Everything 
with me became ripping. Alas 1 
by that time alt the others, 
all the dernier cri people, had 
got on to “ topping.” 

Por years I stuck from force 
of habit to “ripping.” Then 
suddenly I awoke one morning 
to find myself using “topping ” 
instead. “Isn’t this simply 
topping ? ” I cried, feeling my- 
self no end of a lad. But my 
companions shivered a little. 

“ Yes, top-hole," someone mur- 
mured, * ‘ Topping ’’ had been 
for months. 

All through the “top-hole ” 
period my slow-moving mind 
stuck to its “topping.” It 
wasn’t till “ marvellous ” began 
that I passed to “top-hole.” 
And things have been ‘Hop- 
hole ** with me right up to the 
present moment, when I sud- 
denly find myself using “ mar- 
vellous” as to the manner 
bom. 

And DOW it is borne in upon 
me that “marvellous” itself 
is on the wane. “ AmaEing” 
is undoubtedly le mot, *Well, 
what I want to know is—wbat 
is coming after “amazing”? 
You see, my idea is this. I 
must use “marvellous” now 
for a whila It would be use- 
less to attempt to do other- 
wisa Then, in the ordinary 
course, I come on to “ amaz- 
ing.” But if, by a stupendous 
effort of will I can out out 
“amazing ” altogether, I shall 
jump right on to “the next 
adjective ” and find myself up- 
to-date at last. 

But what will the next ad- 
jective be? If I can only get 
to know in advance it will be 
such a help. Can anyone tell 
me ? A. W. B. 


B antfiij g in our Kennels. 

“Dogs to-day are not nearly so 
thick as twenty years ago. Tehy 
are lessening in density through the 
use of soft coal in fee cities, he 
said.”— Paper, 

Toby considers charcoal bis- 
cuits a more refined diet. 
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THAT TREE. 

Thebe is a tree that casts a heavy gloom 
Bang through the window of the quiet room 
Wherein I struggle day by day to drag 
Some fruitage from my stubborn muse (the hag), 
Sad toil, and one that calls for all the light 
That it can get to keep the verses bright ; 

I often think it hard that I should be 
So handicapped by that infernal tree. 

It is my eastward neighbour’s growth and stands 
Close to the wall that separates our lands ; 

By “ lands ” I mean such as one gets in town 
Wide as the houses, but a good way down. 

Along that waU I have a border which 
Comes out — or part of it — extremely rich 
In bloom : Sweet William, pansies, lupin (stock 
Particularly grows like one o’clock), 

Our good old friend the antirrhinum too, 

And something — I forget its name — that ’s blue ; 

I have tried roses, but they didn’t do. 

The sight, you ’ll understand, is full of charm. 

But at the top end there ’s a silly arm 
Stuck out from that vile tree which spoils the show. 
Do you suppose a flower will grow there ? No. 
They wilt, they wane for lack of light and air 
Despite lime, guano, hop manure and prayer. 
Moreover, though some good, sound, healthy showers 
Are life, especially in town, for flowers, 

It turns them to a nasty drip, drip, drip, 

Which would give any decent plant the pip. 

So that my border, my delight and pride, 

Is cut in two : the one part well supplied ^ 

With all that makes a poet’s heart grow lighter, 
The other — blank ; due to that tree, the blighter. 

But, when this tree begins to shed its leaves 
In autumn, then indeed my spirit grieves. 

I ’m a keen worker, but I draw the line 
At sweeping dead stuff up that isn’t mine. 

While every blessed leaf that wants to fall 
Seems to come my side of the garden wall, 

And then one has to cart them off and burn them, 
And then their smoke gets in one’s eyeballs, durn 
them. 

And, worst of all, when the grey skies have wept, 
There ’s always one vile le,af that won’t be sw^opt, 
But flattens itself wetly to the ground, 

And disregards the swishing broom — confound, 

I have engaged before now in a duel 

With one such laggarj^ which was simply cruel; 

I, sworn to make the pig-heart yield, and it, 
Owning its master ? Not one little bit. 

Nor have I done. This tree is given to breed 
A most objectionable form of seed, 

Each with a kind of tail which brings it, head 
Down, to an anchor in its narrow bed, 

Border or grass, while many find a haven 
Between the bricks with which my path is paven. 
The point is that, as sure as sure can be, 

Each one in time would make a brand-new tree. 
Ah4 year in, out — I cotild say a lot 

JWI here, tiiato i0 short and I will not ; 

I will but mention how my spirit bleeds 
iy- I begin to think about those seeds. 

though a decent man, in part» 

-as very near his heart. 


His garden, though the larger of the two, 

Is, I assure you, dreadful to the view. 

His so-called lawn is rank, he plants no flower, 

His soil must he particularly sour. 

When I point out th’ advantages to him ^ 

If he hewed down the monster, limb by limb, 

Apart from those that would accrue to me. 

He calmly says that he prefers the tree. 

Therefore, O tree, I now compose this verse 
To visit you with my most bitter curse. 

May something happen (what, I couldn’t say) 

To stap your vitals and to cause decay. 

Dry grow your sap, your inner health grow sere ; 

And, when you tumble (may it be this year), 

Spare but my head, my path and border spare ; 

And, for my neighour’s noddle, I don’t care. 

____ Dum-Dum. 

DEJOBBED. 

(Being a letter from a dismissed employ 6 in Nigeria,) 

Kind Sir, — On opening this epistle you will behold the 
work of a very dejobbed person, and a very bewifed and 
much childrenised gentleman. 

Who was violently dejobbed in a twink'ing by your good- 
self. For Heavens sake Sir consider this catastrophe as 
falling on your own head, and remind yourself as walking 
home at the moon’s end to five savage wives and sixteen 
voracious children with your pocket filled with non-existent 
£, s, d, \ not a solitudery sixpence ; pity my horrible state 
when being dejobbed and proceeding with a heart and in- 
testines filled with misery to this den of doom \ myself did 
greedily contemplate culpable homicide, but him who did 
protect Daniel (poet) safely through the lion’s dens will 
protect his servant in his home of evil. 

As to reason given by yourself goodself esquire for my 
dejobbment the incrimination was laziness. 

No Sir. It were impossible that myself who has pitched 
sixteen infant children into this valley of tears, can have 
a lazy atom in his mortal frame, and the sudden departure 
of eleven pounds monthly has left me on the verge of the 
abyss of destitution and despair. I hope this vision of 
horror will enrich your dreams this night, and good Angel 
will meet and pulverise your heart of nether milestones so 
that you will awaken, and with as much alacrity as may be 
compatable with your personal safety, you will hasten to 
rejobulate your servant. 

So mote it be — Amen. 


Wasted Wonders. 

[The crew of a North Sea trawler reports having seen six water- 
spouts in a row.] 

OoNOBRNiNa this great spectacle, one thought 
Obtrudes persistently, with sadness fraught : 

Those simple seamen saw ifc, but it missed 
Appreciation by a specialist. 

Oh joy that might have been 1 Oh^lost delight I 
No plumber was on board to share the sight ! 

K. H. 

“ The article also added that it was believed Chancellor of the Ex- 
chectuer Philip Snowden might soon introduce a land taxi.” 

Canadian JPajper. 

There is no need to introduce an air taxi to Prime Minister 
MacDonald. 

“Mr. Henderson (Foreign Secretary) was asked what part was played 
by the Agents of the Third International in incitin ghostile demon- 
strations during the disturbances in South Africa .” — Evening Pa^er, 

Many people suspect the Soviet of trying to put a spook in 
our Colonial wheel. 
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HINTS FOR A 

CAPTION-WRITER WHO HAS TO COPE WITH A BATCH OF 
UNIDENTIFIED PICTURES. 





The Call of the Wieh; or, 
Lonely Puppy at Dog Show. 



PULLBOBOUGH CENTENARIAN WHOSE 
ONE WISH IS TO GO UP IN AN AERO- 
PLANE ; OR, OCKTOGENARIAN OPEllRKBy- 
la-Thorpe who has never seen a 
RAILWAY. 



A Modern Darby and Joan: Aged 
COUPLE OF PENEANCE TOO WERE MAR- 
RIED THE YEAR THE GETSPAI. PALA€08 WAS 
OPENED; OB, DIVOROED AFTER SIXTY 
YEARS OF MARRIED LIEB ; OR, WON THE 

Dunmow Flitch three ttmes. 


{If in Summer) Happy bathers 
AT Clacton defy the heat- 
wave. {If in Winter) Hardy GIRL 
BATHERS DEFY WINTER’S BITING 
BLAST AT A CORNISH RESORT, 





Famous sculptor puts finishing touches 

to bust of PEER'S BEAUTIFUL DAUGHTER; 

OR, OhblsEa artists preparing grotesque 

MASKS FOR FORTHCOMING BALL ON HEW 

Year’s Eve. 


Little scholarship- 
holder SAVES KITTEN 
FROM Regent’s Canal; 
OR, Balham boy, aged 
SIX, who has never 
learnt to read or 
WRITE. 


In spite of the RAIN 
and fog several 

GOALS WERE SCORED 

BY Bootle ; or, 
Member of visiting 

TEAMLOSESHIS WAY 

AT Twickenham. 


Proud owner of brave Alsatian 
WHICH saved a family FROM FIRE 
AT Slough ; or, S^d owner says 

GOOD-BYE TO HIS FAVOURITE ALSA-’ 
TIAN WHICH HAS BEEN CONDEMNED 
TO THE LETHAL CHAMBER FOR 
BITING A POSTMAN AT ►PEEBLES. 



Jack’s the boy for work— Jolly tars 
PROM Gosport arrive at Waterloo for 
Christmas (or Easter, or any bank holi- 
day); or, a way they have in the Navy- 

Happy HANDY MEN LEAVING WATERLOO 
AFTER A HOLIDAY. 



A DAINTY Diana— M.F.H. at eighteen; 
OR, Scene from new revue, Tally-ro ! 
Real dogs. 





His LordsMjpu “Then I toderstand you will accept a cheque to release my son from his obligation to you. 
How MUCH DO YOU WANT?’* 

Cabaret Lady ^ “Well, how much do you usually gite?” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

In so fer as Sir Eeqinald Blompield has remaiued 
faithful to the device he has borrowed from Stendhal, 
milter amnt tout)" he has written, in Byways (Murray), a 
wholly enjoyable series oE studies. Out-of-the-way archi- 
tectural trouvailles in Provence, Southern Germany and 
Austria have mainly engaged his attention, and his observa- 
tions on these are fired off with enchanting and effortless 
precision. As a critic of allied arts — ^painting, sculpture, 
landscape-gardening and what-not — his sense that these 
are and ought to be wedded to architecture gives his obiter 
dicta quite particular validity. His excursions into history 
I find less competent. Any man who can give you in a j 
footnote the rights and wrongs of the Galas case^ — a case 
which has held forcibly in abeyance the best expert opinion 
of to-day — should be suspected of partisanship ; and frauMy 
I find little else in Sir PvBGINALd’s two chapters on the 
Camisaids. For the rest, how exhilarating are his more 
knowledgable prejudices: his perpetual insistence that the 
weH-expioited site is half the architectural brittle, his 
i i®alMng for the unprepossessing appearance of archaeological 
Vftge, his dislike of the pipe-y tediousness which can be 
his delight in the colour and bravura of good 
Mm minor Austrian palaces are particularly 
of a vanished world; and a kindred 




study is that of the Wurzburg Besidejiz^ in regard to which 
he walks — like Good King Wbnceslas’s page, though not 
so reverently — in the footsteps of Mr. Osbert Sitwell. 
Concerning modern work his chief hope lies with Sweden 
and England. Of devices worth ‘‘lifting “ from the old to the 
new I commend that of the Eoman statue at Vaison, which, 
complete with socket for removable head, is prepared to 
commemorate any hero fashionable at the moment. 

When the pious Mussulman passes from this world to the 
next he must cross a bridge “fine as a hair, sharp as a 
sword,” while all the events of his earthly life flash before 
him. In taking this fable as the text of his book, With Pen 
and Brush in Eastern Lands (Cape), Sir Valentine Chirol 
applied it with a difference, for the remembered scenes are 
there made visible to more spectators than one. In his 
weightier works he seldom allowed his strong sense of colour 
and of comedy to assert itself ; not until he was near the 
very sea-mark of his utmost sail did he give full play to his 
delightful gifts both as a narrator and as an artist ; and he 
incidentally bequeaths to us a posthumous book unlike any 
other from the same hand. That he did so is matter for 
gratitude. His “Eastern Lands” include Egypt, where | 
Sir Valentine and three of his friends roused an Arab 
village with a “ tremendous view halloo ” from the moonlit 
summit of the Great Pyramid ; Syria, where he spent a 
night with Kurdish shepherds at the foot of St. Simeon 
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Stylites own pillar; Persia, India, 
China and Japan, He was in Cairo 
within seven years of the opening of the 
Suez Canal, and in Asia Minor when 
the annexation of Cyprus by England 
had newly thrilled all the dominions 
of the SuETAN. Three years before Om- 
durman he was Kitchener’s guest on 
the marches of the Sudan, and he 
crossed the Persian Gulf with Lord 
CuBzoN in 1902, when not even the 
roughest waves could impair the Vice- 
roy’s Olympian calm. Unconsciously 
the artist that was in him has traced a 
self-portrait against a background bright 
with golden temples and silver peaks, 
the portrait of a great Englishman, 
courageous,, imperturbable, humorous, 
compassionate, who, lookingback, could 
see unrolled before his eyes the pageant 
of an Eastern world now hardly less 
remote than the Persia of Shah Abbas 
or the India of Aubunozebe. 


In Gou&in Beryl we receive 
From J, 0. Snaith (and Messrs. 
Hodder) 

In modern guise what I believe 
Is immemorial fiction-fodder ; 

We get the county family’s son 

(Whose past comes in for special 
mention) 

Wooing the parson’s daughter, one 
Who rather welcomes his attention. 

That is, it must be safe to state, 

The hoariest sort of situation, 

But our young lady ’s up-to-date 
And makes it seem a new creation ; 
She loathes her lover’s kith and kind 
And keeps him on the string to flout 
them; 

Then finally relieves her mind 
By publishing a book about them. 

They spot their neighbours’ faults, but 
fail 

To see themselves as vivisected ; 

All of which makes a cheery tale, 

But not so good as I expected ; 

For I remember this same pen 
(How long ago ! Ehm fugaces J) 
Showing in Broke of Govei^en 
Gifts of which here I find few traces. 
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The problems of the African water-ways that David 
L ivmosTONB tramped twenty thousand miles by desert, 
swamp and jungle to solve are now made clear on any 
school-room wall; the slave-routes that he traversed in 
agony of body and spirit have become highways for that 
commerce which he saw as the natural ally of rdigion; the 
.diseases that slew his companions are yielding before 
modern science, and, best of sdl as the pioneer would have 
thought, that possibility of all-round development in the 
Bantu races which he was almost alone in asserting is gradu- 
ally becoming an- accepted fact. The- descendants of the 
Boers who raided his mission-station have enclosed the 
site as a sacred memorial. In Livmgstcme (Bbnn), the 
Eev. R J. Oampbbdd, with a certain amount of new material 
at his disposal, tells once more the matchless story of the 


pathfinder’s life and influence, and, though he does not 
always say most where one most wants to hear, on the whole 
he tells it well. He sees his hero, whether as a raw youth 
i fleeing from his congregation with his sermon all gone out 
of his head, or a rather over-sure beginner entering the 
mission-field, or the leader of a party exacting miracles from 
ordinary followers — always a giant, perhaps a saint, yet a 
man essentially human, neither free from fault nor incap- 
able of mistake, and the more lovable in consequence. He 
was human enough, just once," to carve his initials on a 
tree beside the Victoria Falls, which no white man had 
seen before. The writer admits that in the colourfully 
chequered history of the Scottish elans the Livingstonbs 
have suffered much at the hands of the CABfFBEDLS. He 
has made honourable amends* 
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In Ancestor Jorico (Lane), Mr. W. J. Locke introduces account of his official lodging. TothesiteoftheseThames- 
us to a very pleasant crew of treasure-seekers, who are (with side quarters she has heard assigned Canute’s encounter 
the exception of the narrator and Lady Jane Crowe, owner with the waves; but a tablet not far from Southampton 
of a 1,300-ton yacht), all descended from a Captain John Docks indicates, I think, a more likely spot. 

Gregory Jorico, pirate and slave-dealer. This Jorico, so 

Sir Gregory Binkley discovers, had hidden a chest full of Saul Tevvis had written a “super-best seller*’ and was 
money in a cave in Trinidad. Poor tedious Sir Gregory, beingfiercelyacclaimedas“thelong-expectedgreatAmerican 
who summons his relatives to hear the result of his record- novelist.” But, wanting to write another book and seeing 
searching, is the author’s scape-goat, for out of his mouth no chance of doing so while these acclamations continued, 
come all the wearisome details of the family history. I am he bolted from New York and, changing his name to 
full of admiration for Mr. Locke’s method in the early part Garry Keith, tried to hide himself in Florida. Before, 
of the book; since the details are boring, he allows us to however, he arrived at his destination he received anony- 
learn them from the burlesque of a bore, thereby turning mous warnings that he was not wanted ; and in The Secret 
our yawns to laughter. Once the treasure-seekers have of Sea^Dream House (Thornton Butterworth), you will, 
embarked on their yachting cruise, we have little excuse if not overcome by palpitations, discover why Keith 


either for yawns or laughter, “ 
since days and nights are 
filled with adventure, peril, 
love, jealousy, shipwreck, 
death and the most dramatic 
discoveries regarding the re- 
lationships of the travellers. 
By far the most interesting 
people on board are two of 
the servants: one a deaf- 
and-dumb mystery man, and 
the other his cousin, a lady’s- 
maid nam^d Buth. She is 
statuesque and Junoesque, a 
typical Looks heroine and 
“a damned great woman,” 
as one of the voyagers says. 
It would not be fair to the 
author to divulge the plot of 
this story, which is far more 
intricate and melodramatic 
than anything else he has 
published, or to say what teas 
found in the cave in Trinidad. 

I have, only one quarrel with 
Mr. LboEE, ‘ and that is a 
childish one: I do wish he 
had let his seekers listen to 
the chinking of old gold and 
to see its glitter. I know 
that his ending is artistic 
and happy and suitable, but 
it iS” difficult to be satisfied 
with the most generous sub- 
stitute for solid treasure. 

Odds, and Ends of my Life 



P.C. “ Look fiERE— YOU can’t go about like that.” 
Ahsent'^mnded Party , “V7ell, indeed, how careless of 
ME I But, officer, what a striking testimony to the 

COLD-RESISTING QUALITIES OP THESE NEW WINTER WEIGHTS 
I 'M WEARING I ” 


Tevvis had chosen a most 
uolikely spot in which to find 
solitude. Bootleggers, trea- 
sure-hunters, an Indian 
searching for the bones of an 
ancestor and a collector on 
the track of the MS. of Don 
Quixote combined to provide 
him, his man-servant and his 
dog with a constant suc- 
cession of thrills and to pre- 
vent them from having a 
moment’s peace. Even the 
furniture of this amazing 
house behaved none too well. 
In short, both for fertility 
of imagination and for the 
manner in which he keeps 
the pot of excitement contin- 
ually boiliog, Mr. Albert 
Payson Tbrhune takes high 
rank among sensational 
story-tellers. 

The Dark Journey (Heine- 
mann), which has been admir- 
ably translated from the 
French original, Leviathan, 
by Mr. Vyvyan Holland, 
contains scenes so vivid and 
terrible that they leave an 
indelible impression behind 
them. It will be, I truly be- 
lieve, impossible for anyone 
who reads of the infamous 
Madame Londe as she pre- 
sided over the evening meal in 


(Murray) reminds me of one of those enchanting Vic- her restaurant at Lorges to forget her. Even less possible 
torian “pieeerbags” which held shreds of every gown, will it be to rid one’s memory of PotZ who, maddened 

mantle and bonnet-ribbon worn by their fortunate owner, by lust, committed crimes of monstrous brutality. The 
I say “fortunate” owner because most of Lady Oavb’^ power of this tale and the skill with which Julian Green 
shreds are silken ones; but so unassuming and graceful tells it are unquestionable. Quiteclearlyitisastorythatwill 
a taste has gone to their selection that her silks have the be admired by some readers as freely as it will be detested 
freshness and fragrance of dimity. You feel she would have by others ; and those who regard frankness as a cardinal sin 
been not less notable as a cottager’s wife than she was as in a novelist will certainly be wise if they leave this study 
the wife nf a Lord Chancellor; and her sympathies adjust of crime and French provincial life severely alone, 
themselves to every gpidient of life without any shock of ^ 

ohangingg^r. A ^blsnieoB in her ^ youth, she quotes “Pablets m Vim Oapitais." 

an ajmts diary; “Wilhams dear children came to spend Wa mat.. ;»• Dmlv Paver 

. the day with toa Gone 1 Oh. blessed reUef I ” But hgr ^ ^ 

auntiin^s knows none of th^ arritres p^Ses. As an oMr. W. Nisbet Wibliajib talks to the schools on Lake Tanganyika 

^g-lover, a mistress of maids, a shopper and a from all Scottish Stations this afternoon at Wireless Ba^er. 

her top marks. Her notes of her husband’s This famous African centre of learning must have excellent 
" t too alight to be interesting ; not so her receiving sets. 
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Now that so much medical advice is 
being given in the Daily Press, one pub- 
lishing house contemplates the issue of 
a first-aid book, entitled What to do till 
the Netosjoaper Comes » 

With reference to Dr. C. W. Salee- 
by's intimation that he has never worn 
wool next his skin, we hasten to point 
out that no suggestion to the contrary 
has appeared’ in these columns. 

s!« ^ 

By pointing out how 
closely akin the politician is 
to the doctor, Mr. Eamsay 
MacDonald has revived 
regrets that apples won’t 
keep politicians away. 

Hi 

:!« 

After parsons, we are told, 
there are fewer divorces 
among seafaring men than 
in any other profession. So 
much for the allegation that 
a sailor has a divorced wife 
in every port. 

In view of Lord Onslow’s 
indictment of hunters in 
motor-cars and his advo- 
cacy of a sanctuary for goril- 
las, we anticipate a retort 
on the subject of jaywalking 
in the jungle. 

*^The difference between 
us,” said a woman at Wil- 
lesden the other day, <*is 
that while she sings and 
shouts I talk to my little bird 
in its cage. ’ ’ Willesden Can- 
aries Sometimes Sing. 

In view of the demon- 
strations of Swiss students 
against the exhibition of 
films which, they considered, 
gave a distorted and unnat- 
ural idea of Alpine scenery, 
it is anticipated that caution 
will be exercised in the production of 
‘‘Yodellies.” 

A gossip-writer is struck by the way 
in which well-known men of distin- 
guished appearance can walk about 
London . without anyone seeming to 
notice them. We atiiribute this to a 
general disinclination to be mistaken 
for gossip-writers. 

Signor Mussolini has presented 
Mu STAPH A Kemal with ah agricul- 
tural tractor of the latest type. The 
feeling in Angora is that this definitely 
establishes the Duos as a distinct ad- 
vance on Oincinnatus. 


Hungary, we are reminded, has no 
homo ports. Her ships, however, are 
assured of the warmest of welcomes in 
the harbours of Thanet. 

sK ^ sis 

Sir Henby Coward is reported to 
have said a greater number of nasty 
things about “Jazz” than any other 
man living. Speaking for ourselves, we 
can only describe his claim as a rash one. 

A novel present for a boy consists of 
sections of a clock which he can put 



about Santa Claus. Too late. Children 
of that age have already told their 
parents. .j. 

A bookmaker has been fined at Bir- 
mingham for using bad language to 
a member of the Jockey Club. His 
colleagues in the profession are wonder- 
ing where he could have picked it up. 

The Master of a certain Hunt appeals 
to motorists not to head off foxes. 
Hunting men never spoil sport for 
motorists by heading off 
pedestrians. 

A contemporary asks ex- 
actly what Mr. Tom Shaw 
meant in the House of Com- 
mons when he made his 
“sinister hint ” about War 
Loan. If our contemporary 
ever finds out, it might let 
Mr. Tom Shaw know the 




“I SAY, Jill, should you thinx india-rubber would oet 

FINGER-MARKS OFF BLANC-MANGE ? ” 


answer. 


s!i * 


We hear so much about 
pedestrians being a source 
of peril to motorists that we 
are- glad to be able to deny 
the rumour that last week 
a London General omnibus 
was knocked down by Primo 
Carnera. ^ 

‘ ^ 

Matches can be put to 
many varied uses, says a 
weekly periodical. Includ- 
ing that of lighting cigarette- 
lighters. ^ 

A well-known drapery firm 
is constructing alcoves be- 
tween their windows, thus 
supplying the long-felt need 
of parking places for hus- 
bands. 5-: 


together himself. This is, of course, a 
variation of the old idea of giving him 
a complete timepiece to take to bits. 

According to a correspondent the 
newspapers contain little cheerful news 
for pedestrians of late. This is particu- 
larly true of the obituary columns. 

^ * 

A Hollywood film-producer complains 
that he has not been able to find a girl 
who could play the part of an exceed- 
ingly haughty princess. Has he tried 
our post-oflices ? 

sfe 5',: 

It is suggested that children over five 
years of age should be told the truth 


When visiting Sing- Sing 
prison Mr. Edgar Wallace 
sat in the electric chair. 
Now he knows what it feels 
like to be the man who was hardly 
mentioned in the first chapter. 

>1' 

“Cannot American picture- producers 
do without crime ? ” demands a critic. 
It seems a cine qua non. 

* 

At a recent dance in London, guests 
were asked to attend in the costume o£ 
the character they most admired. Many 
of them were sorely tempted to wear 
ordinary evening dress. 


** Helen said she hit Mary on the impulse of 
the moment .’* — Daily Pap^r, 

She showed wisdom in leaving the spur 
of the moment alone. 
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A SPORTING EFFORT. 

<<Mr. Lansburt's Castle,” 
runs a head-line, 

‘<In the Htde Park Air,” 

He has proposed, according to the 
rumour, to build a vast open-air caf6, 
fully licensed, near the Achilles statue, 
where all London can sip iis^eiits verres 
and listen to the music of the band. 

I congratulate this cicala of the 
Board of Works. But will London 
allow itself to be thus de-naturalised ? 

I doubt it. The Anglo-Saxon likes to 
immerse himself in marble or hide 
amongst barrels when he is athirst. 
The most you can do to him in the open 
air is to give him cups of bitter tea and 
watercress and buns, though when he 
is on the Continent the tiniest auberge 
captivates his fancy and invites him to 
repose. . . 

“*Let us linger for a moment,' said 
Lord Everard, ‘at this small osteria 
and watch the pageant of life roll by.’ 

“‘Agreed,’ said his companion. 

* Detix cognacs, gargon,* he o'^served in 
Italian to the bustling proprietor as 
they sat down, ; ; 

“The Cor so at that hour, presented 
an animated appearance.* , . • * 

I have forgotten, for a moment the 
name of the non-existent book from 
which I have, misquoted these poignant 
sentences, biii* they give a brief glimpse 
of that pleasant life which Europe loves 
and which is ,SQ totally unknown to the 
greatest city of the world. Lord Ever- 
ard cannot pause for a moment and 
watch the pageant of London life roll 
by. If he does he is butted in the back 
by a woman with a parcel and knocked 
off the pavement on to the road. A taxi- 
cab at once strikes him senseless and 
the pageant of life rolls by over his pros- 
trate corse, . ' 

It has been objeeted.a thousand times 
that because of the weather, the dirt 
and the want of space We cahnot have 
open-air caf6s in this city. But I do 
not believe it. Open-air oaf^s need not 
be so rigorously al-frescQ as that. The 
Continentalrestaurant which overflows 
so gaily on to the pavement in a spate 
of chairs can also retire modestly or 
even be protected by glass. None the 
less it is open to the public eye. There 
is nothing in the world so private as 
an English public-house. It is divided 
into weird little cubicles, as though for 
the stalling of beasts. It is entered 
with an air of furtive conspiracy and 
left not naturally but vrith aloud noise. 
All its arrangements seem to have been 
designed by Providence in order to 
pi^sent a joke to the music-hall stage. 

. « Jffie les^hop in England is equally 
' otecure. like the tavern 

erf the world. 

Creeping into its hot recesses thepatient 
sits with haggard eyes looking at two 
pennies foundered in a pool of milk. 
After much delay he gives what is 
ironically called an order to some im- 
perious young woman who forgets about 
him for a while and then, arriving like 
a thunderbolt, asks him if he is one 
large china and a toasted scone. He is 
not, but he says he is. . 

Lord Everard shuns both these ex- 
tremes. He has a club. But, if he 
seeks any hostelry, it is a place which 
hurls- him off* his feet by means of a 
swing-door, takes him across an im- 
mense vestibule, causes him to give his 
hat and coat for sixpence to an attend- 
ant, have his two shoulder-blades tapped 
with a brush by another attendant for 
another sixpence, and finally plunges 
him in a half -empty palm-lounge, as 
safe and as far from London sights and 
London sounds as if he were in the 
Eiviera or New York. 

So compartniental in their habits are 
drinkingLondoners. Yet Mr. Lansburt 
shouldbeencouragedto persevere, what- 
ever be the odds .against him. Kubla 
Khan was not daunted, and there may 
yet be a magnificent cdf6 of the Con- 
tinental type on the green spaces of 
Hyde, Park. ^ • 

I should like to see London thus 
lured away from the covert swilling of 
cocoa and the surreptitious absorption 
of ale. I should like to see it sit down 
like a man and a philosopher and con- 
template its o-wn life over an ajp&ritif or 
a cup of tea. Londoners are not more 
busy than the people of other towns. 
There is nothing they are so fond of as 
wasting time. Give them an accident 
or a wedding and they will squander 
their working day with an ease that 
a Spaniard might envy. Yet a man who 
has an hour to wait for a trdn at 
Victoria is an outcast on the face of the 
earth. Nobody is getting married. The 
taxicabs are missing each other. He 
cannot face the thought of a museum or 
a picture-gallery. Why should he be 
driven away from the cheerful spectacle 
of life to sit in some vast subterranean 
chamber where he eats cut cake washed 
dovm with Oriental herbs amid circum- 
stances of marmoreal gloom ? 

I win not speak here of the man who 
had an hour to wait for the train at 
Eusfcon. He is dead. He committed 
suicide after four times placing a penny 
in the slot in order to work the model 
of Puffing Billy, 

Let Mr. Lansbury, however, do his 
best. Let him try to make London a 
city whose inhabitants sip their drinks 
and read their newspapers and converse 
jovially in fuU view of their travelling 
fellow-citizens, whether in the parks or 
elsewhere. And if he seeks first a suit- 

able building for this purpose in Hyde 
Park I will recommend to him a building 
which has been there before. It was 
there in 1851. It will require a great 
deal of labour to transport it. But are 
there not many — alas, too many — of 
the unemployed ? I refer to the Crys- 
tal Palace. 

It is not of any great use at Syden- 
ham, so far as I can ascertain. With 
a sufficient number of panes knocked 
out and the rest cleaned, it should make 
the finest cosmopolitan caf6 on, this 
earfch. I think it possible that Prince 
Albert would have liked the idea, and 
that the then Poet Laureate would 
have hailed it with a titanic outburst of 
song. Attracted by its vitreous beauty 
Lord Everard might linger there for a 
moment, talking Prench with his friend. 
Diplomats and dustmen would drink at 
neighbouring tables thqir cognacs and 
their beers. Nor wonld minerals and . 
ham-sandwiches be forgotten. . . . 

There would be a marvellous scene at 
closing-time. ... , . Evoe, 

OLD JAPAN, . 

A POET lived in Old Japan 

Who loved a lass as poets can ; 

Her name was Honeysuckle San 

And she was flowers to see ; 

” Blue-black, blue-black her braids 
she ’d brush 

And go in green slim as a rush, 

And sweetly Honourable Thrush 

Sang oh the cherry-tree. 

A cricket in a cage of chip 
' She carried on her finger-tip — 

A cricket who could chirp and skip. 
And skip and chirp most gay ; 

But oh ! and he was prisoner 

That only chirped and said to her 
How much his freedom he ’d prefer 
Upon so glad a day. 

The Poet chanced to overhear, 

“ 0 Honeysuckle San, so dear,” 

Said he and drew her very near 

Upon the mountain mead, 

“ Set Honourable Cricket free ; 

I — I can chirp as well as he 

And ask no better than to be 

Your prisoner indeed.” 

So back the tiny bolt she slipped ; 

Out Honourable Cricket skipped 

And at his atom pleasure tripped 
With never pause or hush ; 

Then Honourable Poet he 

Took Honeysuckle San to tea, 

And sweetly on the cherry-tree 

Sang Honourable Thrush. 

- - P.E.O. 

“The prograrome was: — . . . ‘Valse in a 
Flat’ (F. Chopin). . . — Rughy Paper. 

Mr, Ivor Novello knows a joke worth 
[ two of that. 









Visitor, “ My deab, what a lovely butler you * ve got I He looks like a lord.” 

Sostess. “ Good heavens ! don’t let hcm hear you say that. He was a reignxno duke.” 


THE SUNK SOMMELIER. 

The other night Percival and I were 
in the Eestanrant des Petits Pins, Soho, 
when it lost its wine-waiter. A strange 
affair; almost worthy at the time of 
the attentions of the police. I will 
endeavour, as Detective- Constable Gim- 
let says, to trace the ramifications of 
this phenomenal mystery. 

On our arrival all was normal. The j 
head- waiter fiicked a card at us, reciting ’ 
rapidly and with an absent mien the 
usual ^^Hors d’mwre, salmon or grape- 
fruit, theeck or clear, sole or whitebait, 
lamshop or tournedos, chicken yes, fruit 
salad cr vanillerice.” He then made 
a note or so on a small tablet, bowed 
with incredible suavity^ to us, handed 
the order with a look of incredible virul- 
ence to a table- waiter — and his place 
was filled by the wine- waiter. 

The wine-waiter was small, dark and 
volcanic. He certainly seemed a little 
distrait even for a Soho wine-waiter, 
for when we asked about the respective 
merits of two brands of wine he merely 
remarked in an abstracted fashion that 
i they were both going on nicely. This 
us so much that we ordered a 
Trills of beer apiece. 


He straightened up with a jerk, looked 
at us reproachfully and then fell back 
on the time-honoured ‘‘Will you give 
me da money, pleez ? ” Percival gave 
him a ten-shilnng note and he went 
away. He went right away. We never 
saw him again that night. 

At first we merely considered him a 
slow waiter. Then thirst roused us to 
action and I secured the table-waiter. 
Percival at the same moment got hold 
of the head-waiter— but then, of course, 
the ten-shilling note was his. 

The head-waiter was desolated. He 
w^ent “ Tck 1 Tok ! ” with his tongue on 
hearing that we had nothing to drink. 
He went “Tck! Tck I Tck! Tck” 
when Percival explained that the wine- 
waiter had taken the money. He added 
that an overwhelming desire for his 
clients’ comfort, a regard for the good 
name of the house and a passionate 
recognition of the injustice to which 
we had been subjected would ensure 
his giving the matter his personal and 
undivided attention. Whereupon he 
handed out a mouthful of Italian to 
the table- waiter, bidding him go and 
look for the wine-waiter, and himself 

S aciously removed our empty plates, 
e then seemed to dismiss the matter 


from his mind and abruptly left us 
for clients at the next table, who 
were drinking genuine champagne, not 
mythical beer. 

The table -waiter returned some 
moments later, flurried but beaming. 
He announced that the wine-waiter 
had not forgotten our order; he had 
been seen to go out into the street. 
We were not particularly reassured by 
this : we said we would have preferred 
to learn that he had been seen coming 
back to the restaurant with our beer 
rather than going out into the great big 
world with our ten shillings. The table- 
waiter, a little dashed, considered a 
moment and then suggested that per- 
haps Benito had had the misfortune to 
fall and break the bottles and, so con- 
scientious a fellow was he, had re- 
traced his steps to buy new ones from 
his own pocket. Or, more likely, added 
Percival, a pessimist, from the change. 

I pointed out that, however powerful 
Benito’s conscience might be, he had 
now had nearly, sufficient time to lose 
and rebuy an entire brewery. The 
table-waiter said “ All-a-raighte ” in a 
puzzled tone and faded out, his place 
being taken by an apologetic assistant- 
manager who had heard of our trouble. 
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The assistant-manager, except that 
he bore with him two bottles oi beer, 
was neither helpful nor informative. It 
was regrettable, he said, that we should 
have been put out, but there it was. 
One could not dispute the workings of 
Providence. The wine- waiter had gone 
out into the outer darkness and simply 
had not cozne back.' Like the Marie 
Cdleste he had vanished. Mysterious 
Soho had claimed him — and a ten- 
shilling note of Percivars. The thing 
was an enigma. . 

We soon began to worry less about 
it as a financial loss and more as a 
problem which needed a solution. Per- 
haps, Percival suggested, Benito had 
been run over. Or perhaps, I added, 
he has been hit on the head by thugs 
and our beer stolen.* Or even — the 
assistant-manager’s romantic contribu- 
tidn — ^he had seen a girl he loved at 
first sight, except, he added as an after- 
thought, that Benito was happily mar- 
ried. We were all full of possible 
solutions, but had no means of ascer- 
taining the correct one. At last we 
told the assistant-manager to let us 
know the Stop Press at any time and 
finished our meal in a preoccupied 
fashion. We hardly spoke. Conver- 
sation rarely got further than ‘‘Perhaps 
the fellow went . . . No, that couldn’t 
be it.” 

Just as we left, the manager himself 
came up with news. Benito, so a 
witness said, had reached the pub safely, 
but on his way back had accosted 
by a mysterious old woman who had 
apparently given him an important 
message. Whereat he had followed her 
into outer Soho. The manager talked 
darkly about bogus messages and ban- 
dits and was for ringing up Scotland 
Yard. 

?!< jJ« 5!« 

Personally I passed a worried night. 

I did not see what could have happened 
to Benito — and of course Percivars ten 
shillings — between the Eestaurant des 
Petits Pins and the nearest pub. That 
Percival felt the same was made ap- 
parent by a wire from him next morning : 

Suggest benito went house 

FBIEND OELEBEATING BIETHDAY STOP 
STOPPED THEBE STOP ADIEU TEN BOB. 

I wired back : — 

PeEHAPS BENITO INTEENATIONAL 
JEWEL THIEF STOP ABEESTED ROUND ] 
CORNER STOP STOPPING NOW POLICE- 
STATION.. 

Anyway we simply had to go again 
that evening. The strain was getting 
too much for us. 

j’s lie >1: j3« * 

Benito himself greeted us with ex- 
planations and apologies and eight-and- 
eightpence change. His delinquency 



had obviously been forgiven, for smiles 
were on everyone’s faces. Benito’s in 
particular wore a fatuous look of pride, 
which perhaps was only natural to one 
who has been initially responsible for 
the arrival of a small addition to London’s 
Italian population— even though it was 
at an inconvenient moment. After all, 
the father of a potential Mussolini can- 
not be expected to bother about mere 
Englishmen’s beer. A. A. 


Why Cooks Paddle. 

“OompSte m PoiBES. 

Take some eating pears, peel them, and o<wk 
them slowly standing in water flavoured with 
one vanilla pod.*’— Paper, 

“ The new Film Censor, Mr. Edward Shortt, 
K.O., is a charming man. He is the son of a 
North-country clergyman, hut wears an eye- 
glass .” — Daily Paper. 

That of course rather discounts the 
unworldliness of his origin. 
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sons I understand, it will be argued said : The facts, your worship, are as 
MISLEADING CASES. by counsel for the defence that Throg- follows. On the 4th of this month, at 

XXVI.— What is a Bet? morton Street is not a “street or public about 4.30 in the afternoon, the pri- 

Bex V, Skelton and Deio, place ’* within the meaning of the Act. soner Skelton approached the prisoner 

The trial of this case was concluded But as to that, your worship, I shall Dew in Throgmorton Street and invited 
attheGuildhall to-day before Alderman call evidence to show that the public lnmtoquotea prmeforA?^g^^-Ammca7^ 
Moodv* have uninterrupted physical access to Hot-water-bottles Deferrecl* Dew replied 

The Attorney- General in his speech the street at either end, and that they do 15J— 16|-; and Skelton then agreed to 
for the prosecution, said: This case, in fact make use of it. Indeed it would buy fi^m him a parcel of five Jhou- 
your worship, though it comes up for be a strange thing if the long-continued sand Hot-water-bottles Deferred 
decision in a Court of Summary Juris- arrogance of a few citizens could de- in ten days tinae. Your worship, that 
I diction only, raises issues of grave na- prive the King's highway of its public sounds a perfectly innocent trans- 


tional importance. Otherwise, I need character. 

jK - . - . « « f mi 


not say, I should not be appearing in The Bench, Bebrief,SirEbenezer. We | 

person before a mere magistrate. are nob accustomed to perorations 

The Bench. Who are you? Sir Ebenezer, Your worship, tb 

Sir Ebenezer Bee, I am the Attorney- finition of a “ street or public place- 
General. I — — 


are nob accustomed to perorations here, tablets ? 

Sir Ebenezer, Your worship, the de- The Attorney-General, your 

tion of a “ street or public place ” worship — Spink and Holiday, in Coven- 

— try Street. Now it ap- 
pears that in recent 
weeks there has been a 
Y'" considerable decline in 

I market value of 

‘--I ^L. believed and hoped that 

« .. "Drices would continue 

OU LIKE YOUR BOY TO BE TRAINED FOR THE NAVY?” ,, ,, 

VB'RE AMBITIOUS THAT *E SHOULD BE A DUSTMAN, AND ^ i 

THAT AT SEA” 14thhe would be able to 

; ^ buy at 5 and sell to Mr. 

The Bench, Do not go on about that. Skelton, as agreed, at 16 1*. Mr. Dew had 
e are with you. in fact, on the 4th no Hoi-water-bottles 


action 

The Bench, Where do you get these 


The Bench, Ah, yes, 
we have heard of you. 
Procee(3. 

Sir Ebenezer, The 
prisoners in the dock, 
your worship, are 
charged with an oflence 
against the Street Bet- 
ting Act, 1906, by which 
*‘any person frequent- 
ing or loitering in street s 
or public places, on be^ 
half either of hinaself or 
any other person, for 
the purpose of boot- 
making or betting or 
wagering, or agreeing 
to bet or wager, will in 
the case of the first 
offence be liable on 
summary conviction to 
a fine not exceeding ten 
pounds and for a second 
offence a fine not ex- 
ceeding twenty pounds.' ’ 

Theprisoners are both 
members of the London 
Stock Exchange, Mr. 
Skelton' being a broker 
and Mr. Dew a jobber. 



■Q G Q 

5 Q Q 
















“ How WOULD YOU LIKE YOUR BOY TO BE TRAINED FOR THE NAVY ? ” 

“Oh, no, Sir, we're ambitious that 'e should be a dustman, and 
YOU can’t LEARN THAT AT SEA.” 


A jobber is one who ! 1 buy at D and sell to Mr. 

deals in a particular “ market ’* or class The Bench, Do not go on about that. Skelton, as agreed, at 16|-. Mr. Dew had 
of securities; and Mr. Dew deals particu- We are with you. in fact, on the 4th no Hot-ioater-bottles 

larly in the American market. Now the Sir Ebenezer, I am obliged to your Defeired, and Mr. Skelton did not in 
members of the London StockExchange worship. Your worship, I need not fact desire to possess any. Each party 

have a large roofed building in which to say was speculating on the movements of 

transact their business; but such is their The Bench, Then do not say it. themarket ; eachwjrs, asitwere,^ back- 


energy and zest that after that build- Sir Ebejiezer, Your worship is very ing his fancy,” Mr. Skelton betting on 


ing is closed in the afternoon many of good, a rise and Mr. I 

them continue to do business outside, The Bench, I am not very good. I words, it was a 

in Throgmorton Street and the adjoin- am very dyspeptic. ^ a wagering cont 

ing courts. It appears, your worship, Sir Ebenezer, Perhaps your worship The Bench, \ 
that by long habit they have come would care to try one of these infallible Sir Ebenezer. 
almost to regard this thoroughfare as tablets ? One or two, taken in a glass Sir Ebenezer 

their corporate property : and I am of water, your worship are many thous 

told that, if a member of the general The Bench, Thank you. Usher, the God-fearing citi 


a rise and Mr. Dew on a fall. In other 
words, it was a gambling transaction, 

a wagering contract, a 

The Bench, We see what you mean, 


told that, if a member of the general The T 
public ventures to loiter, as the stock- tablets, 
brokers loiter, on the pavement, remarks (His • 


L in a glass Sir Ebenezer, Your worship, there 
are many thousands of respectable and 
Usher, the God-fearing citizens in this and other 
countries who devote every working 
wo tablets, day of their lives to transactions of this 


brokers loiter, on the pavement, remarks (His worship then took two tablets, day of their lives to transactions of this 

an increasingly unfriendly nature and appeared to experience considerable kind. In the United States, your wor- 
are addressed to him, such as “Where relief.) ship, a very moral country, which has 

Aljybti that hat? ** Eor these rea- The Attorney -General, continuing, thrust out the use of alcohol from the 
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national life, the operations of such 
persons have recently caused wide- 
spread ruin, distress and suicide, have 
shaken thefinancialandindustrialfabric, 
and have even had disagreeable reper- 
cussions abroad. Naturmii expell as tjoux 
worship 

The Bench Who is he ? 

Sir Ehenezer. Man will have his in- 
dulgences, your worship ; and it may 
well be that the time and treasure 
and energy which were previously ex- 
pended on the habit of alcohol have been 
transferred to the habit of speculation, 
in which case the extent of the net 
national gain is dubious. None of our 
' public moralists, hpwever, has yet upon 
these events made any of those severe 
pronouncements which the spectacle of 
our other indulgences so often extracts 
from them. 

The Bench, What has all this to do 
with'me? • - 

Sir Ehenezer, Your worship, the pre- 
sent Government has set its face against 
all manifestations of that vice which 
may be simply described as desiring 
something for nothing. For this reason 
the police are ins fcructed energetically to | 

enforce the laws against street-betting, 
a practice which above all forms of 
gambling is held to demoralise the poor. 

Any person suspected of loitering in 
public with intent to enable the poor to 
back their fancies on the race-course 
may be arrested without warrant ; and 
in fscot such persons have been reduced 
to the condition of pariah dogs, slinking 
guiltily from corner to corner. But, 
your worship, between their proceedings 
and the proceedings of the prisoners 
there is no distinction in logic or morals, 
except that one is assisting the citizens 
to bet on race-horses with money which 
they possess and the other is assisting 
them to bet 'with mfoney (in many 
cases) which they do not possess upon 
the prosperity and health of the nation's 

indu'stries. The share-capital of in- ' Blossom , “ Ha ! Long sKiRts and long hair coming back again. I 'm 
diistry is the life-blood of a country, glad now that I did. nothing.” 
the fount of employment, the guarantee 

of progress, the foster-mother of inven- that the confused and wavering mind next c 
tion. No man should be able to gamble of the Legislature had left many gaps three s 
with the life-blood of his 'country and in the laws against gambling. And so loifcerin^ 
to endanger by speculation the stability long’ as the prisoners conduct their same of 
of manufactures and the employment of operations under a roof they would , The,. 
the people. Yet, as I have said, many seem to be lawful; though' there is victed b 
thousands of citizens are occupied in some support for the view that an in- Sir E 
doing this and very little else, and, so diotment would lie against the Stock ship, 
far as I know, no Bishop has ever lifted Exchange for keeping a common gam- The 1 
up his voice against them*. The con- ,ing-house. But it is without doubt un- lunch, 
fused and wavering mind of the Legis- lawful for a man to back his fancy in The < 
lature, your worship the public street, whether that fancy 

The Bench, I beg your pardon ? ,b^ ^ race-horse or a hot-water-bottle ; * 

The confused and waver- and J ask for a conviction. ^ The ’ 

ing mind of the Legislature-: Th ^ ^ Any thing you say, Sir b^ten i 

,, What about it? ... - Ebenezer, They are convicted. slightly c 

1 Sir. Ebenezer, I was saying, your . Sir Your worship, that was We onl 

^worship, when your attention wandered, in the nature of a test case, • In the Stamfo] 
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that the confused and wavering mind 
of the Legislature had left many gaps 
in the laws against gambling. And so 
long’ as the prisoners conduct their 
operations under a roof they would 
seem to be lawful ; though ' there is 
some support for the view that an in- 
dictment would lie agaipst the Stock 
Exchange for keeping a common gam- 
ing-house. But it is without doubt un- 
lawful for a man to back his fancy in 
the public street, whether that fancy 
,be a race-horse or a hot- water-bottle ; 
and I ask for a conviction. 

Th^ Bench, ^ Anything you say. Sir 
Ebenezer, They are convicted. - 
. Sir Ebenezer, Your worship, that was 
in tbe nature of a test case. • In the 


next case five-hundred-and-seventy- 
three stockbrokers are charged with 
loitering with intent to commit the 
same offence. 

The , Bench, Can they all be con- 
victed b^ore lunch?. “ 

Sir Ebenezer, I think not, your wor- 
ship. 

The Bench, Then we had better have 
lunch. Can you spare another tablet ? 

The Court adjourned. A. P, H. | 

‘*C.U. ' 0 , This Hoyal Navy. 

The ’Varsity playing unchanged were 
beaten 6—1 by a side which was always 
slightly quicker on the ball .” — Varsity Paper. 

We only hojje they won't turn out at 
Stamford Bridge in lounge-suits. 
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THE PERFECT CHILD. 

[According to the interim report of the 
Committee appointed a year ago by the Presi- 
dent OP THE Board op Education to consider 
the problem of salesmanship, the chief require- 
ments of a modern salesman are— 

Good character ; 

Attractive personality ; 

Capacity for making friends ; 

Suitable social qualities and manners ; 
Knowledge of human nature ; 

Good general education, including especial 
foreign languages ; 

Ability to investigate and report ; 
Knowledge of the goods he has to sell ; 
Knowledge of the country to which he is 
sent; 

Experience in selling ; 

The confidence of the firm.] 

Attend, Apollo, 

S lay er of wolves and Y anquisher of night, 
Master of Song, 

Bring with thee Gladstone, also Mr. 
Bright, 

And Wordsworth, if he cares to come 
along; 

And with thee too let wise Minerva 
follow, 

And Hermes, artful sprite. 

Join the glad throng, 

Adonis, whom, the Cyprian goddess 
loved 

(Thou whom the rude boar, rising from 
his wallow, 

Went for and shoved 
His tusk into for spite) ; 

Hie thee with Hannah More, who did 
no wrong. 

Bacon, the feast attend ; 

Lord Chesterfield, be near with 
counsels wise ; j 

CromwelIi, with gracious look 
Over the cradle bend ; j 

Baedeker, give the child thy perfect 
book ; 

Plato, his nurture scan. 

Help him, 0 Lunn and Cook — 

This babe, in whom the hope of England 
lies, 

This little man 

Destined to sell her produce and by 
hook or crook 
Her output advertise. 

Banish his infant fears, 

Ladies and gentlemen alluded to, 

With age-old Wisdom and Experience! 
Breathe in his tiny ears 
(Now do 1) 

Industrial common-sense 
To deal with merchandise. 

Bid him be subtle as a Sherlock 
Holmes, 

Earnest as Livingstone; 

Let him unite the Pirate and the Don, 
Who thus for England roams, 

Trying to give her once again the prdl 
I Industaries or Made-up Wool;. 

Bfaa m Beau Br-ommedd but more 



To this small freak 
Shall History speak, 

And Nature mould him in her loveliest 
form ; 

Letters and Art 
Shall play their part, 

Language and Double Entry keep him 
warm. 

To him, amongst the fields and lanes 
and woods, 

Wherever he may stray, 

The lisping leaves shall breathe the 
words, 

The rabbits and the fluttering hedge-row 
birds, 

The pixies and the elves 
Continually say, 

‘‘Eemember, child, remember, English 
goods 

No longer Sell Themselves 
As irt the Former Day I 
We are not as our Fathers were 
Who long on velvet sat 
And thought their thoughts and 
dreamed their dreams, 

Forgetting it was Trade and Trade 
alone 

That let them go to such extremes 
And talk in such a high and mighty 
tone 

Of this and that. 

To-day there are five dogs to every 
. bone; 

Commercial Enterprise demands more 
care; 

We must buck up, my Hat ! 

To him, unwearying of these quaint 
remarks 

Made by the Flora and Fauna of the 
Earth 

When he is playing football in the 
parks, 

Let visions come 

Of all those Eude Adventurers of old 
Who made the nations feel Britannia’s 
worth, 

Who bought and sold 
To give the Kings, the Statesmen and 
the rum 

Philanthropists their rather cushy 
bertb, 

Based upon Bags of Gold. 

This is the Perfect Salesman : this is he 
Whom every Boy in Trade must Strive 
to Be, Evoe, 

OUR HEALTH PAGE. 

(TR*^fe acknowledgments to ** The Daily 
Express'") 

In this age of hurry and strife a cur- 
ious symptom which appears in a large 
pumb^ ol peeple (otherwise normal) is 
a marked reluctance, often amounting 
to poriiive repuldoD, to getting out 
of bed in the morning. I have dis- 
COT^ed by special research that this 
failing is more pronounced in winter 


than in summer and attacks subjects 
of all ages, from the school-boy to the 
centenarian. Sufferers need not get 
discouraged, however, if they will but 
adopt the sensible rules I prescribe. If 
you have not the habit of waking at a 
certain hour the purchase o£ an alarm- 
clock will surmount this difficulty. 
Leap up from your pillow at the first 
clarion call, firmly put back the bed- 
clothes and spring out on the floor. A 
plunge into cold water will dispel all 
symptoms of drowsiness. 

One word more while on the subject. 
If during the night you feel chilly I 
should suggest the addition of extra 
covering; if, on the other hand, you 
feel too warm, a little less in the way 
of covering could be resorted to. 

In these days of fierce competition 
toothache should as far as possible be 
mitigated. I am glad to be in a position 
to suggest a complete remedy for this 
painful condition. If you are on the 
telephone ring up your dentist at the 
first hint of trouble, arrange an appoint- 
ment and he will get at the root of the 
trouble and remove it. 

The modern passion for hustle, cock- 
tails, crossword-puzzles and greyhound- 
racing causes many otherwise moderate 
people to indulge in too much smoking. 
Tfie symptoms which foUow are too 
W6ll knpwh to describe here, but I am 
glad to be able to put a complete cure 
in the hands of our readers (regis- 
tered), namely : Give up smoking alto- 
gether, when beneficial results, and 
probably a complete cure, will speedily 
follow. 

TO-DAY’S HEALTH RECIPE. 

Here is a soothing nightcap for rest- 
less readers (registered): Shred a few 
soapfiakes lightly into a tumbler of 
warm water, add a soup9on of vinegar 
and the merest hint of garlic. Flavour 
the whole with the contents of your 
cigarette-lighter and drink rapidly on 
retiring. The result will exceed your 
anticipations. 

Thgughts For To-morrow.**' 

Teach me the art of forgetting, for I 
often rememder what I would not, and 
cannot forget xohat J loould," 

Thbmistoclbs. 

'‘^Nature n"a crie Vhomme que pour 
pvUer et emprmiter,"' — Babelais, 

Never ascribe to an opponent motives 
meaner than your o%on"' 

Sir J. M. Bambib., 

. ■ F.’A . E. 

* These passages have nothing at all to do 
with health, but they do liven the make-up of 
the page. 




Welfare Worker. “Does Snippy Snips really interest you?” 

Cottager, “ Oh, yes, Mum ; takes it beglar. We be terrible bookworms.” 


these are the chief constituents of The For this Bill takes all these pretty 
WHY TWOPENCE? International Council of Music Users, phrases and tears them up and stamps 

The Labour Party have slowly risen which pronioted the Musical Copyright on'them^. ' ; 
to power as the champions of the pro- Bill, 1929. , The composers of music are not notori- 

ducers, the men who make, as against This fantastic mea.sure has been given ously wealthy. You would not say that 

the parasites, the men "who enjoy. And a Second Heading without a divisioUt by they would be the first profiteers to be 
how the high gods must have laughed a House of Commons in which the attacked by the righteous Socialist, 
on Friday, November 22nd, 1929, when champions of the producers ” are the Yet it is provided in Clause 3 of this 
they saw a Labour Member introduce largest Party. If it gets a Third Reading astounding Bill that for the public per- 
a Bill to take away the livelihood of in its present shape the Labour Party formanceof 
the maker of music, largely at the in- will die of ridicule. Never again will the owner of the rights shall not 
stigation of the wealthy restaurants and they be able to tell us about the entitled to demand any pay- 

hotels, the licensed victuallers, the pro- rights of combination, the sufferings merit other than a fee not exceeding 
prietok of dance-halls and other ‘‘para- of the producer, the fair wage,, the kcopence per published copy, payable 
siticar* “capitalistic” persons! For workers’ share, and all the rest of it. by any person luho demands a copy, \ 
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upon the purchase or supply of each we have no Bananas," and a Grand carcass of composition -strange lan- 
SX/com/.” Opera. Let ns look at the excnaes for guage tonse of a composers trade union, 

■^nd proof by any person in posses- this scandalous thing. which has, in fact, increased the in- 

sionof a copy that he has paid his two- Inl914,havingsufferedfromthesteal- come of composers. . , , 

pence ‘’shdl he co'iiclusive evidence of ingof their work too long, cornposers, It is complained, for example, that 
^thTriaht S that person to perform tKe song - writers and music - publishers the society send s “ about ; 

mark m miblic ” ^ formed themselves into a body called but it is difficult to detect wide-spread 

What does ‘this mean? It means the Performing Eight Society. It is stealing without some system of inspec- 
that, if the Arthur Sullivan of to- against the “iniquities” of thisbody that tion. Then it exacts _ harsh terms, 
morrow writes The Mikado and is rash the Bill is said to be directed, though it I know little of the society s procedure, 
enough to publish it, you may acquire is nowhere mentioned in the Bill. The but here are some of the harsh terms. 
tCright to perform TAe mkaS by chief “iniquity" consists in their col- A very ^^ll-known London hotel paid 
buying a “ published copy " and pay- looting the money due to the creator and last year £33,318 to i^ three orchestras 
ing 2d. extra. And you m ay perform ' handing it over to him. What with and £186 t o 

it for tlifibt snni not odco but i . « . . I kq 


a million times, and not this 
year only, but for ever I 
Where the W. S. Gilbert of 
to-morrow comes in is not 
quite clear. That is one of 
the many important points 
which do not seem to have 
occurred to the ignorant 
men responsible for this' 
Bill. “Musicalcomposition*’ 
must include songs and 
operas; but it is. not ex- 
plained whether the libret- 
tist or lyric-writer shares 
the with the composer 
and the publisher, or is per- 
mitted to make his ownj 
terms for the use of his 
words. But the ‘‘published 
copy ” of an opera includes 
the words, and therefore it 
must mean that the libret- 
tist shares the — which 
works out at two-thirds of 
Id. each. 

“Performance” in law in- 
cludes gramophone repro- 
duction: and under this 
Bill there is nothing to 
prevent a gramophone com- 
pany from making 100,000 
records of a work for one 
payment of 2cZ* Indeed, 
from the nebulous language 
of the Mover, that seems to 
be the intention. 


9 -I .. 
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TARTARIN DANS LES INDES. 

Both [together). “TIENS 1 LE TIGRE 1 ” 

[M. ClemencbA-V Has just sailed for India after big game.] 

(JReproduced from *‘P«7ic7«,” Septem'ber 20^ liTiO.) 


fees. Another paid £26,745 
to its orchestra and £153 to 
the P.E. S. for the composers . 
So of the total music-bill of 
these rich hotels about I of 
Ifo was “exacted” by this 
“ vampire ” - body for the 
composer, the creator ; and 
99 ^ 70 went to the executant, 
the mere interpreter, the 
saxophonist. But nothing 
loas said in the House of 
Commons about limiting the 
remuneration of the orches- 
tras ; and no one ventured 
to describe the Musicians' 
Union as a wart or vampire. 

Instead, they talked some 
sickening cant about “vil- 
lage institutes ” and “ char- 
ity concerts.” As for village 
institutes, the National Fed- 
eration of Women’s Insti- 
tutes pays the bloodsuck- 
ing composer (through the 
P.R.S.) an inclusive fee, 
covering every institute in 
the country, of 2s. ]jer in- 
stitute per annum. As for 
charity, it is complained 
that the sums raised by 
charity concerts are reduced 
by the fees payable to the 
writers of music; but this 
complaint means nothing 
unless it means that com- 
- posers alone of mankind are 


Another point. Are foreign musical the gramophone and broadcasting, the expected to contribute to every charity. 
compositions included ? The Bill does composer’s income from the' sale of Nothing, again, is said about the 
not say. If they are not,' we have the sheet-music is, generally speaking, neg- soulless fellow who insists upon being 
strange spectacle of Socialist legislators ligible to-day, (I am told that Mr. paid tor the music, 

robbing the home-producer and leaving Feederiok Delius earned £20 in this ’ The methods of the P.R.S. may or 
the foreign composer his usual royalties; country last year) and performing may not need amendment — ^I do not 
and if they are, then the Bill legalizes rights are his principal livelihood.: This knpw., But if everything said about 
piracy, shatters the International Copy- is now to be taken from him tbp,'for them were true this Bill vrould still be 
right Convention and permits you to many people have been shocked to dis- indefensible. ^ It has nOw gone to a 
perform not only The Mikado of to- cover ^that the composer,'' like other Select Committee to be “amended.” 
morrow but the Meister singer of to- labourers, considers himself to be wor- But' the obiections to it are not Corn- 
morrow on payment of 2d.t ‘For a bob ffiy of bis^hipe. They, therefore com- mittee points: the whole principle of 
you could run a repertory season. ^latin bitterly of the “procedure ” of the the thing is stinking, and therefore it 
We have already reached such an P.E.S.; and Sir MAUTiir Oon'way, vrho, should never bavehadaSeoondRcading. 
abyss of absurdity that it is hardly as a University representative and the The principle is that composers aloUe 


to observe that it seems odd author of many books, ought surely to of the World’s workers shall have their 
llisfla-uie price on the performing know better, described it (a) as “a earnings limited by law, shall be for- 
»s‘J^-trqt, a symphony, “Yes, [wart” and (6) as a “vampire npon the bidden to organise themselves and to 
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sell their work to whom they please 
for what it is worth. Imagine what 
would be said of a man who intro- 
duced a Miners* Maximum Wage Bill, 
which provided that the miner “ should 
not he entitled to demand any payment 
other' than a fee not exceeding 2d. ” per 
shift 1 ^ But that is this Bill— a Bill to 
establish a Maximum Wage for the 
Composers of Music, a Bill to Impover- 
ish Sir Edwaed Eloae, a Bill to Confis- 
cate Brains ; and it is moved, seconded 
and blessed by Labour Members ! 

Honourable mention must be made 
of Sir Gerald Hurst, Mr, Young 
(Labour), Mr. Stuart Bevan and Mr. 
Macquisten who opposed the nasty 
thing: but most of the- speakers dis- 
played an ignorance of the subject so 
profound as to make it impertinent of 
them to speak at all. One of Music’s 
defenders spoke of the ‘‘long-haired fra- 
ternity which composes music.” It is 
this ignorance which makes it necessary 
to treat the Bill seriously. Our legis- 
lators are quite capable of letting it 


slip through a Third Beading in an 
odd ten minutes at an all-night sitting. 
It^ is impossible to exaggerate about 
this Bill. It is the most unjust, un- 
principled, muddle-headed, ill-drafted, 
unworkable measure that was ever 
printed by His Majesty’s Printers. Isl o 
man should waste a minute in attempt- 
ing to amend it ; it must be killed dead, 
as an insult to the craft of music. And 
if there is anything wrong with the 
P.E.S. then let its enemies produce a 
Bill to deal with the P.E.S. 

If there is to be a statutory flat- 
rate for the composers because of the 
alleged sins of the P.E.S., there is not 
the smallest reason why the operations 
of the Authors’ Society should not be 
made an excuse for imposing a statutory 
flat-rate on the performing rights of Sir 
James Barrie or Mr. Bernard Shaw. 
Let us have flat-rates for every form of 
art. Let us give M, to Mr. Shaw for 
Saint Jean, and ^d. to Mr. John for a 
picture, 2d for the Forsyte Saga, and 
2d for a Chaplin film. The makers 


of soap and beer will still sell their 
services in the open market, but the 
“long-haired fraternity” who make 
music and poetry and plays do not need 
money. They live on air. Why give 
them 2d? Why not Id? Why not fd? 
Heavens 1 why not make the composers 
‘P(^y ^ - A. P. H. 


Mediterranean Mascots. 

“Nine stowaways were discovered aboard 
the Do. 10. Italy has ordered two for the 
Mediterranean. ” — Amtnxlian Paper . 


“ Oldham Ohildrkn's Pageant. 

.... The pageant consists of ten episodes 
illustrating seafaring life, historical and mod- 
ern, with interludes of Sea Scanties, <&c.’^ 
Ilission Leaflet. 

We hope the Lido ladies won’t find it 
too cold. 


“ A further huge sum for social services is 
about to be extracted from the empty pockets 
of the taxpayer .”— in Daily MaiV^ 

A statement which lends colour to the 
rumour that this is to be known as the 
Maskelyne Ministry. 
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THE NEW MOVEMENT. 

Deab Mb. Punch, — One of your daily 
contemporaries recently published the 
portrait of a football-player for the truly 
remarkable reason that he had missed 
a ^penalti/ goal the previous Saturday. 
Moreover the cause of the mis-kick was 
given, namely, that the ball had gone 
off the side of his foot, and this was 
followed by some interesting personal 
particulars concerning the player in 
question. 

I daresay the average reader would 
not perceive the amazing significance of 
this, but to me it heralds t^he dawn of 
a new era — an era in which the time- 
worn custom of adulating mere success 
is supplemented by one in which the 
man who fails has his share of the lime- 
light. How much more humane is this, 
how much more encouraging to the 
obscure! The successful man has the 
satisfaction of his success, but the man 
who misses the mark needs the en- 
couragement of a public appearance. 
Should we not then richly welcome 
this new and delightful movement, and 
should not you, Mr. Punch, be in the 
van of it ? Certain of your answer, I 
venture to submit for publication the 
portraits of a few of my friends for 
whose qualifications I can personally 
vouch. ‘ 



This is Mr. Hildebrand Hoylake, who 
failed to win the October monthly 
medal at cur golf-club. Pifty-two cards 
were returned and Mr. Hoylake came 
out fifty-second. He is a great diner- 
out and a keen golfer, though, owing 
to a tendency to protuberance of the 
abdomen, he has some difficulty in 
sighting the ball properly. He attri- 
buted his failure to the blasted allot- 
ments. You must not gather from 
this that the allotments which flank 
our fifth hole were actually blasted — 
I mean in the sense that the heath 
in Macheih was blasted. They were 
undoubtedly dry owing to the pro- 
l lodged absence of rain, but they have 
* to my knowledge borne some excellent 


crops of potatoes and other vegetables 
this year. No, it is simply that when 
you put three balls in succession into 
them you tend to dislike them. Such, 
alas 1 is human nature. 



This is a speaking likeness of my son 
Bob, who on bis return to school found 
he had failed to secure promotion to the 
third form. The French paper set at 
the end of last term appears to have 
been the cause of, this. A youth named 
Wolby Tertius had, it seems, a mis- 
understanding with a little hook he was 
using (possibly surreptitiously) to assist 
him with the translation — in fact he 
actually got on to the wrong page of it, 
with the most disastrous results. My 
son Bob, who was sitting next ^to him, 
was thus led completely astray. I must 
say it seems a little hard that one boy 
should suffer for the carelessness of 
another ; but such, again, is the way of 
the world. Favourite hobbies : dough- 
nuts and ice-cream. 



Here is William Dobson our plumber, 
who failed to find the leak in the bath- 
room last week. You will note the 
cheery optimistic face and the native 
grace of his bearing. The somewhat less 
distinguished figure in the background 
is his mate, who went back for the tools. 
Both are men of considerable social 
attainments, and I wish you could have 
heard them in the kitchen taking tea 
with cook and the housemaid; the 
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house absolutely , shook with their 
laughter. I am unable to say precisely 
why William could not find .the leak, 
but from what .he told me it was the 
sort of leak which is invariably elusive, 
one in fact which will even change 
position and dodge when you are hot 
on the scent. William's hobbies are 
football competitions and striking 
matches to apply to a pipe containing 
a particularly uninflammable (though 
none the less pungent) brand of to- 
bacco. 



Finally, Mr. Punch, I give a snap- 
shot of a gentleman who failed to secure 
a single prize at our local flower and 
vegetable show, namely myself. The 
snap was taken by my son Bob and 
has not come out very well, but you 
may possibly perceive that I am pruning 
my roses. In my right hand is a. 
pair of secateurs, and on my left is 
the thick glove I always wear when 
pruning to prevent the thorns from 
pricking me. My feet are not visible, 
but they are encased in heavy garden- 
ing-boots. The smile on my face is the 
result of a most amusing gaffe perpe- 
trated by my wife. “ Don't prune that 
Caroline Tesiout too much,” she said, 
and looked genuinely surprised when I 
teoke into a roar of laughter. Even 
when I explained to her that it was an 
JEtoile de Hollande 1 was pruning, she 
maintained an air of curious solemnity. 
But women, of course, have not our 
humour. In these days of autobio- 
graphy I ought perhaps to say more 
about myself, but I am a modest soul 
and I will therefore conclude by stating 
that my hobbies are Virtue and Self- 
denial, and that I think very highly of 
our London policemen. 

If you decide to continue this en- 
trancing movement, Mr. Punch, I have 
quite a number of other friends who 
are qualified for a public appearance, 
and on hearing from you I shall be 
delighted to submit their photographs, 
with personal notes. 

[Thank yon, but we are sated. — En.l 

C. M. 
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FOR CAPTAINS OF INDUSTRY. 

A NEW public school, designed to 
educate our future Captains of Industry, 
is to be opened. This is good news, 
and I am writing post-haste for a sylla- 
bus, for the question of Peter^s future is 
causing us concern. 

I had no idea Captains of Industry 
could be trained. I thought they just 
happened. A man had to be born, so 
to speak, with a hard face and the dic- 
taphone habit. I didn’t think school- 
masters could take a youn^ innocent 
lad and mould him into an iron-jawed 
superman who could hold down a ten- 
thousand-pound-a-year job. 

That salary, one would think, might 
attract a schoolmaster who knew how 
the thing was done. It would attract 
me, but then I do not know how it is 
done. It is very kind and self-effacing 
of the schoolmasters to stand aside and 
give the youngsters a chance. 

I wonder whether the school guar- 
antees a job at the end of the course. 
I must remember to ask the Head about 
that. I shouldn’t like Peter to spend the 
happy days of childhood in acquiring 
the hard face of a Captain of Industry 
and then be unable to do anything with 
it. Unfortunately the face of a Captain 
of Industry is almost useless for any 
other activity. It wouldn’t help its 
owner to be the commissionaire at a 
picture palace, a gossip-writer, or a 
beach musician. There is so little appeal 
in it. On the contrary, it might get 
him into trouble. Heads of departments 
would hesitate to employ a junior who 
looked like a Captain of Industry. 
There is only room for one Captain of 
Industry in each department. Can we 
blame the, older man for turning down 
a young man with a face like his own ? 

And we must bear in mind that there 
will be a whole school of them to place. 
I don’t see how the old country can 
support that number — ^unless, of course, 
another war breaks out. Still we think 
Peter ought to have his chance. If the 
worst comes, there are always the films. 
Almost every film features a Captain of 
Industry. 

Peter perhaps may not like the school 
at first. He is looking forward to 
Bomethipg like TomBroion's Schooldays, 
with lots of football, a bit of fighting, 
and frequent visits to , the tuck-shop. 
But I don’t suppose football will be en- 
couraged. I hardly think these young 
Captains of Industry will be taught the 
short passes of the Corinthian game. 
The "only things they will be taught to 
pass, will be dividends. 

I doubt even whether they will be 
allowed, to have a tuck-shop, except 
perhaps for experimental purposes. 
Floating or underwriting a tuck-shop 


must be tedious work, but the winding- 
up of it would have its points. I can 
almost see the young scamps disposing 
of liquid assets and bankrupt stock. 

Apart from, these experiments food 
would be regarded as a necessary evil. 
It is well known that Captains of Indus- 
try are abstemious men who rise before 
.dawn, breakfast on a rusk, snatch a 
sandwich for luhch and repair the day’s 
ravages with a cup of cocoa at nine. 
They have told us so in a thousand 
interviews. I suppose the school meals 
will be like that. The little Captains 
will troop into the dining-hall as we 
did, but only to see if tapioca has har- 
dened. This will be' dull for Peter. 

It will not be so bright, either, for 
me. I had looked forward to visiting 
Peter at the old school. I hoped to 
wander .with him through the ancient 
cloisters and along the flagged corri- 
dors. Peter, with pardonable pride, 


would point out to me the celebrities of 
the school. 

He may still do that, but it will be 
like this : — 

“You see that fellow?” Peter will 
whisper enthusiastically; “he made a 
hundred yesterday.” 

“In a house match ? ” I shall whisper 
back admiringly. • 

“No,” Peter will reply with a touch 
of irritation for my stupidity, “ he made 
it in Hairpins Deferred.” 

I hoped to wander round the old 
schoolroom trying to decipher the 
names carved deep in the inkstained 
desks and wondering in what niche of 
the outside world those same initials 
are engraved. But there will be no 
inky desks for little Captains of In- 
! dustry. Only polished mahogany, in- 
nocent of stains. I wonder, by the w^ay, 
i how naughty Captains of Industry will 
1 write their hundred lines? “Will they 




dictate them to a stenographer or read 
them into a dictaphone? Or will an 
efficient secretary run them off on a 
duplicator? - - ► * 

And when the time comes for me to 
go to the station, that awkward moment 
when both Of us are gruff and manly 
and inarticulate, I shall fumble in my 
pocket in the good old-fashioned way 
tor the customary tip. But a budding 
Captain of Industry does not accept 
tips. He gives them. Shares that I 
can put my shirt on. Perhaps the old 
method was more human. 

Yes, it will be hard at first, but Peter 
must think of the future, bright with 
racehorses, grouse moors, yachts and all 
the glittering prizes of big industry. ' 
But I do hope the school guarantees 
a job at the end of the course. It 
would be awful having a disengaged 
Captain of Industry knocking around 
the house. Once he had fired” the 
maids and the gardener, there would be 
nothing for him to do. I must cer- 
tainly ask the. Head for a guarantee, 
life would accept three , thousand 
pounds a year for a start'. W. E. B. 


3n (gletnonam. 

GEOEGES CLEMENCEAU. 

Born 1841. Died November 24, 1929. 

They are passing one by one 
Beyond the kindly sun. 

Beyond the imagined sky, . 

They to whom Victory bowed 
Her. bright head from the cloud 
Of France's destiny. 

And now he too has passed . 

To whom France gives her last 
Uncraved-for tears to-night ; 

The indomitable man 
Whose will could plumb and span 
Fate's utmost depth and height. 

In her tremendous hour 
He was an adamant tower 
TJpreared against the tide ; 

He was the helm of France, 

The keen tip on her lance, 

The strong blade at her side. , 

Some who were not afraid 
Walked baffled and dismayed 
And stumbled in the dusk ; 

And there were men whose faith 


Blanched like, a haggard wraith 
Or crumbled like a busk. 

Yet never through his mind 
There [drifted, cold and blind, 
Thepbahtoih of despair ; 

He did not swerve or bend, 

. Because he saw the end 
Far off, bub good and fair. 

Beyond this tangible scheme 
There* shone for him no dream. 
Death had no alms' to give ; 

But never faint or dim * 

The ^deep faith was in him 
That his own France must live. 

, Empty the strong hand lies, 

Veiled are the falcon eyes, 

The undaunted heart is still ; 

Only the quiet clay 
Will bear for one brief day 
The impress of his will. 

Prance not alone will stand 
With solemn lifted hand 
By her dead knight sans 'peur ; 

For in that noble, mute 
Last gesture of salute 
England is one with her. D. M, S. 



L’ENFANT TEREIBLE. 

Me. Snowden. ‘‘NOW, MASTEE TOM, YOU LEAVE THAT VASE ALONE. OE YOU’LL 
GET MB INTO TEOUBLB.” 

Mastee Shaw. “THAT’S ALL EIGHT; I DON’T SUPPOSE THIS POP-GUN WILL HUET 
IT MUCH; AND ANYHOW YOU CAN SAY THAT I TAKE PULL EESPONSIBILTTY." 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT' iiad their innings but 

n/r " j -KT 7 ^ " 7 ^ • * pi'pducecl nofchiDg startling in the way 

Monday, November- 25th.-lb was of a score. The surprise item was 
Mr. Smithees, who wrung from the provided by Mr. Tom Shaw, who 
Foreign Secretaey the degrading ad- uttered what sounded like a formidable 
mission that British Ambassadors do 
not always ride in British cars. In 
some cases, Mr. Henderson explained, 
the absence of spare parts and service 
facilities rendered such a course impos- 
sible. It might have been pointed out 
to him that emergencies could be met 
by having one of the smaller British 
cars sent out in the diplomatic pouch. 

Mr. Boothby asked the Minister of 
Agriculture when they might expect i 
to learn the Government's agricultural 
policy. “When some private Member 
puts down a motion on the subject,” re- 
plied Mr. Buxton in effect. Private 
Members, however, seem to have no in- 
tention of wasting valuable time find- 
ing out what Mr. Buxton does not in- 
tend to do. He could not even tell 
Mr. Somerville what had been the 
monthly price of British eggs in Lon- 
don since the introduction of the egg- 
marking scheme. Once in London, it 
seems, an egg, as far as the Govern- 
ment statisticians are concerned, is 
just an egg, and lucky, if Lieut. -Colonel 
Buggles-Brise is to be believed, not The Minstrel Boy from theWars has come, 
to have been made into an omelette by of Peace you ’ll find him, 

the railways. . MR- Joseph Beylin. 

Parliament is notsupposed to concern if nebulous threat to extract from the 
itself with what goes on in Dominion holders of Government War Loan stock 
Parliaments. But what if a Dominion some imaginary increment resulting 
Minister officially announces to his Par- from deflation, that the War Minister 
liament his Government’s intention of thinks is most “unfair,” 
repudiating an important agreement Mr. Shaw had preceded this utter- 
made with the British Govern- * 

Mr. Eamsay MacDonald ^ I 

cautiously intimated that unless - ,.1' - I™ : f 

the intention was officially com- . » II 

municated to him he would dip- * || 1 / 

lomatically go on pretending to , ■.! , : nP 1 

have heard nothing about it, and , ir ' f 

, the^ Speaker backed him up. J | . nj' 

Obviously, however, if the Irish Ijj | [ 

Free State proceeds to suppress I 

Privy Council appeals without I VvUy w 1 u - 

notifying the British Govern- — S.RGXB.^ fc'-) ; 

ment officially of its intentions, CIRGENSES 

Mr. MacDonald and his col- MUNI Cl PALES ^ ^lil 

leagues will have to initiate a |[||j V A /\^^i Ijj 

remonstrance. The more sav- \/ 1 IliUlS™ % 

oury topic of shell-fish super- ' I A rfmkl 

vened, Mr. Buxton expressing | ^X/ // n lmn 

his hopes for “results of a prac- j _jSy U 

tical character” in the matter J — j 

'll l ff "II"II' 1"- J MlL// 11 

Samuel, known to his intimates -<Vw</L; 1 ' W 

as the Oysters’ Friend, looked 1 

sceptical. — 

The House got on with the . 

Second Beading of the TJnem- CATO, OENSOB MOEUM. 

ployment Insurance Bill. The Sm Chaeles Oman. 


CIRGENSES I 
MUNICI PALES i 

PR/t5ENTAKTE3 R 

GRETAM 
GARBONEM. | 

ET ALIAS STELLAS! 




CATO, CENSOR MORUM. 
Sir Charles Oman, 


ance by saying, “God speed the man, 
from whatever side of the House he 
comes, who can contribute a useful 
idea,” and no doubt felt it was up to 
him to contribute first. The House was 
left wondering uneasily if Mr. Shaw 
was speaking in a Ministerial capacity 
or in the spirit of airy irresponsibility 
that the Savage Club engenders. 

The event of the day w^as, of course, 
the speech of Mr. Devlin (Wee Joe), 
Member for Tyrone and Perminagh, 
once a familiar figure in tlie House 
when he espoused the riotous cause of 
Irish freedom with a heart and voice 
out of all proportion to his inches. 

To-day, after an absence of many 
years, he surveyed a House of Commons 
such as he had never encountered in 
his hey-day, looking round him with 
such an air of interested benevolence as 
St. Patrick himself might w-ear on 
being conducted round the reptile-house 
at the Zoo. In a charming little peror- 
ation Mr. Devlin intimated that in 
that place at any rate he had girded off 
the ancestral sword and was prepared 
to function exclusively with the harp, 
and not a “ woild ” harp at that. 

Tmsday, November* ^Oth, — It was 
only to be expected that Lord Banbury, 
the ruthless slaughterer of countless in- 
nocents, would prove equally /aroi^cJie in 
the presence of widows, and so. on the 
Second Reading of the Widows' Pensions 
Bill, he proved. But, whereas he de- 
clared (having heard Lord Buckmaster 
indicting the Government for not going 
far enough) that, when it came to using 
the taxpayers' money to buy votes, 
Liberals and Socialists w^ere 
birds of a feather, he made no 
secret of his belief that Lib- 
erals were the blacker of tk.e 
two. ' ' . 

The Bill having got its Second 
Beading Lord Newton breezily 
‘ invited the Secretary op State 
FOR Air to consider the First, 
of April next as a suitable date 
A for the Parliamentarians’ next 

3 air-jaunt. Lord Thomson agreed 

a that “atmospheric conditions 

u were pretty good -about tbat 

jl date,” but roundly declared that 

fi . he .would fix no more dates for 
% ^"Members’ air-rides if he fspqld 
m ' " help it. Meanwhile, he pointed ’ 
n out, the BlOl had safely wea- 

I thered a gale so fierce that 

“bookmakers had ceased to 
"jT/j[u quote the odds.” 

In the House of Commons Mr. 
Adamson deplored the Scottish 
fishing fleet disaster in tones of 
^ ecclesiastical sonority but failed 

to respond to the plea, advanced 
by Mr. Macpherson and other 
Scots, that the Government 
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should not merely pass the hat for its 
credit's sake but should also contribute 
a trifle. 

Mr. Tom Shaw may not be the type 
of true finance kept under, but the shrill 
silence that greeted a question by Mr. 
Hobe-Bblisha indicated that the time 
has not yet arrived for the Treasury 
brigade with cold cascade to quench his 
prodigious blunder. , _ 

Public business revealed Mr. joeokett 
under the Ten Minute Eule pleading that 
municipalities should be allowed to run 
their own repertory theatres — and levy 
a penny rate to do it on. ** Bread and 
circuses 1 exclaimed Sir OHAsiiES Oman 
indignantly. Mr. Beckett said he 
would not be surprised at anything 
coming out of Oxford University, but 
incautiously intimated that he had not 
caught Sir Charles's remark. I said 
circeJises as well retorted Sir 

Ohables. The addition of free shows 
to the free dole marked the end of the 
decadent Eoman Empire.” This earful 
from Oxford University quite cramped 
poor Mr. Beckett’s repertory style, but 
t^he House decided that, though the 
Omans might be unpropitious, the Bill 
should be introduced. 

The Expiring Laws Continuance Bill 
provoked no deep concern, but gave 
Members a few points to bicker about. 
Commander Williams found justifiable 
cause for amusement in the Govern- 
ment’s determination to continue a 
measure (Seal Fisheries (North Pacific) 
Act, 1885) confirming a Convention made 
with {inter alios) the Emperor op all 
the Eussias. Socialist back-benchers 
retorted with the rude badinage of their 
kind. Another Bill due for continu- 
ance brought Sir Eobert Hamilton to 
his feet in a lengthy homily on the habits 
of seals. With a more than Protean 
familiarity be distinguished between 
Salichcerus Qry^us and Phoca vitulina, 
whose appearance, he explained, is 
similar, but whose dentition differs. ‘ ‘ Is 
a seal a fish? ” asked Mr. Macquisten 
innocently. ''They are called fish,” re- 
plied Sir Egbert, mindful perhaps of 
the railway guard’s decision that "tor- 
toises is insects.” The House’s den- 
tition proved unequal to Sir Egbert’s 
amendment, which accordingly was 
withdrawn. 

Wednesday, November .—A debate 

on ex-enemy property could hardly] 
prove enthralling, except perhaps to the 
ex-enemies who want their property 
back, and even a speech* in*4he highest 
vein of etequence from Lord Buok- 
found their Lordships, if they 
had wy unprepspred to shed them. 

Parmod® defended the 
attitude so unctuously 
Bucemaster was moved to 
; he had no use for a man 


who had denounced " confiscation’ ’ when 
he was in opposition and now defended 
the business just because he happened 
to be in power. 

The House of Commons’ blood must 
surely have crept when Mr. Henderson 
informed Captain Peter Macdonald 
that the new Eussian Ambassador 
would be allowed to bring emissaries 
of the Ogpu with him in his diplomatic 
family. 

What did Mr. MacDonald mean when 
he told Commander Bellairs that there 
had been "a good deal of delicate and 
rather troublesome negotiation” about 
the Bill which is to indemnify the Gov- 
ernment against having seven Under- 
secretaries sitting in the House instead 



A PROTEAN TURN. 

Sir Robert Hamilton. 

of six ? The Opposition can hardly have 
been unwilling to put matters right, so 
we can only conclude that the Under- 
secretaries have found no suitable 
means of deciding which of them is 
corpus delicti. 

The Prime Minister having reit- 
erated his indomitable intention to do 
nothing abput the Irish Free State and 
the Privy Council until the time ap- 
pointed, i.e., the next Imperial Confer- 
ence, and Mr. Lxjnn having assured Mr. 
Obmsby-Gorb that the wild fauna of 
Malaya are not being unduly extermin- 
ated, or, if they are, that he will look into 
it, the House, at the instigation of Mr. j 
Arthur Michael Samuel, deplored 
the ill effects of over-capitalisation. 
Mr. W. E. Smith, for the Government, 
tellingly insisted that while the effects 
of over-capitalisation could be exag- 
gerated, it would be impossible not to 


have due regard for the question ; and 
Mr. Eunoiman said he hoped Mr. 
Smith would tell the Various Commit- 
tees of Inquiry what he meant by over- 
capitalisation. His own view was that 
the curse of British industry was the 
shortage of real capital. 

Members who felt that the curse was 
not confined to industry nevertheless 
agreed to the motion without further 
ado. 

Thursday, November 28th. — Second 
Reading in the Lords of the Mental 
Treatment Bill brought forth from 
Lord Dawson op Penn an eloquent 
plea that in law and not less in the public 
mind mental derangement should be 
treated on exactly, the same basis as 
bodily disease. At present, he declared, 
there is always a sort of amiable con- 
spiracy to conceal mental derangement 
at the time when treatment might 
effect a cure, chiefly because the cus- 
tomary method of treatment is to lock 
the patients up in a lunatic asylum and 
dub them insane. He welcomed the 
Bill as a belated attempt to adapt legal 
enactments to informed opinion. 

Mr. Clynes explained to Mr. Bde the 
nature of the existing by-laws relating 
to the deposit of litter in public places 
in the Metropolitan Police District. 
The police, it appears, are expected to 
notify the authority when they find 
litter loitering in a public place, but 
they have no power to make it move on. 

Mr. Snowden, as was expected, re- 
assured the House as to the saoro- 
sanctity of the Government’s con- 
tractual obligations to its creditors. 
No names were named, but Mr. Tom 
Shaw assumed the expression appro- 
priate to one who gets it where the 
chicken got the axe. 

A slight tiff between Mr, Lansbury 
and Mr. A. M. Samuel — the former 
taking umbrage at an imagined asper- 
sion on his financial expertise — ended 
in apologies all round, and the House 
got on with the Unemployment Insur- 
ance Bill in Committee. On a Liberal 
Amendment, approved but not accepted 
by the Minister, supported by the Con- 
servatives and by at least two Labour 
Members, the House thought fit to 
divide, but the expected rush of Liberals 
and Conservatives into the same Lobby 
did not materialise, although Mr. Lloyd 
George and Mr. Baldwin were seen 
making for the same door in apparently 
grave discussion. 


Retford County Police, 
a 16 -year-old Gamston boy was bound over 
in the sum of for stealing pants from a lady’s 
oyclfe .” — Looal Paper. 

We don’t know how the panto got there, 
but they should certainly be marked 
R.D. (return to draw-er). 




THE BANK RATE. 

The bank rate is a curious thing 
Worked by a kind of hidden spring 
That sends it up, by unknown laws, 

Or down, for no apparent cause. 

When up, the ambient air grows full 
With roarings from the angry bull. 
When down, a muflfiie of despair 
Is quickened from the rumbling bear 
(There is, I 'm told, a stag as well. 

But what it does I cannot tell). 

And we observe about this rate. 

So nervous in its mobile state, 

That whether it goes down or up 
Somebody ’s always sold a pup. 

The metaphor is mixed, it's true,' 

But uppish rhymes are all too few. 

For nae, an honest man, I trust. 
Though humble, not to call it bust. 
Motions like these of high finance 
Do not disturb my countenance ; 

They are but trifles ; I express 
A more wide-reaching bitterness. 

This bank rate in its wayward flight 
Has a connection, if I 'm right, 

With an expression, , strange and deep. 
That 'S known as Money being Cheap. 
Cheap, do you take me ? Money ! Oh, 
The word affects me like a blow. 

I have lived long, and kept my eyes 
Open, and am reputed wise. 


I have seen much, but never yet 
A thing most rare and hard to get 
(Like cash) and sought for far and near 
(Like £ $, d:) that wasn’t dear. 

To me, at any rate, it seems 
The airy vision of one’s dreams, 

Yet there are men who just to heap 
Insult on insult call it Cheap. 

Cheap, quotha 1 When they talk like 
that, 

I want to bash them on the hat. 

Dum-Dum. 

OUR COMIC COURTS COMPETITION.* 

I, 

(For this companion all British Courts 
or parts of Courts are eligible. Cororiers^ 
Magistrates^ Judges a7id even juries 
may he entered. The one gualification 
is that the entrant must have by tvord 
or deed advanced the Sacred Cause of 
Speed or in some way helped to make 
thewcyrldmoredangeroiisford&inocracy. 
AU entries welcome,) 

This week our prize goes to the Bench 
of magistrates W<k)dbridge. For the 
particulars we are indebted to the daily 
Press: — 

J.P. ACQXnTTED* 

“Srann m iTSiSnr’NoT NBai*iGBNcn” 
Qmted in' Mcmslaughter Charge. 

Wheh y, a landowner and J.P., was 
charged at Wobdbridge yesterday with 


the manslaughter of ex-Police- Sergeant 
X, the Bench by a majority dismissed 
the case. 

X was riding a bicycle out of a by- 
road across the main road when he was 
struck by a motor-car driven by the 
defendant. The bicycle was thrown 
thirty feet and landed on a hedge, and 
X was killed instantly. 

Witnesses estimatedthat Y was driving 
at sixty miles an hour. 

Sir Hbnbv Curtis-Bennext urged 
that the question was whether criminal 
negligence had taken place, and quoted 
a recent case in tiie Appeal Court, in 
which it was laid down that speed in 
itself does not constttuie criminal ftsg- 
ligence.*' 

^ Note, 

It has long been contended by the 
expert motorist that it is perfectly safe 
for a skilled driver to drive along a 
country road at sixty miles an hour, 
and this case shows how safe it is — ^for 
the driver. The proposed total abolition 
of the speed-limit should make it safer 
stiU. The experts’ dictum, it would 
seem, has already the force of law. 

School !R.ecreatioos Which We Gondemii. 

<*The last of the Eton College field game 
matches this season ms played yesterday, 
when Mr, A. W, Whitworth’s eleven heat the j 
School decisively by two shot goats (6iK)ints) to 
mV^^Sunday Paper. 






PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Deoembeb 4 , 1929 . 


AT THE PICTURES. 

Wjll Eogees. 

SuppL-x always in time following de- 
mand, the talkies are gradually evolving 
the best actors for their purpose. But 
I doubt if they have found the right 
material in Will Eogees, for Will 
Eogers is essentially an intimate mono- 
loguist, not in the least suited to these 
stridencies. He needs the stage to him- 
self and an audience very near him, as 
he had when he was at the London 
Pavilion three or four summers ago and 
told us how to deal with traffic com- 
plications and the tea interval in cricket. 
Standing there, wuth his swift disarm- 
ing smile and his mobile lips working 
at the chewing-gum, he needed but to 
whisper his sage nonsense and w^as 
irresis' ible. 

In the talking film, They Had to See 
Paris, he is dimmed ; partly because his 
voice is quiet and his brand of humour 
subtle ; partly because once again the 
laughs have not been timed ; and largely 
because he is not an actor but a com- 
menfcator. Perhaps in the hands of a 
very clever director he might be made 
also into an actor; but that has not 
happened yet, nor, I guess, does he 
want it to be. His position as an im- 
pudent yet acceptable critic of manners 
and morals is far stronger. Many rnen 
can act for the screen; Will Eogees 



Mr, Will Rogehs ias Pih'e Peters) being 
fiissed by Miss Fjfi Doss ay {as Clandinc, a 
Cabaret artiste). “So THIS is. THE SOCIAL 
BACKGROUND UY WIFE’S BROUGHT ME TO 

Paris for.” 

alone can stand on a stage, without 
orchestra or limelight effects, and while 
bitting Americans where they live keep 
them in delighted laughter. 

This is not ta say that They Had to 
See Paris is a failure. Par from it, for, 
although Will Eogees is often in- 
; audible, bis personality is tremendous, 
ji; mi: there is so much human nature in 
and his own part in it is 


such a blend of simplicity and shrewd- 
ness, fun and pathos, that we cannot 
help being interested. After a very few 
minutes it is imperative that we know 
what is going to happen and how soon 
the Peters family will be convinced that 
they are being looled. 



MORE SOCIAL BACKGROUND. WITH 
TROUSERS IN MIDDLE DISTANCE. 


The blot on the film is the absence 
of captions, for the talk, even if we 
could consistently hear it, cannot tell 
enough. For too long, for instance, we 
are unaware if the tall and plausible 
young Frenchman who, under the style 
of the Marquis de Brissac (Mr. Ivan 
Lbbebeff), seeks the hand of Opal 
Peters (Miss Marguerite Churchill), 
is an impostor or not. Long experience 
of films teaches us to believe him a 
mere fraudulent fortune-hunter pretend- 
ing to belong to theFrench nobility ; but 
he isn’t : he is real. Now a caption 
would have told us that at once. Again, 
we naturally suppose that the other 
noblemen and noblewomen who receive 
so much a head to be present at a party 
given by Mrs. Peters (Miss Irene Rich) 
are (like the * guests in The Golden 
Butterfly) impostors too ; but no : they 
are not. Even the Russian Grand Duke 
(Mr. Theodore Lodi), who is the most 
expensive of them— two thousand dol- 
lars for the evening — turns out to be 
real. It is in this party episode that 
Will Rogers is funniest ; but half the 
fun is lost through our ignorance oE 
what is really happening. If this aris- 
tocratic figure is really a Grand Duke 
in distress the situation as between 
him and Pike Peters is a rich one ; if 
not, it is nothing. Similarly we should 
enjoy it more if we knew whether the 
stately white-haired lady who accom- 
panies the Marquis as his mother the 
Marquise .(Miss Marcelle OoEDAY)is 
, really, his mother bent uppn examining 
I the Peterses with her own eyes, or a 


mummer engaged to bolster up the 
swindle, should swindle it be. So once 
.again I suggest to those high-handed 
and too-littie-thinking gentlemen, the 
producers, that they give the talkies 
captions too. 

There is one moment in the play 
when Will Rogers seems to miss a 
good opportunity. The MarqiUs and 
Opal enter the courtyard of the chateau 
on horseback, just before the demand of 
the Marquis* s lawyer for a dot of two 
million dollars has caused Pike Peters 
to put his foot down and stop the whole 
affair. It would have been a nice touch 
if the ex- veterinary surgeon , whose early 
days in that capacity are so frequently 
referred to, had quietly drifted out of the 
house, approached the Marquis* s steed 
and scrutinised its teeth. He need 
have said nothing; just looked at them, 
looked reproachfully at the Marquis and 
returned to his room to the legal inter- 
view. 

Since there is no mention in the pro- 
gramme that the film owes anything 
to a mere writing fellow, let me render 



PIKE, FORMERLY A VET., EXAMINES 
THE HORSE OP HIS DAUGHTER’S 
LOVER. ^ 

Marquis de Brissac . . Mr. Ivan Lebedeff. 

Opal Peters Miss Marguerite 

Churchill. 

[The above scene was omitted from the film.] 

justice by adding that Mr. Homer' 
Orgy’s novel of the same title is its 
foundation. B. V. L. 

“The new vehicle, tested in London yester- 
day, has a special machine for issuing tickets 
as well as heat radiators,” — Daily Paper. 

We have long felt that a roast chest- 
nut buffet would liven up our London 
omnibuses. 



A SNAPPY CHRISTMAS. 

The printed 'wishes on Christmas- 
cards are to be much briefer this 'winter, 
says a daily paper, and the matter is to be 
more characteristic of that punch which 
we usually associate with America. 

Personally I shall miss my share of 
those verses to which I am accustomed. 
I always read Chris tmas-cards that are 
sent me from cover to cover, and I adore 
the messages of suffocating affection 
which thus arrive from mere acquaint- 
ances. And many a time has the design 
on the card, which led me to buy it as 
being suitable for old (and detestable) 
Uncle Walter, let me in for the dedica- 
tion — n ijiq Little Feiekd ’’ 

just when it was too late to do anything 
about it ; for I will stand him fourpence, 
but eigbtpence — ^never ! 

I love the way in which the words 

Holly ” and “ Jolly ” annually set up 
house together, with *^Poam’’ and 
^^Home’^ in the same building as it 
were; and dear old ‘'A Greeting True 
I Send To You/’ and all those sj^spira- 
tions of the “ May ” school — 

Joy Be Yours This Hapry Morn.’"' 


And I have a respect for those cards 
which, not content with the King’s 
English (indeed they are seldom that), 
burst into strange and jocular Mummer- 
set, which the picture of a spray of 
heather tied with a clanless tartan bow ■ 
enables one to identify as Scottish : — 

“ For Auld Sake’s Sake an’ times Lang Syne 
Thy fistie I wad kauld, 

An’ hope all ’s braw wi’ thee an’ thine 
Amidst the snaw and cauld.” 

I yearly catch this cauld, though com- 
monly one whistles for the snaw. 

And even the Utterly Maundering 
card has a place in my heart — ^the 
card in which it is confidently expected 
that I shall, upon receipt of it, be thrown 
into a confusion of retrospective senti- 
ment by the “Mem’ry” of “Those Days 
Agone,” assisted by obscure reference 
to “The Seas Which Now Between Us 
Poll.” This card is usually pushed 
through the letter-box by my next-door 
neighbour at the last moment,, she hav- 
ing never meant to send me one at all, 
and feeling exasperated at being put in 
the wrong by me, 'who stood her a Eobin 
from the twopenny tray. The fact that 
Nothing more titan an iron paling rcdls 
between us seldom affects her choice. 


And I love and honour the Completely 
Irrelevant cards. These (it being the 
depth of winter) portray a country cot- 
tage garden stuffed to the chimneys 
with rambler roses and delphiniums, 
an “oilette” representation of a bowl 
of nasturtiums, or a pierrot, a pierrette 
and six colour^ balloons. 

So far our only attempts at terseness 
have lain in those cards marked “ Best 
Wishes,” “To Greet You/’ or “Merry 
Xmas,” and I really dread what the 
Gbristmas-card of the future may be- 
come; our good wishes threaten to 
resemble those cards which, in some 
American offices, tell you to 

Say It In Five Minutes I 
You Aren’t Shakespeare. 

As, 

It *s a Long Bay ; but Bedtime’s Got 
To Come. 

Or. 

Three helps of turkey ? Think again I 
Or, 

To guard against the season’s ills 
Bon’t forget the liver-pills. 

Or, 

Can’t writa Too tired. 

Or, 

GiftO.X. Best thanks. 

And I suppose the new method is 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


also to be extended to the 1930 calen- 
dars, and we shall have no more Great 
Thoughts, such as : — 

\Yli9n Life’s Clouds are very grey, 

Smile I 

Dawn is darkest ’fore the day. 

Smile ! 

What are lips if not for mirth ? 

Fight old Woe for all you’re 
worth 1 

Prove your right to be on earth. 

Smile ! 

Ella Wheeler Woolicorth. 

We shall learn to be purely 
practical, and the makers of 
“block ” calendars will scrap 
their uplift, their tender, 
humorous, sporting and 
sweetly - pretty lines for 
others comprising culinary 
and general hints and tips. 

As : — 

New a Da?/.— January Sales SH 

begin. Secure your bargains V ^ 
early. Jj 

Januai'y 2nd. — Start saving noio 
for your income-tax. 

January 20 th, — Aluminium 
saucepans should never be 
cleaned with soda. Those in 
which mincemeat has been 
stirred should be put to soak 
overnight with a piece of soft- r - 

soap the size of a waltiufc. j 

March 10th. — Ask your banker 
for a ticket in the Calcutta. 

April lit. — ^Write to your land- 
lady now. Avoid last August’ s 
disappointment. 

Eaohel. 

Peers at Play. 

“ The Earu oe Dunraven 
Takes a shot at .the shooting 
party he held in his beautiful 7 

grounds at Dunrav^ri, Castle,” 

' Caption in Welsh'Paper, 



Mechanical Eugenics. 

“ Machineby. 

One single wagon; 2 ploughs, 
cultivators, 1 set spring tooth 
harrows, set zig-zag harrows, 
disc harrows, 2 cream separa- 
tors, tools and other miscellan- 
eous. The above cattle are of 
high-class Jersey breeding and 
in good shape.” 

Advt m B.C, Paper. 
We hope that a suitable 
mate may be discovered for 
the single wagon. 

** The work included beautiful 
carpets made out of old stockings, 
dolls and jams.”— Dai/i Paper. 

Apple jelly reinforced with 
Dismal Desmonds and darn- 


her parents, paying his title for her 
A I I Mt h^LAY. fortune. There is clearly no love lost 

“ The Highwayman (Comedy). between them. He proposes riding on 
The Highwayman {Mr. Bichard to visit an imperious lady who is more 
Black) was, in the opinion of the to his taste, and, in a sporting spirit, 
countryside, a very terrible fellow, and to leave the poet, who is manifestly in 

love with the bride, to con- 
sole her. The clatter of hoofs 
upon the high-road warns us 
of the approach of the for- 
midable Black, and there 
enters a masked figure with 
a gallant air who shows 
traces of having done some 
posthumous reading in 
penny and more expensive 
dreadfuls and semi-dread- 
fuls of the romantic school, 
and says things like this: 

“ Would you have taken an- 
other ride beneath the pale 
compelling moon ? ” Clearly 
an exceedingly romantic 
comedy is in store for us. 

Mr. j. Jefferson Eaejeon 
is not, however, content with 
a plain tale. His characters 
■D .3 # T ‘ j hyaciuthine locks have pretensions to subtlety. 

Eound from hrs parted foreloo. manly hung^ The lady has ideas about 

Lord ForleigU Mr. Allan Jeayes. ' f 

Legg Mr. Tom Beynolds. a woman of 

fine courage. The poet is 
^ a craven who doesn't appre- 

date his luck; the nobleman I 
makes a somewhat better 
showing and some epigrams, 

■ but is extremely unresource- 

; , changed circumstances 

1/5 determines, now* that 

horse and pistols have 
sequestrated, to begin 

f{ I wooing her in earnest. ' 

boots of the 

^ inn, a man of finished man- 

I gentle speech, of a 

Lv^^<;(fhTT| jll wise and tolerant philosophy 

S I [ II and superb physical courage, 

1 — 1' [|i| and evidently own brother 

P' or cousin to the gentleman's 

/v\ I gentleman in Mr. Ashley 

i MBma ll imSm Dukes's Load of Mischief 

irrtiTff ' M I MV makes any ‘attempt to 

I nil Hk! I Mfc ^ <^oal with 'the tremendous 

' ‘'I i fj. Mr, B/acfc, who, as no doubt 

EGHWAYMAN’S WOOING: FINDING HIS WAY is 

TO HER 'HEABT. no w successfully wooing the 

f Farleigh Miss Mary Glynne. Lady Larleigh in his 

Richard Black .... MB. Edmund Willard. romantic way, offering 

, , her his pistol and begging 
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THE HIGHWAYMAN’S WOOING: FINDING HIS WAY 
TO HEB HEAET. 

Lady Farleigh Miss Mary Glynne. 

MV. Bichard Black .... MR. Edmund Willard. 


ing wool IS said to make an excellent I was expected at any moment at the her to shoot him— one of those calcu- 
surface for informal dancing, ^nely hostel with the sign of “The Three lated gestures which have from long use 

1 ^ . "“I \ impecunious a certain insincerity. The lady, bored 

“ BafE Orpington Bucks, best dual purpose but prettily dressed poet seeks lodging not unnaturally with the nroceedin^q k 

Jra2^6r. TadV are eominar o..honAVTYirirtTtinrT nnU/a 1 ,* • 


r 7T ■ My .am coming a-honeymooning. The C/iarfe., having WoaUyj^^^^^ 

^Mends from di^ purpose geese ladyisanheiress; her lord, acold^blooded bedroomwindow some twelve LtSe 
^ more satisfactory. . calculating cynic, has bought her from the ground SSSo^y esS^ 
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injury, gently takes the weapon from her 
in the very nick of time and ceremoni- 
ously hands it back to the highway- 
man, by way, I suppose, of expressing 
his appreciation of the fact that ilfr. 
hlaclc is a better man than the poor 
creatures, peer and poet, who are con- 
templating the dreadful drop from the 
window of their bedroom prison and 
unable to make up their minds to it. 

It is clearly a most unlikely tale as 
it stands, and not improved by these 
rather unintelligible embroideries of 
still less likely characterisation. How- 
ever, many strange things may be done 
without offence in the name of roman- 
tic comedy. We all knew that the end 
would come with the gentleman of the 
road swinging the lady on to his brave 
•Black Bess and galloping 
beneath the pale compelling 
moon to safety and perpetual 
bliss. And so it fell out in 
due. course. 

Miss Maby G LYNNE was 
very prettily brave and ten- 
der and unreasonable ; Mr. 

Allan Jeayes looked very 
black and sinister ; Mr. Ed- 
mund WiLLABD was a very 
gallant highwayman; Mr. 

Ashton Pearse went very 
solemnly through the odd 
antics of the highly improb- 
able Charles, and Mr, Tom 
Eeynolds doddered plaus- 
ibly as the rheumatic land- 
lord. 

I may have somewhat un- 
successfully concealed the 
fact that this business was 
not much to my taste. But 
there were others, including 
a very charming modern 
and (nevertheless) romantic 
young lady in my company, 
who had the wit to think differently. 


there is real imagination and a not 
ineffective, if at first rather puzzling, 
admixture of realism and convention, of 
humour and depth of feeling. He is 
perhaps less successful in the rather 
arbitrarily arranged meeting of the two 
brothers in the shell-hole, though here 
again the scene between the wounded 
German lying beside his dead friend 
and the dying English boy is well- 
conceived and dramatically effective. 

Tunnel Trench does not display the 
ruthless economy of means which makes 
Journey's End so satisfying artistically. 
To take an instance, Mr. Griffith has, 
in the interests of a realism which has 
no dramatic significance, crowded his 
first scene with a dozen or more flying 
ojffioers collected to listen to a necessarily 



Mr , Ashton Pnabse { Charles , x 
to Mr , Ehmunb Willabd {Richard Blaclc ), 


T. 

“Tunnel Trench” (Duchess). 

No man need be too much cast down 
because his reach exceeds his grasp. 
Indeed perhaps the very contrary is 
the truth. Mr. Hubert Griffith has 
in Tunnel Trench attempted something 
more than the stark realism of war. 
He has been inspired to try to give us, 
besides the horror and futility, some- 
thing also of the fineness ; of the ro- 
mance of youth drawn to youth by 
the bond of perpetual danger shared 
(only to be misunderstood by the 
crooked-minded) ; of the chivalry of 
fighting man towards fighting foe. 

He has had no small measure of suc- 
cess. In the dream scene in the dug- 
out opposite Tunnel Trench (the taking 
of which is so vital a part of the pro- 
posed operations, and for which so many 
lives are to be sacrificed and in vain) 


rather dull scenario of the ensuing battle, 
relieved by the cheery lightheartedness 
of the Mess badinage. This is not a 
very effective scene in itself ; moreover, 
as long casts are apt to mean indifferent 
playing unless there are considerable 
financial resoui'ces behind the enter- 
prise,’ the presentation of his play suffers 
appreciably. 

The acting indeed was nob of a high 
order. Mr. Brian Ahernb's Lieutenant 
St, Auhyn, a romantic who loved poetry 
and music, was adequate but not deeply 
moving. Mr, Whitmore Humphrey, 
his cheery low-brow hero-worshipping 
friend, was played with an attractive 
naturalness; but here the task set was 
simpler. Mr. Wallace Geoffrey’s 
Captain Carrington, with an apt blend- 
ing of authority and good fellowship, 
of stolid devotion to routine duty and 
intimate personal feeling, was excel- 


gave us an admirable 0:d-Billish, cheery, 
patient, puzzled, pathetic private. 

The Brass Eats were, like the bur- 
glar’s counsel, “gloomy beggars ’’—never 
looked like winning a battle. But the 
author does nob make the misbake of 
loading the dice against the Staff in 
the now customary wise-after-the-event 
manner. The players of these parts 
succeeded in conveying sympathy but 
not in avoiding a certain dulness. The 
last scene — the tired and anxious 
General, with his worried second-in- 
command and his be red sardonic aide — 
was well enough conceived and written 
but, dramatically, an anti-climax. The 
anti-climax was no doubt intentional 
and lo^cal, bub, for the theatre, rather 
dismayingly tame. 

Clearly any war play for 
some time must have shad- 
ows cast upon it by the 
abnormal success of Jour- 
ney's End, Mr. Griffith’s 
play seems on internal evi- 
dence to have been written 
much earlier than Mr. Shbr- 
riff’s, at a time when the 
opinions of participants and 
observers had not yet crys- 
tallised into the mood of per- 
manent' disillusion and of 
practical effort to avoid a 
future catastrophe which is 
now happily dominant. It 
suffers something from this 
accident of time and mood ; 
it also gains something. It 
is a play well worth rewrit- 
ing, though the rewriting 
might improve it technically 
at the expense of its spon- 
taneity. There is sincerity 
, , , . , V a touch of poetry in it. 

The Duchess is a very 
well-designed intimate little 
theatre, whose walls, surfaced with arti- 
ficial stone, are of a pleasant tone and 
texture, and the architect and intelligent 
patron deserve high congratulaticn. 
But certainly it dees not empty any- 
thing like quickly enough either for con- 
venience or for safety, and I shall be sur- 
prised if modifications are not demanded 
by the appropriate authority. T. 


Headflclies for Historians, 

“Queen Maud of Norway, sister of ICing 
George, celeba ted her 60th birthday yesterday 
at Oslo.” 

“The King and Queen visited the Queen of 
Norway at Appleton House, yesterday, and 
congratulated her upon the sixtieth aunivor- 
sary of her birth.” 

Both from same paper , same column . 


“-Wanted companion for lady; flat; not 
over forty,”— Dai Paper, 

I After that age they are apt to deviate 
lently done, and Mr. Eegisaed Bach 1 into rotundity. 
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EVERYTHING TO DECLARE. 

The conversation had turned on 
smuggling — ^the only dishonesty which 
men and women of honour find it amus- 
ing to practise — and various triumphs 
in the way of defrauding this and 
other countries of their righwul revenue 
had been described. One man always 
brought his wife silk stockings from 
Paris tied round his waist; another 
always took to France with him tins 
of tobacco at the bottom of his golf-bag; 
and so forth. The only feat lacking 
was the introduction of dogs into Eng- 
land, although everyone had heard of 
the successful drugging of Pekes and 
the getting of them through the Custom- 
House as fur boas. This however was 
woman’s work, not ours. 

“You are all,” said a little quiet 
man, “on the wrong tack. You are 
all taking risks. Now I know how to 
smuggle and yet be as pure in heart as 
the Chevalier Bavaed. I don’t say the 
device will always work, because when 
these things become devices they can 
be dangerous ; but it worked the other 
day at' Har-^ich in an atmosphere of 
innocence, and that is how I chanced 
upon it. ' , . i ' ' . 

“ I have a small dafughter, aged thir- 
teen, who has beeh string with some I 
English cousins whose home is at the j 
Hague. For her return I arranged for j 
her to be 'piit in the charge of the j 
chief guard on the train and the chief 
stewardess on the boat. When I wrote 
to her giving her all the needful in* 
structions, I added that she was to 
bring me five hundred Butch cigars, 
which her uncle would get for me, and 
to be very scrupulous in declaring them. 

“Very well. Off she set, had an 
easy crossing and arrived at the Custom- 
House very much on her own. I should 
add that she looks even younger than 
she is. 

“ * And now, Missy,’ said the officer, 
‘please run your eye down this card 
and tell me what you have to declare.’ 

“ Alice read the list of contrabands 
very carefully and said, ‘ Five hundred 
cigars.’ 

“ The officer was enchanted. * Only 
five hundred ? ’ he said. ‘ Not a thou- 
sand ? ’ 

“‘Five hundred,’ said Alice, per- 
plexed by his laughter, for she was 
feeling very proud of her position as an 
important traveller. 

“The officer called his chief. ‘I 
asked her what she had to declare,’ he 
told him, ‘ and she says, “Five hundred 
cigars.” The little smoker! Very long 
(mas, Missy, I ’ll be bound ? ’ 

Yes,’ said Alice. 

' And strong? * the officer went on. 

: ‘Long and strong ? I know the kind 


you’d like.’ He slapped his thigh. 

‘ And you haven’t got any Schnapps ? ’ 

“‘No,’ said Alice. 

“‘Not a dozen of the best Schie- 
dam?’ 

“‘No,’ said Alice. 

“‘And which end of the cigar do 
you put in your mouth, Missy,* the chief 
inquired, ‘ the flat end or the pointed ? 
And how long will five hundred last 
you ? A week, I suppose ? That ’s the 
best thing I ’ve heard for months.’ 

“ Meanwhile Alice was proffering her 
keys, for she longed to show how 
straightforward she was being. But no, 
the officer wouldn’t touch them. In- 
stead, he called another of the staff — 
probably the man who weighs the silk 
and refuses to admit there ’s any cotton 
with it — and told him the whole de- 
licious story. ‘ Look at this baby,’ he 
said. ‘ Asked what she had to declare, 
she said, “Five hundred cigars.” That ’s 
a good ’un. Can you beat it? Only 
five hundred. And long and strong. 
Well, well, my child, get along to the 
train ; it ’s going very soon now. And 
have a good breakfast. Plenty of ham 
and eggs and coffee. And then settle 
down to a good smoke. It ’s the best 
of the day — ^the one after breakfast. 
I only smoke a pipe myself; I can’t 
afford cigars. But you light one of the 
old torpedoes and put your feet and 
enjoy it. Five hundred — that ’s rich 1 ’ 

“So Alice never had her luggage 
opened after all. 

“ Not a bad tip,” the little quiet man 
added. “Smuggling without deceit. 
But of course you must have the neces- 
sary ingredients : first, Custom-House 
officers who prefer chaffing and laugh- 
ing to searching, and secondly a little 
blue-eyed daughter of thirteen. That ’s 
the catch. The officers may be more or 
less plentiful, but my Alice is unique.” 

-- E.V.L. 

Speed with Security. 

“ This summer, as an experiment, I made 
the journey from London to Glasgow, in two 
stages, on a motor-coach. ... I doubt if I 
could have improved on our running time 
unless I had had a particularly fast oar. Of 
course it was all highly illegal, but I never 
once had a feeling of insecurity.” 

Article in Sunday Paper. 

Is there a pedestrian so hardened that 
his heart is untouched by the na%veU 
of this last sentence ? 


“The articles appearing in next week’s 
Number will he as important as the fiction. 

, Among them will be a striking contribution, 
entitle ‘ What Another Big War Would 
Mean,’ specially written by Boyd Cable, one of 
the most famous authors of the War.” 

Weekly Paper. 

Nevertheless we consider that the ver- 
dict of History will be to exculpate Mr. 
Boyd Cable. 


THE MILKY WAY TO HEALTH. 

[“ If Mr. Lloyd George’s hair is white it is 
still plentiful, and the bloom of youth has 
never left his checks. He has found the 
secret of perennial youth. He attributes his 
good health to the fact that for years he has 
been accustomed to take a glass of buttermilk 
with every meal .” — Evening Standa/rd.] 

Geeat Alexandee held the East in fee 
But perished at the age of thirty-three ; 

Strong drink out short his progress, 
otherwise 

He might have been preserved by 
China tea. 

“Brandy for heroes! ” cried immortal 
Sam 

Johnson, who earned the title of “Great 
Cham,” 

Not from champagne, for, though be 
relished wine, 

In later years he never drained a dram.- 

The hardy Scythians of the frozen 
Steppe 

In Koumiss found a source of perfect 
pep ; 

But mare’s milk is not popular in the 
land 

Where affirmation is expressed by 
“Yep.” 

Staunch vegetarians, who dispense with 
chops 

And steaks and joints, from tender 
turnip-tops 

Distil a bland non-alcoholic brew 
Which they prefer to heady malt and 
hops. 

The bulbul’s jug- jug in the wilderness 
Held an elixir potent to redress 

The tanning influence of the solar 
rays 

On the complexion of the shepherdess. 

PiNDAE, the Theban eagle, stout of quill, 
Proclaimed the sovranty of Nature’s rill, 

And athletes, emulous of Olympian 
fame, 

Their laureate’s precepts faithfully fulfil. 

I But there ’s a liquor more efficient far 
Than any artificial unguents are 

In fixing Beauty’s ensign on the 
cheek 

And washing out Time’s wrinkle, Pas- 
sion’s scar. 

For now we know that Cambria’s 
wondrous wizard, 

Who rides the storm and regulates the 
blizzard, 

Owes to a daily dose of buttermilk 
His blooming cheek, his adamantine 
gizzard. 


“Is Indusiry Going South?” 

Norili-Cotintry Paper. 

Many people declare that it has already 
gone west. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

CJBy Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The other day, "bandying conjectures about life and letters 
with an ardent and modest seventeen-year-old, I realized 
(in point of fact I was assured) that the newest youth was 
hard at work reconstructing and continuing pre-war tradi- 
tions. Like a school of rural lace-making which just 
manages to acquire the stitches of the oldest inhabitant 
before that last repository of craftsmanship drops into the 
grave, I find my younger friends sin^larly inclined to begin 
where the Victorians left off. Victorians are becoming 
apprised of the situation — ^you see them stretching affec- 
tionate hands across the neo-Georgian Styx. And one of 
the most generous and attractive of these living and breath- 
ing is*‘STET’* of The Saturday Beview. Like 

Hans AnBEaEtSEN, Stet is a trifle put out because he is 
beloved ior what he does easily. Yet I feel that Back 
Numbers (Constable), for all its ease and licence of table- 
talk, is bom of the same pangs as its writer’s full-dress 
work on the English Eomantics, Here undoubtedly Stet ” 
is most himself when least cumbered with erudition; 
and of the fifty-odd gems of causerie reprinted I should 
particularly urge ‘*Bret Harfce,’* ^‘Mrs. Oliphant,” <‘Ibsen” 
^d Sixty Years of the Novel” on my neo- Victorian 
Mends. As for those born, like “ Stet” and myself, bonce 
suir regno Victories, what a feast of recognitions awaits us ! 

Tfctave just enough matter for a legitimate grumble or 


two — ^personally I find discernment inadequate in the case 
of Gilbebt, Anstey, Lewis Caeboll and Du Maueiek. 
The time, I think, will arrive when current estimates of the 
last-named will be revised on the lines of the present book’s 
tribute to Austin Dobson — an exquisite vindication of 
genius which has passed too long for talent. 

Lord Eisheb, who foretold as early as 1908 a German 
attack in the autumn of 1914, and was recalled in war- 
time, when already seventy-three years old, to the principal 
executive post in the Navy, was reported, during an interim 
period of retirement, to he growing roses. The Navy’s 
opinion was that those roses would blank well have to grow. 
Seeing that the bluejackets firmly believed he had invented 
electricity, and knew he had not only originated the Dread- 
nought but got her to sea in a year from laying her keel, 
the proposition seemed reasonable. It is sheer inspiration 
to read — ^in Admiral Sir E. H. Bacon’s biography, Lord 
Fisher (Hodbeb and Stoughton)— how this greatest of 
sailors since Nelson swept in a white wave of efficiency 
through the lumbered dockyards and sleepy offices, hurling 
in front of him useless ships, roundabout methods, piled 
correspondences and protesting politicians in one equal 
welter of antique litter, carried on the crest of his own 
infinitely buoyant and resistless personality. Midshipmen 
under Fisheb who could not or would not dance found 
their leave stopped; and King Edwaed himself on one 
occasion submitted to being pushed into a corner to afford 
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spa)C6 for the Admiral to give a dancing- 
lesson to a Enssian princess, the mnsic 
being a Moody and Sankey hymn-tune 
whistled by the instructor. If he loved 
anything better than a good dance it 
was a good sermon, and he had an 
inimitable trick of framing arresting 
phrases to startle his colleagues, rein- 
forcing them with tags of Scripture and 
with underlinings up to fourfold that 
endure even in this printed biography. 
Admiral Bacon, writing with an entire 
absence of troublesome impartiality — 
favouritism is the secret of ef&ciency,” 
said Eishee — is quite completely suc- 
cessful, I think, in presenting this hu- 
man hurricane, this laughing volcano, 
in action. In repose he cannot present 
him, for in repose he never was, except 
in those quiet daily moments when he 
was wont to steal, alone, from the ' 
Admiralty to the Abbey. 


Mr. Aeohibald Maeshall’s new 
novel. Miss Welby at Steen (Collins), 
has quickened my belief in the agility of 
those wizards of the fairy tales who 
could turn themselves into anything 
they chose. He must have something 
of the wizard about him, since he has, ^ 
for the space of a book, turned himself 
into a nursery-governess, has in fact 
become Miss Welby ^ and in this guise 
written a prim diary, ' Since wizards 
seldom assume an attractive form, it is 
not surprising that Miss Welhy's vir- 
tues and class-conscious snobberies are 
rather provoking. We see her first as 
a school-mistress who wants to become 
a novelist. With this object in mind 
she takes the post of nursery-governess 
in a country-house and settles down to 
her diary in the evenings. In between 
her detailed accounts of family life she 
writes that she is small and plain, and 
constantly reminds herself that she 
must keep her proper place, x\ll her 
little emotions — ^her sneaking fear of the „ , - . . , 

servants, her appreciation of good food AEoroa 
and easy manners, her worry over her tbeew 'is beer i 

clothes and her anxiety not to appear to -.'ss: 

be ** setting her cap at the son of the house ” — are minutely 
recorded. Until the final chapters are reached nothing of 
much importance happens to Miss Welby ^ except the proposals 
of the son of the house. To divulge the occurrence that 
calls up all her virtues and self-effacemenf would spoil the 
denouement of the book. I am not enamoured of Miss Welby 
— she is so exasperatingly correct — ^but I am full of admira- 
tion for Mr. Marshall's art. His leap into the skin of a 
nursery-governess is a remarkable feat, and the chronicle 
that results from his wizardry is well worth reading. 

Given a family of limited means with six daughters, given 
that the daughters are well-behaved young women of average 
intelligence and that they really prefer home-life to career- 
making or husband-hunting — what is a mother to do ? Is 
she to insist on careers — and finance them ; or on husband- 
hunting — and finance that ? Or is she just to trust in God 
and keep her powder dry till the right men come along? 



This last humane procedure is the one more or less adopted 
by Mrs, Brooke^ whose sympathetic dealings with half-a- 
dozen daughters and their wooers provide the staple com- 
modity of Six of Them (Collins) . Mrs. Brooke, who tells her 
own story, displays the tender practical philosophy of “a 
bom mother.” That she has no more exalted preoccupation 
accounts perhaps for her chief maternal defecfc : an^ over- 
eolicitude which takes heavy toll of its subject without 
particularly benefiting its six objects. The story opens 
with a silver wedding in a Cornish village, at which all the 
daughters except one assist. The exception, Nancy, a medical 
student, puts in an appearance later, and, with the normal 
perversity of the modern young woman on whom most of 
the family capital has been lavished, is almost but not quite | 
the first daughter to marry. The similar feats of tliree | 
of her sisters are engagingly described — ^indeed I found 
the main Cornish tracts of the story both entertaining 
and plausible. With Hester, however, we stray into Soho 
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and a darker atmosphere, an atmosphere that needs a His mother, backed up by a prig of a parson and a rascally 
sterner pen than Mrs, BrooMs to do it justice. Frankly I lawyer, refused to believe that Edgeham had done the 
thought Hester's affairs, and the grimmer aspect of Nancy's, ‘‘ deed,” and even succeeded in persuading herself that the 
too tragic for the key of the book. Its clever author, confession was incontestable proof of his noble character. 
Mrs. Alfred Sidgwiok, should not, I feel, lightly part com- It is a tale which does not give Mr. J. Storer Olouston 
pany with the Comic Muse. a fair chance to reveal his remarkable abilities, but senti- 

mental readers will be moved to tears of pity over the 

Experience has taught me to approach Big Game books misfortunes of Lawrence as he bore the burden of his 
cocksure of every shot in the locker, every plank in the impulsive action. And they will rejoice that in the end he 
machan. So I thought that I knew all about Mr, Arnold is freed from suspicion and achieves happiness. 

Hodson’s Where Lion Beign (Skeffinqton) almost without 

opening it. I was wrong, for here is no book of bangs but So many people had sound cause to loathe Sir John 
a record of strenuous consular service on the outposts of Palliser .that you will be clever if, without the aid of 
Empire” — i.e., South-West Abyssinia, where the Lion reigns Mr. S. J, Stutley and Mr. A. E. Copp, you discover by 
indeed, for does not the Negus Negusti bear the proud title whom he was murdered. The names of the collaborators 
of ‘‘Conquering Lion of Judah” and claim origin from in (The Bodley Head) are unknown 

Sheba and Solomon ? Mr. Hodson’s headquarters are at to me, but, if this is their first appearance in the field of 
Maji, an arcady of ivory [poachers, raiders and gun-runners, sensational fiction, they have made a remarkably promising 
and, though he toys in his lighter moments with an occa- dibut. It would seem that a private detective in Australia 
sional “ pride ” (is there an Abyssinian Dame Juliana ?) of is given a rather freer hand than is commonly allowed in this 


lions and shoots five 
or six and catches but- 
terflies “like stained- 
glass windows, won- 
derfully beautiful,” his 
book is an account, and 
a fine one, of his official 
progresses and tours. 
But lest tour and pro- 
gress suggest the pranc- 
ing proconsul, let me 
say that these promen- 
ades, hellish with in- 
sects, thirst and loneli- 
ness, are real records 
of daily danger and 
sudden death, and that 
Mr. Hodson writes of 
them simply, wittily 
and well. The book is 
a long one, and it is 
impossible, without 
much space, to do it 
the honour that I feel it 
deserves, so I will only 
















THE WORM TURNS. 

“Now BEFORE I BEGIN REMEMBER SILENCE IS, THE RULE HERE. I 
DON’T WANT ANY RACING TIPS, NOR GOLF ADVENTURE TALES, NOR CLEVER 
CHILDREN’S REMARKS, NOR ANY CONVERSATION FROM YOU, SiR, WHATEVER.” 
(It is the hairdresser who is speaking.) 


country; but, however 
that may be, Gordon 
Trevelyan did his work 
with a maximum of 
efficiency and a mini- 
mum of fuss, and he 
was given a most in- 
tricate problem to solve. 
Domestic troubles are 
so ingeniously com- 
bined with matters of 
international import- 
ance that I can count 
at least four men who 
for different reasons 
thought that Sir John 
was an encumbrance. 
Trevelyan at the end of 
this vigorous story 
shows advanced symp- 
toms of matrimony, 
but, whether bachelor 
or Benedick, I hope that 
his creators will let 
him loose to exercise 


say that Where Lion Beign is worth reading even by stay- his talents in solving another mystery. 

at-homes, and that the appendices, which deal with shoot- , 

ing and trekking, especially trekking, should be invaluable It would be doing E. E. Punshon, Messrs. Benn and also 
to those for whom they are intended. There are numerous the general public an injustice to say anything about The 
photographs, one of a python that would put Mr. Kip- Unexpected Legacy which might give the slightest clue to 
ling's Kaa to shame, and there is for entomologists a its unexpected ending. The plot is of good construction, the 
paper by Professor Poulton on the butterflies of Abyssinia tracks well covered and the false scents skilfully sprayed on. 
and on how Mr. Hodson has added to our knowledge of them. And, though it falls some way below E. E. Punshon at his 

best, the writing is readable enough to float the complications 

It is not easy to believe that any youth of decent breed- of the plot. Scotland Yard, I suppose, has grown hardened 
ing could be such a dastard as Lord Edgeham in After the to the caricatures which our detective writers love to draw 
Deed (Blackwood). The “deed” that he committed, when of its interior workings; but I can fully recommend this 
an undergraduate at Oxford, was to kill a bookseller whose picture of his Alma Mater to any police-inspector who is in 
daughter he was pursuing, and the immediate outcome of search of stimulating recreation. It is surely incorrect, by 
this disaster was that he allowed his younger brother, the way, to label this type of book a thriller. Opening with 
Lawrence, to shoulder the responsibility of it. So Edgeham the crime already accomplished, it deals soberly with a 
remained in England, to be pampered by his doting mother, scientific process of solution. It should certainly interest, 
while Lawrence, with the help of a delightful filibuster, but I fail to see how it can thrill. Publishers, please note! 
Captain Cartwright, bolted pell-mell from the country. The — 


date of these events was early in 1914, and presently we 
Lcmrence fighting under an assumed name, and Edge- 


Mr. Punch welcomes Tahe^i from Life (Alston Eivers), 
a collection of drawings by George Belcher, some of 


Apmr— on the eve of going into action and suspecting which he sponsored; and a Calendar for 1930, published 
that he would be killed— making a written con- by G. Delgado, Ltd., 53-55, East Eoad, City Eoad, N.l, 

; But the end of Lawrence's ordeal was not yet. which contains pictures reprinted from these pages. 
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not require it. I hate having my pocket rect readjustment of the position would 
A CHRISTMAS PEACE-PARLEY, of things. I was sorry that lead to endless dispute. So I agreed 
Me. Eahsay MacDonald to Mb. we had started without caddies, especi- to lose the_ hole. I wiped my hat as 
Jamhs Maxton. ally as the gusts of wind were accom- dry as possible and put it on again. 

HA . 1 + 1 . iv’ + ..loana+Vio MT+h pauied by a lot of rain. At the fifteenth it flew into an elm- 

‘^^ndthTmoonbearal kiss the sell ; Going to the fifth green my hat blew tree. The bough was bare and did not 

What are aU these hissings worth off again. I wasn’t addressing the ball project very far from the trunk. _W itn 

IfthouMssnot me?”— jSfHELLEr. the time, but the man on the fair- climbing-irons and a little caution I 

Even jealous foes must credit way of the seventh, which runs parallel could easily have recovered it, but I had 

Me with this, if nothing more, to the fifth, was. It took him in the no climbing-irons. I was at a loss for 

That I stand for Peace (they said it mouth and chin, and he made a very some time, until my opponent suggested 

Frankly in the recent War) ; bad brassie shot indeed. I went over that I should climb on to his back and 

With this record it would shame me, to him and apologised, and he returned use the mashie-niblick. I brought it 


my hat to me with a muffled oath, down at the fourth or fifth attempt, 
muffled more by the wind than any- together with more than half of the 
thing else. projecting bough, which cannot, I 

The whole course seemed to be full of think, have hurt his head nearly as 
my hat. It was like a wild woodland much as he made out. He chose, how- 
thin g. As we stood on the ninth tee ever, to be a little sulky for the re- 
it did actually scurry right across the maining three holes. 

1 • I ^ * - 1- _ ^1— T— n ^ V. y+f. TTT/i 


As the Good-will Season nears, my hat to me with a muffled oath, 

If I did not say, ** 0 Jamie, muffled more by the wind than any- 

Kiss again with tears 1 *’ thing else. 

The whole course seemed to be full of 
Look at Henderson embracing q, wild woodland 

Bussia’s envoy like a brother! As we stood on the ninth tee 

Look at me and Hoover lacing actually scurry right across the 

Arms and necks with one another ! plain towards a little coppice of beech- 
Love, in terms of perfect parity, trees, which is out of bounds. 

Clicks with Love across the foam ; u 'phis will mean speed as well as cun- 
Yet I Ve always heard that Charity ning,” I thought. I turned to my op- 
Should begin at home. ponent. 

■What, I ask, did Mr. Shelley, “I /ely./’" y^^^^ 

Back in 1820 say? ' An u 

Love afc strife, that hurts like bell, he answere . 

Found opposed to Nature’s way ; ran throwing our putters 

Notice how the mistletoe, Jim, and Pickmg them up again, watch- 

Nestles to its chosen tree ; keenly for a ton, as a greyhound 

What ’s the good if you, my jo, Jim. watches a hare. We trapped it m a pot- 
Nestle not to me ? 0. S. just before it reached the fence, 

■ and tramped hack together across the 

A D A n u A -r leaf-strewn sward. Only one pair 

A bAU MAI. ^ gone through. They had watched 

I don’t usually wear anything on my us for a few moments, but there was no 
head when I play golf except a certain sporting fire in their blood, 
amount of hair. But this seemed to be The hat was stiU recognisable as a 


In spite of all my misfortunes we 
were square on the seventeenth green ; 


This will mean speed as well as cun- and if the wind had not blown my last 

ning,” I thought. I turned to my op- putt in a half-circle I maintain that I 

ponent. should have squared the match. 

**I rely on your chivalry to assist “Well, that was a tussle 1” he said as 
me,” I said. he took up the long bamboo flag-pole 

“All right,” he answered, and was about to jam the iron spike 


Together we ran, throwing our putters back into its socket again. 


at it and picking them up again, watch- 
ing keenly for a turn, as a greyhound 
watches a hare. We trapped it in a pot- 
bunker just before it reached the fence. 


“ Hullo 1 Look out 1 ” I cried. 

But I was too late. He jammed it 
straight through the crown of my hat. 
“What about leaving it there? ” he 


UULAXC,. w. u. tiamped back together across the suggested. 

A RAH HAT long leaf- strcwn sward. Only one pair But I would not. I pulled up the 

A bAU H A I . through. They had watched pin and bore the battered relic away. 

I don’t usually wear anything on my us for a few moments, but there was no Just as we were entering the club- 
head when I play golf except a certain sporting fire in their blood. house a caddie ran up to me. 

amount of hair. But this seemed to be The hat was stiU recognisable as a “ Excuse me, Sir,” he said, “but the 

the windiest day of the year so far, and hat. The component fibres of the secretary’s compliments, and are you 

I thought I would put on a hat to keep material had not begun in any way to a member of the club ? ” 
out the draught. So I went back into disintegrate, but it was heavy to wear I was very indignant, 

the locker-room. and was beginning to assume fantastic “ Of course I am 1 ” I said. “ What 


I was very indignant. 

“ Of course I am 1 ” I said. “ What 


We didn’t get the full force of the modulations both in the crown and in on earth do you mean? ” 


gale until the short third. 


the brim. It was not the hat of a man 


“ Where do I have to go now ? ” said of fashion nor a man of pride, 
my opponent, who was new to the It was quiet now for several holes, said he didn’t recognise you.” 
coui’se. but at the fourteenth it spoilt my game I saw the secretary in the locker- 

“Just up there, about eighty yards, as I was making a rather good approach room. He said he was sorry for the 
A mashie pitch,” I said, pointing to the shot. ' It was not merely the fact that mistake. 

flag. it blew off my head that I minded or “It’s all right,” I said; “I think it' 

As I spoke my hat blew off and went that it circled above me like a falcon, it must have been my hat. I don’t usually 


“Nothing, Sir; only the secretary 
noticed you as you was coming in and 


on to the green. 


was the fact that I played the ball wear one, you know.” 


“Shall I play, or wait?” he said, straight into the lining of the crown. 
“ I suppose ii I hit it I lose the hole ? ” This hampered it in its flight and, as I 


“ 1 11 go up and get it,” I said. think, actually helped to bring to earth So it was. My o"v 
He played. I was just going to follow the hat, but it spoilt the stroke as a a peg. 
m when my hat went on to the green stroke, nor was either of us certain I was rather glad. 


I showed it to him. 

“It ’s mine,” he said. 

So it was. My own was hanging on 


him when my hat went on to the green stroke, nor was either of us certain 
again. He refused to fetch it so I played whether this contingency was provided 
too. I hit my hat and lost the hole, for in the rules, though, as I pointed 


This was rather annoying. 

It blew off again at the next tee. 


out, it must often have happened in the 


A Glimpse of the Obvious. 

“An official of the Thames Conservancy 


good old days of the beaver and the Board added, ‘ Whether or not there \vill be 

.. ifl -.I I. £ 1.T J * 


“Is that the line for the hole again ? ” wideawake, when golf was really golf, flooding depends on the amount 


said my opponent. 


On windy days in the low countries, I 


. “No, a^it to the left this time and said, a stroke of that kind must have .prom the opening bar of the overture right 
further, I said. There was mud on been one of the commonest hazards of on to the final crudence of the festival scene 
Hia/bai now and casual water, but I the play. But my hat, with the ball . . Pajper, 

Ibbnght I had better go on wearing it inside it, was now floating in a small Our Spoonerist says this term is not to 
fkorntime to time when the wind did ornamental pond, and I felt that a cor- befoundin7l^s“0orden*s0onorudence.” 








OULady . “She always gives one the imskession of mstehing faster than one can talk to heb.” 


GANGER’S GOUT. 

Blethers interrupted a long discussion 

1*1 • +/-\ nnf Q.n 


of his symptoms in order to point out an ( 
elderly man crossing the club smoking- ] 
room. , , * 

“See that fellow,” he puffed. “That s ^ 
Ganger. Ever hear about his gout ? ” < 

“No. Tell me,” I said gratefully. i 
It would at least be a change^ from 
listening to Blethers describing his own 
infirmities, even though I had an idea 
he was breaking an unwritten law of 
his club. The Senior Valetudinarians 
never discuss another membsr*s^ ail- 
ments in his absence ; they invariably 
let him speak for himself. 

“Poor fellow,” continued Blethers, 
shaking his head ; “he^s had a rotten 
time.” He ordered a tonic* water and 
took with it a large pill which he selected 
from an engraved silver box. Very 
hospitably he offered me one too, but I 
refused ; whereupon he stood me a glass 
of port. Invalid port. 

“Ganger,” he said, “first joined the 
club about ten years ago. There was 
some doubt originally as to whether he 
was qualified, out we all understood 
ha had a weak heart. At any rate he 
luBched here one day as Colonel Peccant- 
^ISiyiBour^s guest and talked about his 
heart till 5. 15 p.m. So he was later 
tkp and elected without question. 


“Then we had a shock. We dis- i 
covered that the weak heart he had dis- s 
cussed so ably belonged to his brother 1 
Ganger himself was as sound as a bell, i 
It was difBLcult of course to do anything ( 
about it beyond hinting to him that it j 
was bad form in this as in all the best j 
I clubs to discuss other people’s infirmi- ] 
ties. It rather broke him up, for he 
was naturally a talkative man. At first 1 
he used to listen wistfully on the out- i 
skirts of a conversational group, but 
you could see how he felt his position, 
especially if the talk turned to hearts. 

“After about two years oi that he 
suddenly appeared to perk up and went 
off on a mysterious holiday. We heard 
later that he had been on a cycling tour 
in the Peak district — did I tell you his 
brother’s heart was supposed to have 
been brought on by bicycling up hills 
when young? — ^but it didn’t do him 
any good; he even felt better after it. 
In fact, the poor devil came back so 
disgustingly bronzed and healthy that it 
I actually made us all feel quite well to 
i look at him. ...” 

) “You said something about gout?” 

I I hinted. 

5 “ Yes, yes, I ’m coming to that. Well, 

- for the next two or three 3 reara I will 
3 say Ganger tried hard — ^I think he very 
r nearly had sunstroke one summer — 
but on the whole he only got fitter and 


fitter. At last he went to an expen- 
sively-fashionable doctor, thinking that 
would do the trick, only to have it 
reluctantly broken to him that he hadn’t 
even the ghost of a maladie imaginaire. 
At that he gave up, poor fellow, and 
just crept about the club looking the 
picture of health. 

“ And then ” — ^here Blethers placed a 
hand to his lumbar region and with a 
slight groan of suppressed pain turned- 
dramatically in his armchair to face me 
— ^“then about a year ago he got gout. 
Had it in the right knee and leg. At 
the first twinge he drank half a bottle 
of port to clinch it and came down at 
once to the club in a taxi. I saw him 
myself limp eagerly into the hall, his 
lips already moving in anticipation of 
how he was going to chat to the first 
member he met. It was of course un- 
fortunate that the first member he did 
meet should be Oolonel Tenderf oo te, who 
has had gout on and off for twenty-three 
years, because his opening and perhaps 
1 ill-considered remark was, ‘Morning, 
Oolonel ; do you know anything about 
’ gout ? ’ and he didn’t get a chance to say 
anythingmorefortwenty-sevenminutes, 
, which took a bit of the bloom off. 

I “ After that, however, he settled into 
T his stride. He was here till well after 
- midnight chatting to people. Towards 
1 the end of the evening he was also dis- 



Deoembeb 11. 1929.] PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 



“I GUAEANTBE THIS, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, NOT ONLY AS A CEETAIN CUBE 
BOB COLDS BUT AS AN INFALLIBLE PEEVENTIVE. MOREOVEB ONE BOTTLE WILL 
LAST YOU *ALF-A-DOZEN COLDS.” 


cussing a hoarseness and sore throat 
which be ascribed to the east wind. . . . 
Come to that,” added Blethers thought- 
fully, “my own throat isn’t any too ” 

“ What about Ganger ? ” I asked just 
in time. 

^ “ Ah, Ganger, poor devil ! ” he con- 
tinued sympathetically. 

“Why poor devil? ” 

“ He went to a doctor next day and 
the doctor found that it was only a 
touch of rheumatism. And he ’s never 
had even that since. Yes, poor Ganger’s 
gout is quite a club story ; I can’t help 
feeling sorry for the chap. But you 
know he ought to have realised gout is 
quite different from rheumatism. I ’ve 
had both and I know. In fact, I had 
a touch of gout only yesterday. Have 
some more port and i ’ll tell you about 
it. . . =========== A. A. 

FACE VALUES. 

[Dean Inge, -writing in an evening news- 
paper, observed that “ in an assembly of pro- 
fessional men — doctors, lawyers, clergymen or 
teachers . . . one can see their natural features 
partially mo-ulded into the ]orofessional type. 
Those who fail to acquire this stamp are at a 
disadvantage.”] 

I’ve very often wondered, since my 
career began, 

Why I have lagged so far behind, a 
hopeless “also-ran,” 

While some dull fellow forged ahead, 
collecting cash and fame, 

An eminent position and a handle to 
his name. 

My much superior brain 
Has functioned all in vain, 

And I ’ve inquired how is it thus 
That I have always missed the bus ? 

Now the comments of Dean Inge, 
So pregnant with meaning. 

Would seem to go straight to the spot ; 
If doctors and teachers 
Must model their features 
To suit their vocation or count it a blot, 
I ’ve palpably failed, to my lasting dis- 
grace, 

To acquire the distinctive professional 
face. 

Oh, I might have been a butcher, I 
might have owned a farm, 

And my simple homely aspect would 
have caused me little harm ; 

I might have peddled collar-studs and 
done tremendous biz, 

But I entered a profession and was 
stymied by my phiz. 

It ’s clear that such a dial 
Presiding at a trial 
Must mar the pomp and circumstance 
for which the courts have 
catered ; 

And a bishop on a see 
Who looked at all like me 
Would scandalise the diocese and have 
to be de-gaitered. 


For my face won’t conform 
To the recognised norm 

That spells an outstanding career 
In the Church or the Law, 

Where the right kind of jaw 

Is worth quite a thousand a year. 

I lack the august and distinguished ex- 
pression 

That leads to success in a learned pro- 
fession. 

I might have been a broker, since men 
who deal in stocks 

May prosper in the City however odd 
their clocks ; 

I might have been a bookie, for mine, I 
frankly own, is 

A luckier man than I am, but he isn’t 
an Adonis. 


Oh, I might have been a baker 
Or a useful undertaker, 

Or settled down to plumbing and done 
^uite well at that ; 

I might have thrived in milk 
But I *11 never wear the silk 
Or own a house in Harley Street or 
sport a shovel hat. ] 

My commonplace mug 
Is an obvious drug 
On the legal and medical mart ; 

Its bourgeois good-humour 
Is plainly a stumer 
And ruins my chance at the start, 

Since no one, observing its lay-out or 
plan, 

Could think me a worthy professional 
man. 0. L. M. 
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author or coraposer that I have ever those records could not exist, •who are 
WHY TWOPENCE ? met. But the honourable gentleman’s forbidden by Parliament to make their 

II. other facts are correct. In 1911 the own tsrms and earn what profits they 

The Musical Copyright Bill, 1929, copyright royalty on a gramophone can. The dramatist or the novelist has 
has already produced one or two rather record was limited by law to 5% on the an ascending scale of royalties, so that 
acid jokes, but the big jest is still to sale-price. Last year it was graciously the greater the success of his work the 
come. raised to 6^ by Board of Trade Order, greater his remuneration: he may go 

Bor the benefit of the reader who and the Board of Trade alone knows up to 15 or 20 or even 25%. But, 
has only just tuned in on this comical why the limitation was not removed though the gramophone company may 
affair and is stiU somewhat mystified I altogether. What it means is this — sell 100,000 records and make a fabu- 
will summarise the provisions of the and, gentle reader, if you ever had lous profit, the composer and author 


Bill; and, to make it simpler " 
still, I will give them in 
terms of horses instead of 
in the language of musical 
copyright. Indeed, we will 
call it the 

HOBSE PBOPEBTY BILL, 1020. 

Glaiise L — ^Every person 
owning a horse shall put his 
name on it, and a notice to 
say '‘This House must not 
BE Stolen.*’ 

Clause 2 . — If any person 
omits to label a horse all 
his horses may be stolen. 

Clause 3 , — ^“Xhe owner of 
horses shall not be com- 
pelled to sell his horses, but 
if he does sell horses he 
shall sell them' for a sum 
not exceeding twopence per 
horse. 

Clause 4 , — This Act may 
be cited as the Horses (Per- 
mission to Steal) Act, 1929, 

People have remarked 
with a mild surprise that 
Punch has taken these curi- 
ous proposals rather seri- 
ously. Well, it shall never 
be said that Punch was fid- 
dling while the composer 
was burning; and 1 am 
authorised to say that Punch 
is definitely against the 
principle of the Statutory 
Maximum Wage, and has 
an old-fashioned prejudice 
against robbery. 

But now for the joke. 

In the course of the Second 





Chambermaid {to hotel manage}'). “I* think you ought to go 

UP TO THE BATHROOM ON THE FIRST FLOOR, SiR. I CAN’T MAKE 
OUT WHETHER THE GENTLEMAN INSIDE IS SCALDING TO DEATH 
OR JUST SINGING.” 


may receive no more than 
the same flat 6J between 
them. 

This is very odd. There 
is neither sense nor justice 
in it. The long-suffering 
creator does not say much 
about it, but this sort of 
thing may be carried too far. 
And :now that by thip Bib- 
“ thSy ” have stirred up tlie 
copyright q[uarrel again I 
warn all those concerned 
that we will carry the war 
into the other camp. 

The Bill has gone to a 
Select Committee, which 
has po^yer, I understand, to 
call witnesses, go deeply into 
the whole subject of musical 
copyright and shape, if it 
will, an entirely new Bill. 
Well, the Select Committee 
will, of course, have to tear 
out the Twopence Clause ; 
but more than that, if the 
Bill is not dropped instantly, 
it shall be moved, seconded 
and carried in that Com- 
mittee that the limitation 
of gramophone royalties be 
abolished. So that the per- 
sons who set out in this Bill 
to whittle down still further 
the composer’s freedom of 
contract shall see it restored 
to him entirely. And that, 
reader, is the joke. 

International Council 
of Mtcsic Users (Golly I), 
which promoted and still 
defends the Bill, have wan- 
tonly put the cat among the 


Beading debate Sir John Withers pleasure from a gramophone record I chickens ; but these chickens can bite, 
said: — adjure you to give your mind for a And I therefore advise the gramophone 

“I do not agree.. . . that people to the squalid affairs of its companies (I do not know if they count 

should get exactly what their w^k feators-what it naeans is that for a as Music Users) to have a word with 
would fetch in tie onarket. As re- t^o-sided song-record the composer and the Board of ^ade for if this Bill is not 
gards copyright that is not so, and author mayTeoeive fii^ betweenthem, dropped it shall be converted into a 


of rovE TobepMdfortL^^^^^ gets more. Now the gi-amo- The Paeliamentaev SEciETAEX to 

iialLproduction^of music, and th™ Boam OE Teade who gave a dubi- 

principle being admitted, ih& niatter ^ .essing to the Bill, confessed to a 

is one of detail ” effioient,enterpnsing and give enormous deputation of distinguished composers 

pleasure and instruction. But their that he knew nothing of the subject. 
■?‘The principle being admitted?” profits are not limited by law 1 It is Neither he nor any other legislator is to 
Who has' admitted the principle? No only the creators, without whose work be blamed for ignorance in this matter- 



buii they are to be bUmed for their 
recklessness. In the case of any other 
trade, either they would have taken the 
trouble to acquire knowledge or they 
would have taken the advice of the re- 
presentative organisations in the trade. 
They would have insisted that a subject 
so vast and having international com- 
plications must only be tackled after 
proper inquiry by the Board of Trade. 
And when there was offered to them 
a patiQhed-up piece of vindictiveness, 
thrust into the hands of a Private 
Member by wealthy interests,” they 
would ’liave flung it out with ignominy 
as a piece of insolence and ignorance. 
But in this case they proceeded in flat 
defiance of the clearly-expressed view 
of' the Society of Authors and the In- 
corporated Society of Musicians that the 
Bill was bad and should be rejected. 
And for that callous conduct we will 
bite them and bite them and bite them 
again 1 

A very long political essay might be 
written about this Bill. It might be 
seen as a crowning example of tlie 


Something Por Nothing spirit which 
distinguishes our age ; or it might be 
considered as the first overt act in the 
campaign to crush the professional 
brain- worker between Big Business and 
the Big Battalions. For its real backers 
are the rich hotels and the democratic 
corporations — a strange alliance of the 
grill-room and the Socialist. But no 
more of that; we will at any rate die 
biting. And I have thought of another 
little joke. If this Bill is not dropped, I 
suggest very seriously to the Musicians* 
Union that it might be fun for them to 
make a vigorous demonstration in de- 
fence of the composers, without whose 
work they would not exist. In their own 
interests they are firm and active enough, 
and the composers’ interests are theirs. 
Let them declare a lightning strike. 
Let there be a night when not one note 
of music is heard in the land, as a 
lesson to the House of Commons that 
the makers of music have rights and 
storwachs like other men, and may not 
be sat upon with impunity. Ha ! 

A. P. H. 


LARK PIE. 

The cannibal in his ingenuous way 
Devours his captives’ hearts, explorers 
say. 

Not grossly as a gourmand, but intent 
To gain the courage once there resident. 

Is it then such as desperately long 
To win the lofty gifts of flight and song 
Who, from their noble object still far 
off. 

Guzzle the soul of summer in their 
trough ? W. K. H. 

Hints on Hydrostatics. 

“ITae two heaped tablespoonfuls of freshly 
boiling water ; hot, not boiling milk, loaf sT]^r 
or sugar crystals .” — Provincial Pa])er, 

“Japakesb AEOLtAiT Chimes. 

To a cheer for loneliness, a cure for unhappi- 
ness, and an ouchanlmg music which plays 
automtically as the wind blows. Its tinkling 
sound is so jaooinnating that it . . . .” 

Advt. of Japanese Toy, 

Musical critics anxious to enlarge their 
vocabulary will welcome these ad- 
mirable neologisms. 
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GIFTS IN SEASON. 

[Our Lady Shopping Expert, like her sisters 
on the daily Press, has made an exhaustive 
and exhausting tour of the Christmas bazaars 
and discusses her discoveries in the following 
informative letter.] 

My Dbaes, — M any of you are now 
engrossed with that annual puzzle — 
what to give to your gentlemen friends 
at the approaching Yuletide season of 
goodwill and good cheer, and I know 
you 11 be delighted to hear of the dis- 
coveries I made last week during my 
rounds of the big stores (and some of 
the littler ones too). I expect you are 
racking your brains to know what you 
can give (and so many of us in these 
days have to remember the slenderness 
of our purses, haven’t we ?) to all those 
who expect, and rightly too, to be re- 
membered at this season. I always 
follow the same procedure year after 
year and find that it works quite effec- 
tively. I make a list of all those whom 
I can possibly think of who may expect 
some Httle reminder from me, and then 
I write against their name something 
which I think they might like. I think 
it is such a good plan. Knowing that 
many of you would be indulging in the 
usual despairiog cry of “What can I 
give to father (or brother, or son, or 
husband, or Mr. Eight, as the case may 
be)?” I have made a special search 
for what may be called “manly ” gifts. 
However, I am sure you are all longing 
to hear what I have seen, so I must 
plunge into my subject. 

In one of our smartest stores I found 
a too attractive combination smoking, 
bridge, puff-billiards and table-tennis 
set, all enclosed in a light varnished oak 
case. It really is an excellent idea. 
The cubic measurements are 6ft. 2in. 
by 4ft. lOin. by 2ft. 4in, The tennis- 
table is in sections, you see, and it 
would be an ideal present for a small 
flat-dweller, where it is so difficult as a 
rule to store the impedimenta for a 
game like table-tennis, isn’t it? It is 
moderately priced at eighteen guineas, 
and I can send you t>n a postcard the 
address, if you like. 

I always think that a business man 
is partial to some little gadget for his 
desk (and it shows that you appreciate 
the importance of his big interests, 
doesn’t it?), so I have kept a special 
look-out for desk adjuncts. And my 
search has been amazingly rewanied. 
What about a really natty little set of 
golf-clubs, in aH sorts of gay colours, 
encased in a little bag? the clubs being, 
as you will have guessed, pens, pen- 
cils, etc. In the pocket there are three 
Imy balls, which are made of good 
hi&a-rubber for rubbing out. For an 
extm sixpence the initials of tbe lucky 
recipient can be painted on the bag. 

Or you might give him one of the 
many smart animal gadgets that are so 
popular (I nearly^ said papular I), such 
as a china dog with its tongue hang- 
ing out. By an ingenious contrivance 
the tongue is always wet, and this is 
for moistening stamps. For a little 
more you can get a dog (or most 
other animals) which has a concealed 
hole in the top of the back through 
which you can draw stamps out. Care 
must be taken to see that the supply 
of stamps is always replenished. These 
animals can be bad in non-breakable 
composition — so useful when a man is 
in a temper, I think. 

Another desk item which appealed to 
me strongly was a stationery-rack which 
was a model of an ancient castle.^ The 
paper, envelopes, etc., are stored in the 
castle itself, and when required the 
drawbridge lets dovm in front and dis- 
plays the stationery, which can then be 
extracted. It is a little expensive, per- 
haps, as the ancient brickwork is very 
faithfully reproduced by the artist, but 
it should add a note of dignity and 
solidity to the business man’s desk. 

I think, however, that the de 

r6sista7ice was a cover for that perpetual 
eyesore ^nd earsore, tool) the tele- 
phone. It was a little rustic mill, and 
the sails were alphabetically divided 
for jotting down telephone numbers. It 
is most ingenious and not expensive, 
and can be purchased in several artistic 
shades. I strongly recommend this to 
! the business girl who wants to give her 
chief something really useful but at the 
same time that breathes the personal 
taste of the donor. 

Of course the masculine toilet allows 
the would-be gift-giver plenty of scope, 
and I always say, stick to something 
both useful and ornamental and you 
can’t go far wrong. What do you think 
of a combined tooth-powder container, 
bath-salt jar and shaving-soap holder? 
It is made like a little lighthouse (so ap- 
propriate for the bathroom, I thought), 
and there are three little coloured 
globes, representing the lights, of 
course, which have to be pressed to 
release the particular commodity de- 
sired. Care must be taken to press tbe 
righ# globe or the bath-salts may inad- 
vertently be sprayed on tbe tooth-brush ; 
but most men are very methodical, are 
they not ? 

Another gift which should appeal to 
the masculine taste of the inveterate 
week-ender is a combined clothes-brush, 
hair-brush, comb, coat-hanger, boot- 
tree and hat-box. It is small, compact 
and portable and can be had in excel- 
lent imitations of lizard, crocodile, 
python or water-snake. 

Space does not permit of a complete 
list of the things which I saw to appeal 

to the masculine mind and taste, but a 
postcard to me (with stamped addressed 
envelope enclosed, please) will bring 
you a list of all sorts of seasonable 
gifts connected with sports, wireless, 
t^he car, the garden, music, art, smok- 
ing, etc., etc. Just write to me.^ Next 
week I hope to deal with “Gifts for 
the Kiddies,” so don’t buy anything 
for them yet, but wait till you ’ve read 
my latest discoveries ! Polyanthus, 

[I shouldn’t wait. — E d.] 

A LIMERIGMAROLE. 

An overworked typist in St. 

Swithin’s Lane made the tearful oomplt . , 

“ You keep me so busy 

It ’s making me dusy,” 

And fell on the floor in a ft. 

Her principals sent for a dr. 

(One James ^sculapius Prr.), 

Who gave her a draught 

Which she gratefully quaught, 

But his fee was so high that it shr. 

In his books she appeared as a Dr. 

Until he indited a Ir. 

Which notified Winnie 

He ’d write off that £1 Is. Od. 

If she took him for worse or for br. 

Espoused at the Ohurcb of St. Jno, 

A trip they decided upno, 

And, &ed by the notion 

Of crossing the otion, 

Set sail for the isle of Oeylno. 

But there the undutiful Jas. 

Got up to some very queer gas ; 

He drank a great deal & 

Eloped to New Zeal& 

With one of his numerous flas. 

To-day Winnie’s under the c/o 

An affluent aunt in a sq./o 

, High standing in Chiswick ; 

She never takes phiswick, 

For doctors she ’s learned to bew/o. 

j;< sis :!: s|< 

AtUhor's Note : — 

At this point my mentor, the Eev. 
Charles Smith, much afraid I should 
nev., 

Eemarked “That ’s enough,” 

So this singular stough 

I will bring to a more or less clev. 

“Do You Know — 

Who said ‘ L’Etal, c’esb Moi ’ ? ” 

Aitstralian Pa^er. 

We don’t know for certain, but Cesare 
Borgia fancied himself a bit in the 
slaughter line. 

A gossip-writer tells us that he has 
been lunching with a man who is 
directly descended from all five sons of 
Edward III. It ’s a wise child that 

1 knows his own fore, or five, fathers. 



CANNED CONVERSATIONS. 

One had thought of most after-dinner 
conversation chiefly as a test of endur- 
ance ; bub the writers of our feminine 
columns have here discovered yet an- 
other weakness in the defences of our 
middle-class pretensions and have set 
out to repair it. Not only do they sup- 
ply recipes for jumpers, instructions for 
Baby's First Bath or Twenty Ways of 
Serving Bottled Peaches, but the best 
types of social after-dinner prattle, 
canned and ready for use entirely with- 
out cooking — ^prattle with that personal 
touch that will make all the difference 
to your dinner. 


* Many 's the hostess,' ” so Janet says, 

* who has realised only with the dessert 
that her party has been but a fairly 
well-sustained drone of local gossip ; 
the tennis-club, the monthly medal, the 
Church bazaar and even perhaps, by 
oversight, the same instalment again 
of somebody's holiday in Unknown 
Tirol, Lovely Lucerne or Glorious 
Devon.' 

<<*We cannot all aspire,’” so Janet 
says, to the quite exclusive effects of 
Diana, Lady B ilkingt on' s birthday-party 
last Friday in her luxurious Mayfair flat, 
but we can be with the Bright Young 
People in spirit, if not in bottle-or bath- 
ing-suit, by utilising the rich store of 


information supplied in any one of 
these publications.' ” 

So we did. One evening a few weeks 
ago we faced each other across the 
dinner-table, Janet and 1, prepared to 
give them a trial, and, if they proved 
as chic as promised, use them on the 
Markhams, as a ‘‘defensive attack,” 
the next night. 

Instead of what Janet crudely calls 
the authentic suburban gambit relating 
to golf or the new car next-door, I kept 
my peace and allowed her to try a new 
opening, 

“‘The Little Season is now in full 
swing, James,' ” she said with amazing 
fluency, “ ‘ and the sunburnt of all ages 




“ There are some of the younger set 
that are not so bad,” his wife was con- 
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are bent on removing 6*ver 7 trace of the “Well, anyhow,” I said, “‘Lady quaint,” he said heavily, “I always 
fiery kisses of King Sol. The beauty- Sylvia’s little son is to be called Thomas think when I see young ‘Pooks’ Bish 
doctors are literally coining ! Yester- Aquinas, not Jean-Jacques, as at first dancin’ with Lady van Howitzer 
day morning, as I pass.ed a famous suggested,’ ’* ^ that ” 

maison de heauit in Bond Street, I met I now felt it was time to make an “ There are some of the younger set 
popular Mrs. Jiggs Porter (“Bunch ” end in a more homely style. that are not so bad,” his wife was con- 

WaJ-lop that was, you. know) with all “‘You can make them yourself,’ ” I fiding to me^ through her husband’s 
her sunburn quite gone.’ said, “ ‘ and these large mats are increas- Oaenbra tactics ; “ for instance, I heard 

Here Janet stopped to indicate by ingly fashionable for all sorts of uses, the other day from a mutual friend that 
signs to Emily, our parlourmaid, that Bathroom, bedroom, boudoir are the Johnnie Yidde’s wife does all her own 
nothing at all was the matter and she better for them, and their lovely wool cooking on an oil-stove in the hall. . . .” 
might serve the next course. surfaces are so rich and warm — so cosy,’” There was a short silence. Janet, 

It was now my turn. I insisted coyly. “ ‘ The ha/ut Monde for a married woman, should know 

“‘Ladyvan Howitzer,*” I said, “‘of is entranced with them and a certain better; but when she sniggers she is 
that fine old Worcestershire stock, still Great Lady has bought one, and mat- apt to snort through an otherwise 
prefers the polka, so she says. Although weaving and oakum-picking are the attractive nose. Markham came to the 
indeed,’ ” I added ga^ily, “‘not many rage of the hour at all Bottle Parties.’ ” rescue with a short anecdote about a 
evenings ago I noticed " — — — certain lovely Balkan 

her dancing away with i . . princess who dines quite 

voung “ Books ” Bish, j 1 I ' a lot at a dance-club 

Lord Bangle's second '~'r\ I 

son, at a certain famous T. His wife swept 

night-club, quite inde- oil 111 A HJ^ J across Markham’s aneo- 

fatigably, to a perfect ' i'l | dote, as she so often 

of a tango tun©.’ \ y '.'./A" does, and this time with 

“‘Talking of the fn I — ^ abriefbrightdisserta- 

Younger Married Set,"” p — I \ J '] tion upon the incredible 

I went on brightly, I I chicness of woolly mats. 

“‘dainty little Mrs. ' ■% [ iTFlIlllI I III lllllllilii mil TO Janet can as a rule 

“Johnnie” Yidde (who ill I I caaintain poise when 

of course was Cherrie llrl I III ll everything else is a riot, 

Brandi© before her mar- xTIIltll mifr if m H' It' juncture she 

riagetotheHon. “ John- I \i III 1 II lllllll lllllTfflll) I ^ m broke into what can 

nie ” Yidde) has decided , |, 1 \ lliJ ll 1 1 jjl described as 

to do all her cooking /jf ^W IIJ I “pealsofgirlishlaugh- 

herself in the sweet wee JLIll ter.” 

flat her husband has mk I will not dilate on 


indeed,’” I added gaily, “‘not manyl 
evenings ago I noticed] 
her dancing away with 
young “ Books ” Bish, 

Lord Bangle's second . 

son, at a certain famous ^ 

night-club, quite inde- 
fatigably, to a perfect 
swoon of a tango tun©.’ 

“‘Talking of the 
Younger Married Set," ” 

I went on brightly, 1 --- — 
“‘dainty little Mrs. ' 

“Johnnie” Yidde (who 
of course was Cherrie 
Brandi© be fore her mar- 
riagetotheHon. “John- 
nie” Yidde) has decided . n 
to do all her cooking /jf J 
herself in the sweet wee 
flat her husband has 
furnished for her not a 
hundred miles from 
Shepherd’s Market. 

She cooks such simple 
homely dishes for him, 
and all this on the 
dinkiest oil-stove in the ^ 

lounge -hall.’ (Here I 
skipped a little, thongt J 

I^was nearly word per- Bossy. “D 

“ ‘ Her husband is often seen taking 
a hasty snack late jut night in a well- 
known sandwich-bar in the neighbour- 


not many ' rage of the hour at all Bottle Parties.’ 






the break-up (or rather 
the incredibly spontan- 


a report of fbe proceed- 

Oastlebosse for bis 
own use in some such 

AN’T HEAE WHAT YOU SAY; YOU MUMBLE SO. NOW WHAT ioj:xn. aS this * 

N’T KNOW. I DIDN’T CATCH IT EiTHEB.” , J.* was my friend 

‘ Jimmie Wandle who 

Memory failed me for a moment, but told the following amusing story. Mrs. 
as Janet’s mouth opened I went on Wandle is the heroine of the subse- 
triumphantly. “ ‘ One can do so many quent ddbdcle (she of course was Janet 




JV2«-se. “I CAN’T HEAE WHAT YOU SAY; YOU MUMBLE SO 
mj> YOU SAY?” 

Bobb]}, “Don’t know. I didn’t catch it eithee.” 


Now WHAT 


That is the young folk’s latest things with them and even buy an out- Bobinson before her marriage three 
” size one and cut it up for the dinkiest years ago to Jimmie Wandle of Inland 


When Janet had got Emily started undies imaginable ’ ” 

on another round of plates she herself Here Janet indicated that I had 
cut in wuth what look^ed like a real turned two pages. Not that it mat- 
winner: “ ‘My she whispered tered, 

shrilly/“didyouseethelovely Princess So ended our rehearsal of the enfeer- 
from the Balkans at London’s newest tainment we w^e to give the Mark- 
dance-olub last night ? All the oerde hams on the following night. 


inthne are simply agog; but of course 
we never gossip, so we will leave it at 
that.’” 


1 The synaposium was opened by Mrs. 
Markham. “Lady Sylvia,” she said, 


We did. I shifted to higher ground, tells me that the baby boy is to 
Rniy breathing hard beliind me. “‘In be called Thomas Aqmnas. Isn’t it 


the Lobby, some forty years ago, I re- 

j mespber meeting Gladstone ’ ” 

snapped Janet; “you 
1 wea?en'"'fe born forty years ago.” 


Eevenue fame),” etc. 

Things which might have been Expressed ; 

More Sweetly. 1 

“ Obituabt. 

Mr. A. T. Barber accepted the captaincy of 
the Yorkshire County Cricket Club.” 

South of England Bagger, 

“Clothes and the Waitbe. 
Outfitters’ Association Perturbed. 
Whether the result he epaulettes or fancy 
waistcoats— for waiters, or — just nothing, will 
now he awaited by a breathless world.” 

Morning Bagger, 


qucdnt ? ” now he awaited by a breathless world.” 

“ Very,” said Janet drily. Morning Bagger, 

Bear old Markham brought up rein- If the last case we shall insist on a 
forcements. “ Talkin’ of things bein’ vine-leaf for the wine waiter. 
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A NATIONAL SHORTCOMING. 

[“I find the Englishman is the most diffiloult man in the world to 
vamp .” — Bommitic Becollections^^ of Mme. Lydu Kyasht.'] 

The Englishman when twitted with torpidity of sonl 
Eegards himself as gifted in the art of self-control, 

And when the world condemns him for a heavy- wit ted fool 
Considers that he ’s master of the trick of keeping cool. 

Where others get excited and gesticulate or weep 
He shrugs an easy shoulder and appears to go to sleep, 
And if he has reluctantly to play a lover’s part 
His head is unaffected by the motion of his heart. 

A modest man in general, he owns he may be held 
Inferior in details in which others have excelled, 

But equally he claims to be superior to them 
In what is (unattractively) identified as phlegm. 

But here there comes a lady with another point of view, 

A charmer of experience who knows a thing or two, 

Who looks with scorn on persons of the strong and silent 
stamp. 

And sweeps him up as merely being difficult to vamp. 

She ’s tried it on, she tells us, and she ’s always brought 
it off, 

From chewing-gum Americans to Eussians with a -koff, 
But, vamp she ne’er so skilfully, the English in a lump 
Are proof against the vamper, for they ’re lacking in the 
gump. 


O Englishmen, take warning. After all, you may be wrong ; 
The cabbage isn’t noble and the oyster isn’t strong ; 
Besides, to put it broadly, though I own I haven’t tried, 
The act of being vamped should have a pleasurable side. 

Then pull yourselves together ; for though ethically right 
You ought to be responsive, if it ’s just to be polite ; 

It may be patriotic to be dignified and chilly, 

But when you stand to lose a lot it ’s merely being silly. 

_ Dum-Dum. 

“ The Sesoun Priketh Every Gentil Herte.” (Clmucer.) 
“Weather at British Eesorts. 

St. Ives . . . Mainly blondy.”— DaiJ!?/ Bajper. 


This Freedom. 

[“ Viscount Brentford (formerly Sir William Joynson-Hioks), who 
represented Twickenham in Parliament for eighteen years, is to 
receive the freedom of Twickenham.”— Paper,'} 

As Jix ” he pinched men’s freedom in the past 
In divers ways that were enough to sicken ’em, 
Now coals of fire upon his head are cast — 

Freedom ’s to be conferred on him at Twickenham. 


“Mr. Henderson made a statement as to the present fishing 
between the Soviet and Chinese forces. He was then asked by Mr, 
Harris : — Are these actions a breach of the Kellogg pact? ” 

Scots Paper, 

Fishing actions are normally just a breach of the George 
Washington Convention. 



Do YOU THINK I COULD BUY ONE OF THOSE THINGS IF I WENT TO THE GAS-OFFICE?” 

You COULD TRY IT ON. WHAT DO YOU WANT IT FOR? ” 

I WANT TO BE TO LIGHT MY GAS-FIRE IN THE MORNING WITHOUT GETTING OUT OF BED. 
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coming here to-morrow to take me to Well Hector Bolsover was pleased to 
SIMPLE STORIES. prison. I opened a letter which told me hear this, and he was so shocked at 

The Postman. all about it, so I thought I had better finding the Postmaster had been a thief 

Once there was a postman called go to America before he came, only I all the time that he forgot he 
Hector Bolsover who started by being thought I should like to leave every- really been very honest himself, and he 
quite honest, but one day he saw a thing in order here, except the money saidwellthereisonethinglwouldnever 
postal order for ten shillings in an I have stolen, and that is wh^r I men- do and that is to gamble on race-horses, 
envelope that had come unstuck, and tioned the subject to you. It is rather so if I tell them that perhaps they will 
he happened to want an extra ten shil- funny that there should be two dis- be all the more likely to make me 
linens just then because he owed for an honest persons in this post-ofilce be- postmaster. 

instalment on a gramophone he had cause in most post-offices there isn't And the Postmaster said yes I should 
bought on the hire-system, so he stole even one. think they would, well give my love to 

the postal order and tore up the letter. Well that made Hector Bolsover see Mrs. Bolsover and the children. I am 
And after that he often used to steal what a wicked man he was to be a thief sorry I can't look in to say good-bye to 
postal orders, because he got clever at and not to think more of it than that, them bub I have got all my packing to 
feeling envelopes to see if there were and he said what have you done with do. And you might tell the Vicar that 
any inside them, and he used I should have been more dis- 


be all the more likely to make me 
postmaster. 

And the Postmaster said yes I should 
think they would, well give my love to 


to steam open the envelopes 
over a kettle, and sometimes 
he stuck them up again after 
he had stolen the postal order 
and sent them on, and some- 
times he tore them up. And 
he made quite a lot of extra 
money out of doing this, but 
he didn't spend it on beer or 
horse-races or anything like 
that, but on buying nice clothes 
for his children and on a wire- 
less set. And the Vicar often 
used to tell people what a nice 
home he had and say that he 
wished there were more people 
in his parish like him. 

Well of course it couldn't go 
on for ever like that without 
its being found out, and one 
morning the Postmaster called 
Hector Bolsover into his office 
and he said do you mind telling 
me how many postal orders 
you have stolen within the last 
month, because I am making 
up my accounts and I don’t 
want to have any mistakes in 
them. 

And Hector Bolsover was so 
surprised at this that he told 
him, and the Postmaster said 



“ * I mSH YOU HADN’T TAKEN TO STEALING POSTAL ORDERS.’ 


I should have been more dis- 
honest still if it hadn’t been 
for him. I don’t suppose I 
should, but he is a nice old 
thing and it will please him. 

Well of course there was a 
great fuss made when it was 
found out how dishonest the 
Postmaster had been , especially 
as he bad taken all the money 
there was in the post-office that 
day as well as what he had 
stolen before. And he didn't 
leave everything in order as he 
had said be would but burnt 
all his papers before he went 
away. And he didn’t go to 
America either, because he 
knew they would look for him 
on the steamers, but skipped 
away somewhere else and they 
never caught him. But a few 
years later there came a letter 
from him to the Vicar from 
Spain to say that he had been 
found out doing something dis- 
honest and had been sent to 
prison for it, and would he send 
him some nice books to read. 

Well by that time Hector 
Bolsover had been postmaster 
for some time, and everybody * 
said he was a great improve- 


thank you, I wish you hadn't taken to all the money you have stolen, have ment on the old one, because he never 
stealing postal orders, because I was you been gambling on race-horses ? gambled on horse-races and he was 
doing it myself before you began on it, And he said oh yes, that and other bringing up his family so well that 
and it is more likely to be found out if things, and I have done very well out everybody in the place was proud of 
two people are doing it than one. of it or else I shouldn't have enough them, and he was so honest that people | 
Well Hector Bolsover thought it was money to go to America with. were sure of getting their postal orders | 

perfectly awful for a postmaster to be And Hector Bolsover said well I hope now even if they were sent in envelopes ; 
so dishonest as that, and he said I you will lead an honest life when you that came unstuck. And the Vicar was 
should never have thought it of you, get there. And he said oh no I shan't, rather old by this time, but he often 
I have a good mind to teU the Vicar. I shall go on stealing, I haven't done used to say that it was a great comfort 
And the Postmaster said well why much work lately, but I would much to him to think they bad such an honest 
not ? I always like to do people a good rather do none at all and that is the postmaster and he wished he could say 
turn if I can, and you and I have always best way. But don’t you worry about the same of everybody else in his parish. 


turn if I can, and you and I have always best way. But don’t you worry about the same of everybody else in his parish, 
got on well together, if you put it all, me, it is you I am thinking of. Your Well this was all very well, and 
on to me nobody will think that you wife was very kind to me when I had Hector Bolsover was pleased with him- 
j hav^ been stealing postal orders too, and my appendix out, and I should like to self for having turned out so honest; 
I dban’l mind myself because I shan't do her a good turn. I shall leave a after all. But the thought of all the 
h^here. ^ letter recommending you to be post- postal orders he had stolen when he had 

And Hector Bolsover said why not ? master instead of me, and I shall say been a postman began to prey on him, 
And he, said oh because a policeman is I have always found you quite honest, and one day he went to the Vicar and 
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said I have got something on my con- 
science, I can’t very well tell yon 
what it is, but I think the best way 
will be for me to leave oflf being a post- 
master and go back to being a postman 
again, and then I shall feel more com- 
fortable. 

And the Vicar said well will yonr wife 
and children feel more comfortable ? be- 
cause you ought to think of that, as you 
won’t be earning so much money. 

And he said well the children are 
grown up now and they are all doing 
well, and there will be enough for me 
and my wife to live on, and I think I 
had better do it if you approve. 

So the Vicar approved, and Hector 
Bolsover became a postman again. And 
at first he found it rather difficult not to 
steal postal orders, but he soon got over 
that, and the Vicar told people what he 
was doing it for, though he didn’t tell 
them exactly what he had done wrong 
because he didn’t know himself. 

And everybody was very interested, 
and they were proud of having Hector 
Bolsover as their postman, because he 
was getting fairly old.now with a white 
beard, and no other town had one like 


him. And they gave him such good 
Christmas-boxes that he made almost 
as much money as he had made when 
he had been a postmaster. And he felt 
much happier because he hadn’t got 
nearly so much on his conscience now. 

A. M. 

OUR COMIC COURTS COMPETITION. 

II. 

This week our prize is divided be- 
tween a coroner and a jury. 

(1) The inquest on the death of two 
women in Buckinghamshire disclosed 
a shocking case of jay-walking. The 
two women were walking on the foot- ' 
path, which had a white five-inch kerb, 
and they most carelessly failed to get 
out of the way of a motor-car which 
came up behind them along the foot- 
path and killed them. 

The jury returned a verdict of Acci- 
dental Death and regretted that the 
driver did not take sufficient care to 
avoid an accident when a clear view of 
the road was not possible. 

(2) In connection with the above 
‘‘accident” the remarks of a West- 
Country coroner in another case (the 


killing of a deaf man) have especial 
interest. 

“I am inclined to think,” he said, 
“ after a good many years’ experience 
and after carefully considering these 
matters, that in nine out of ten of the 
cases where there are fatal road acci- 
dents thepersonwho has paid the penalty 
is the cause of the mischief I do not 
think there is the slightest exaggeration 
in saying that.” 

No sensible pedestrian, for example, 
assumes that he is safe on the pavement. 

Notes. 

A clergyman accustomed to walking 
about the streets of London, recently 
applied to an insurance company for 
a life-policy to cover the special risk of 
his being run over and killed by a motor- 
car. The company replied that the 
premium payable would be £4 per 
£1,000; but if he were a passenger in 
a vehicle he would receive £2,000 for 
the same premium. 

It almost looks therefore as if in the 
opinion of th e insurance company motor- 
cars had something to do with motor- 
accidents. 








THE CITY OF AWFUL AFTERNOOM. 

[»Mve thousand men leave Brighton every 
morning for London offices, leaving behind 
them £ve thousand lonely wives and sweet- 
heart. , , . Behind the gaiety, the piers, 
casinos, cinemas, oaffis and dance-halls, lies 
the tragedy of Brighton. ... I made a short 
tour of Brighton to-day. The pathos of it— a 
town of yawning women and young mfen danc- 
ing commercially. . . . Those pitiful wompn ! 
They hang around the station. . . . There 
are many . . . who turn away, disappointed 
. , . Lightsarelit in the station and they are 
still waiting .” — Sunday JEx^ess.'] 

The lonely women of Brighton 
Have nowhere to go when it rains ; 
The lonely women ot Brighton 
They wait for the evening trains ; 
They walk on the endless asphalt, 

They stare at the idle blue; j 

Ah, pity the women of Brighton 
With nothing whatever to do ! 

They are tired of ping-pong and tennis, 
They faint on the golf-course greens, 
They are weary of putting permit 
In the automatic machines ; 

Haggard and worn are their faces, 

And their hearts are chilled and 
, dumb 

trout that swim in the cases 
Of the new Aquarium. 


They rise -up late in the morning 
To the hell of another day, 

They spend long time adorning 
Their lips as best they may ; 

They turn in vain for a hearfcener 
To the cocktail's heady boon, 

And they wait for their dancing parfc- 
ner. 

They sigh for the afternoon. 

But the ballroom's mazy pleasure 
Is dust to their deep desire, 

For the men whose love they treasure 
Have suddenly sent a wire : 

“ We have been delayed in the City.'' 

They must weep and suffer alone — 
Or go to the movies. Ah, pity 
The women of Brightholmstone I 

They look at the joys of the million, 
The promenade and the piers, 

They gaze at the great Pavilion 
And their eyes are wet with tears ; 
They have no delight in the legioned 
Chairs that are set by the main, 

And the dome of the good Pbince 
Eegent 

Beckons them aU in vain. 

Wearily feeding and shopping 
And having a permanent wave, 


Till the last train finds them dropping, 
Sickened with sweets, yet brave ; 

The lonely women of Brighton, 

They are sports of the world’s mis- 
chance ; 

The lonely women of Brighton 
With nothing to do but dance ! 

— - Evoe. 

A Challenge to Samson. 

“Ted (Kid) Lewis said: ‘Camera is un- 
doubtedly the next world heavy-weight cham- 
pion.’ ’’—Dai??/ ^ct.ycr. 

Things We can well Imagine. 

“SUPEEB AlE-TaLKIK-G 
‘WoMAiT TO Woman.”* 

Cinema Poster. 

“ Stunt Autoist Files $10,000 Slandes 
Suit. 

Krantz accuses Bar der of making the original 
remarks 

ednstuuu-ESQPrdodarp-ETAOIN SH.” 

American Paper. 

•Yet we seem to have heard them before. 


“ Births. 

To Iris {nie Railing), wife of , a daugh- 

ter .” — Daily Paper. 

The only parallel to this is the case 
of Pooh-Bah, who was, of course, born 
sneering ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday^ December 2nd , — ^Mr. Arthur 
Henderson explained to various ques- 
tioners the steps that had been taken 
to remind the Chinese and Soviet Gov- 
ernments that little birds in the Kellogg 
Pact nest should agree, or at any rate 
disagree peacefully. The only difl&culty 
seemed to be that nobody quite knows 
whether China and the Soviet Eepublic 
are at war or are merely fighting. 

Mr. MacDonald read out the names 
of the members of the Committee on 
Electoral Eeform. The complete ignor- 
ance of several members of the Com- 
mittee about Electoral Eeform and all 
matters therewith connected was lost 
sight of in the presence on the list of 
the name of Lord Hewart, the Lord 
Chief Justice, as a Liberal nominee. 
Mr. Baldwin asked leave to move the 
adjournment of the House to consider 
this highly undesirable step of putting 
a member of the Judiciary on a political 
Committee, 

Mr. MacDonald politely ^‘passed the 
buck ’* to the Liberals, and Sir H. Samuel 
explained that Mr. Lloyd George had 
nominated Lord Hewart because he re- 
garded the Committee as a sort of non- 
party conference. That explanation 
Mr. Lloyd George repeated later when 
the motion for the adjournment came 
up, at the same time reading a letter in 
which the Lord Chief Justice asked 
to be released from his agreement to 
serve on the Commit bee. Thus all was 
well that ended well. Even Mr. Devlin, 
disturbed because the minority inNorth- 
ern Ireland will not be represented on 
the Committee, got a kind word from 
the Prime Minister. 

The First Com]missioner 
OF Works having explained 
that Hyde Park's popular 
amusements are to be aug- 
mented by a putting-green, 
and that the equestrian 
statue of Earl Haig is to be 
equipped with a less hippo- 
pot amine horse than that 
originally conceived by the 
sculptor, Mr, Herbert Mor- 
rison unexpectedly unfolded 
the Government's ideas on 
London traffic co-ordina- 
tion. The Minister was dis- 
tractingly nebulous, assur- 
ing the House that com- 
mercial management is to 
wait on public control and 
keen business enterprise on 
both, but omitted to explain 
how this difficult result is 
to be achieved. The Minister 
might certainly have made 
himself clearer, and Sir 
Kingsley Wood's objection 


that Mr. Morrison had thrown away 
the late Government's perfectly good 
Bill and given the House a lecture in 
the place of it was nob unjustifiied. 

Once more Miss Bondfield was left 



THE GODDESS AT BAY. 

Miss Margaret Bondfield. 

to face the foe practically single-handed 
in Committee on the XJnemployment 
Bill, For a time (while Mr. Lloyd 
George was speaking) she managed to 
lay hold of Mr. Snowden's coat-tails 
and fortify her soul with his presence, 
but for the most part she had, as before, 
only poor Mr. Lawson to share the 
burden and heat of the day. 

Not but that Maggie is able for them, 



“WHEN BABES FALL OUT.” 
Lords Parmoor and Passfield. 


but to-day she found herself boldly 
assailed from the rear by the Clyde- 
side malcontents. With admirable self- 
possession she moved the Closure just 
as Mr. Wheatley was about to hurl 
himself upon her, and found a staunch 
ally in the Chairman of Committees, 
who promptly accepted' the motion. 

A Chairman of Committees can be 
excused for helping a lady in distress, 
but Mr. Young's gallantry merely in- 
furiated Mr. Wheatley, who expressed 
an eager but fruitless desire to move 
that Mr. Young was nob a fib and proper 
person to occupy the Chair. Meanwhile 
Miss Bondfield had almost, but not 
quite, promised to ensure that young 
persons of fifteen shall not draw their 
whack of dole unless they are imbibing 
secondary instruction from some suit- 
able font. 

Tuesday^ December 3rd , — It is not 
only the tail of the Labour dog that 
sometimes fails to synchronise with the 
rest of the animal. In the Lords this 
afternoon there were distinct evidences 
of ataxia as between two, if one may so 
put it, of the animal’s teeth. 

It was those heavenly twins, Lord 
Parmoor and Lord Passfield, who 
divagated in policy, and the subject was 
Mr. Blythe's speech in Dail Eireann 
threatening to render nugatory the re- 
sult of any appeal to the Privy Council 
which an Irish subject might (and has 
a constitutional right to) make. Lord 
Parmoor characteristically condoned 
the Irish Ministerof Finance's utterance. 
Lord Passfield stoutly condemned it, 
bub maintained that it would be prema- 
ture to protest until words were trans- 
lated into deeds. The House agreed, 
and those stalwart Custo- 
dians of the Irish Treaty, 
Lords Danesfort and Oar- 
son, reinforced for once by 
Lord Beading, pressed the 
matter no fuithor. 

In the Commons Mr. 
MacDonald gave the Im- 
perial League of Opera the 
Government’s blessing, but 
declined to contribute. It 
seems that the Treasury is 
equally unwilling to con- 
tribute to Letters. Mr. 
Pethiok- Lawrence de- 
clined to consider a request 
that the Government should 
distribute free copies of the 
projected catalogue of the 
British Museum to the more 
important public libraries. 
So they will have to pay in 
the neighbourhood of five 
hundred pounds for their 
copy, like the rest of us. 

Should motorless Mem- 
bers of Parliament who sit 
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late taxi home at the expense of the tax- the nations concerned to honour their one ancient Yiscount had announced 
payer? Lady Oynthia Mosley adum- Versailles Treaty pledges to disarm. All his intention of turning up for the 
brated the notion, bub Miss Jenny Lee speakers agreed that Britain had gone Second Beading of the Eoad TraflS.c 
said it would be a '^shameful thing.” further along the path of disarmament Bill in top-boots and a hunting-coat as 
Even sisters in Socialism, it seems, can than any other nation, and the motion a sort of mute but not inglorious pro- 
on occasion unsheath the merest tip of — that the Government should try to test against the Supremacy of the 


a claw. 

The frank and graceful 
humility of the Prime 
Minister having won the 
obvious sympathy of the 
other Party leaders, the 
House, ignoring the plea of 
, Commander Bellairs for 
an investigative committee, 
hastily passed through all 
its stages a BiH to indemnify ^ 

all parties concerned with 15 

having seven Under- Secre- W 

taries of State in the House 
instead of the six allowed 
by law. I 

The House returned to 
the Unemployment Bill, and 
an Amendment by the 
Member for Bootle, rejected 
by the Government, to give 
dependents other than 
children another bob a week « 
gave the Olydesiders another 
opportunity of passing, with snorts of 
denance, into the Opposition Lobby. 

4t/i.--The Upper 





Lord Bibkensead. “Tut, tut! 
Shocking, I call it.” 




He’s taeino it neat! 


Machine. 

As a matter of fact criti- 
cism of the Bill (whose 
contents have already been 
adequately advertised) was 
keen and pertinent. Lord 
Brentford, for example, 
wondered if a thirty-mile- 
an-hour limit on heavy pas- 
senger vehicles would not 
put British manufacturers 
to the heavy expense of 
turning out one design for 
home use and another for 
export. Lord Howe wanted 
to know if persons injured 
by a motor-car in the hands 
of a thief would be insured. 

Lord Cecil, on the other 
hand, propounded the as- 
tonishing suggestion that 
“Parliament should lay 
down broad general rules 
as to reasonably careful 


of passing, with snorts of stimulate international action in the driving, so that, unless a driver con- 
3 the Opposition Lobby. same direction — ^was accepted. lormed to them, he should primd 

/, December Thursday, December 6th — Ever since facie be guilty of dangerous driving.” 


Chamber voted against resuming diplo- Lord Cecil propounded his scheme for As every motor is primd facie a danger- 
matio relations with Eussia — ^a satisfy- curbing too exuberant motorists by dig- ous instrument, that is tantamount to 
ing if ineffectual effort. Lord Thomson ging ditches across the high roads and suggesting that every motorist should 
in defence of the Government’s action erecting tumuli at each end of the be presumed guilty of dangerous driving 
was a little, but only a little, less limpid village street the House of Lords has until he has proved himself innocent. 


than Mr. Arthur Henderson in another 
place. He categorically promised Lord 
Brentford that if the Soviet Govern- 
ment resumed propaganda the Eussian 
envoy would be sent about his business, 
but when asked if that applied also to 
proj^ganda by the Third International 
replied in the affirmative, but added 
rather cryptically that he did not want 
to leave an impression in the minds of 
I the House that propaganda was going 
I to cease as if by magic. 

In sharp contrast to Lord Birken- 
head’s expressed desire to have no 
part or lot with Bolsheviks and Lord 
Beading’s apprehensive acquiescence in 
the Government’s action was the atti- 
tude of Lord Cecil, that incorrigible 
peacemaker, who thought that recog- 
nition of the Soviet Government would 
“do good to this country in the widest 
sense.” 

While Lord Cecil was peacemaking 
with Eussia Mr. Lloyd George in the 
Commons was peacefully pulling the 









DOVE “DISPLAYED.” 

The Welsh Bird rebukes the Geneva 
Dove for lack of rampanoy. 


In the Commons Mr. MacDonald 
said that Members might expect to 
get home and stir the Christmas-pud- 
ding around December 20th, but it de- 
pended on the Government getting a 
certain programme of business done 
which they considered essential. As 
that programme includes the Second 
Beading of the Coal Bill the respective 
calls of the Christmas-tree and duty 
are not likely to be settled without a 
struggle. 

Further debate on the Unemploy- 
ment Insurance Bill resulted in the 
Minister agreeing to delete the whole 
of Clause 4 (about “genuinely seeking 
work ”) from the Bill and to produce, on 
the Eeport stage, a formula nearer to 
the House’s desire — anglici, something 
in which the words really mean what 
the Government wants to say. 

It was Mr. Baldwin who came to the 
Minister’s rescue and suggested with- 
drawal of the whole clause after various 
sub- sections had been condemned all 


stuffing out of the League of Nations been under suspicion as an authority round. This was too much for Mr. 
lo see if anything might conceivably on traffic regulation. Stories went BEarris of Bethnal Green. “A trap!” 
I tmk% it go. Denouncing its activities about of elderly noblemen murmuring he cried ; but poor Miss Bondfield, 
as “flapdoodle,” the Liberal leader be- over their port, “Damme, Sir, no gen- harassed on all sides and not particu- 


; Govemnaent to prod the tleman would be seen riding in one of larly assisted by the Attorney-General, 

i mto real activity and persuade the things,” and it was whispered that decided to fall into it. 
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DRUMS. 

{South India,) 

Deums ! 

Down the long, lit bazaar, 

High on his wooden oar, 

Iswara comes ; 

With his tom-toms' roar the street is 
rocking 

As the drums beat up, his thunder mock- 
ing, 

Up to the uttermost star, 

At the very gates of heaven knocking — 
Drums, temple drums. 

Drums ! 

Over the jungle hill 
Where the tiger made his kill 
And the hot air hums 
With the song the jungle bees are sing- 
ing 

The drums of the Hunting Feast come 
swinging, 

Swinging through with a will, 

The cattle-killer’s death-knell ringing — 
Drums, hunting drums. 

Drums ! 

Now is the marriage night, 

Now in the torches’ light 
The minstrel strums 
His lute and the pipes play shrill and 
bitter 

And the tireless nautch-girls leer and 
titter 


While, round-eyed in affright, 

A child sits in the bridal litter — 
Drums, marriage drums. 

Drums ! 

Funeral, feast or fair, 

Barred house or open air. 

Jungles or city slums. 

Afield or in highways of men’s meeting 
In the drums the voice of Hind gives 
greeting ; 

Always and everywhere, 

Near or afar^ a drum is beating — 
Drums, always drums. H. B, 

WHAT OUR BOYS ARE THINKING. 

(At last we know — thanks to “ The Daily 

Maiir) 

What do I think, I, who am face to 
face with the startling, almost devastat- 
ing, fact that I am sixteen ? For many 
years now I have been thinking steadily, 
my thoughts revolving unfailingly about 
my own entity, until I am an expert on 
the subject. That is why my views 
will be absorbed so eagerly by the two 
million odd readers of a great London 
daily newspaper. 

Not that this is my first essay in 
journalism. Even at the comparatively 
tender age of three I was severely re- 
primanded by an avuncular relative for 
purloining his stamps in order to send 
my early effusion s to th e Press. These 


juvenile literary efforts were, oddly 
enough, returned by editors who lacked 
vision ; for it could not be that I lacked 
literary ability. If I had any doubts 
they did nob assail me for long. I said 
to myself, as others have said before 
me., ‘‘ I am 1.” This gave me immense 
courage. 

And so I went on thinking — think- 
ing. . . . 

My aims in life ? I intend, of course, 
to be famous — wealthy too, if it can be 
managed at the same time. Whatever 
doubts I have about other things, how- 
ever gravely I may question the riddle 
of the universe, I am perfectly certain 
on this point. 

As I pen these words I ask myself 
what will my millions of readers think 
of me when they see this article ? I 
am a boy ; nay, more, I am just sixteen. 
That ought to startle them a little. 
They will look at each other and shake 
their heads and mutely question, What 
does it mean ? ” 

Yes, it is perplexing even to myself. 
What indeed can be the significance 
of sixteen ? Why am I so superior to 
men twice my age ? What am I ? I 
go on thinking — thinking. My thoughts 
flow over me like a ceaseless tide — they 
go round and round and up and down, 
and on and on and on 

[Here ’s where they stop.— E d.] 

F. A. K. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

Emil the Geeat. 

The talking and singing film called 
Bio Bita at the Tivoli is the completest 



TEE BEDSIDE MANNER. 

PoLDi Moser {Mr. Emil Jannings) 

CHEERS TBtE PATIENT, ANJ>R& FREE [MR. 

Gary Cooper). 

challenge to the theatre that I have yet 
seen. It steals the stage's thunder 
all the time and lasts 
as long as a play. If 
every provincial theatre 
and music-hall in Great 
Britain were wired for 
the purpose and mech- 
anical musical comedies 
of this type were pro- 
duced instead of real 
ones, there would not be 
room in the workhouses 
for anyone but actors, 
actresses, chorus-girls, 
scene-shifters and 
musicians. Fortunately 
the prospect is not as 
dark as that; but the 
menace of the Bio Bita 
type of full-length enter- 
tainment— it is described 
as ‘‘a musical screen 
spectacle **— cannot be 
wholly disregarded. 

I personally deplore 
the cinema's tendency 
to usurp the functions 
of the theatre. It began 
by putting the world 
before us and perform- 
ing silent dramas with 
miraculous effects, ^ of 
which the annihilation 
, of time and distance was 
hot the least. Now that 
fldking .and singing 
have come in we have 


lost the old mystery and beauty; sordid 
or vulgar life is the staple, with tiresome 
emphasis on incidents drawn from stage 
life as well as on stage methods.^ There 
is indeed something indecent in^ this 
reliance by the talkies upon the life of 
the stage, stage effects and peeps be- 
hind the scenes t they batten on that 
which they are out to destroy. 

Bio Bita is however not a stage 
story but a stage imitation. We are 
not told so, but it was, I presume, a 
musical comedy before it was filmed. 
No single ingredient is missing. The 
scene is Mexico ; the Mexicans address 
each other in broken English; the path of 

love between Bita Ferguson (Miss Bebe 
Daniels) and Gaptam Jim Steiuart (Mr. 
John Boles) runs roughly for an hour- 
and -three-quarters and then becomes 
smooth ; the songs are called Sweet- 
heart, we need each other,’* “You’re 
always in my arms,” “ If you 're in love I 
you 11 waltz ” ; the leading funny man. 
Lawyer Lovett (Mr. Robert Woolsey), 
wears horn-rimmed passes ; the other, 
Ghich Bean (Mr. jBert Wheeler), 
whom the lawyer charges with bigamy, 
is a trick-dancer; while their principal 
scene is one of those riots of drunken- 
ness in which so many tired comic 
authors are now taking refuge. 

Add to this that the chorus is seldom 


absent and, as an additional attrac- 
tion, has been photographed^ in the 
ruddy tints of life by Techni-colour. 
We are, in short, present at a regulation 
musical comedy which has faced the 
sound-registering camera and suffered 



COKOEALED ART. 

Mr. Mannings gives us a close-up. 

in the process. There is barely a trace 
of the art of the movie. 

Should you, however, wish to find 
that art at its best it is to be found in 
Betrayal at the Plaza, a silent film 
where all the old patience and thorough- 
ness have been applied 
to almost too poignant 
a plot, and the under- 
standing genius of 
Emil Jannings to make 
it irresistible. Here, in- 
stead of noise, is the 
atmosphere of a Swiss 
valley. Room both for 
the spurious Mexico 
and the true Alps; but 
for those who, entering 
a cinema house, like to 
pass under some kind of 
spell, there is no com- i 
parison between such 
noisy nonsense as Bio 
Bita and the stealthy 
unfolding of the drama 
of Betrayal^ where all 
the early movie thrills 
may be recaptured. 

The Betrayal is 
double; first, VroJii (Miss 
Esther Ralston), the 
peasant-girl, is betrayed 
by Aniri Frey (Mr. 
Gary Cooper), a wan- 
dering artist (why do 
these fellows never paint 
any pictures?); and next 
the jovial large-hearted 
Burgomaster, Poldi 
(Mr. Emil Jannings), is 
betrayed by being un- 
warned, when marrying 
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her, that her first child will not be his. 
That is enongh totellof thecourse of this 
very unusual chain of events, every link 
of which is made credible by the skill and 
imagination of the whole company, and 
by no means least the two small boys, 
Jada Weller and Douglas Haig, who 
play Poldz’s children. But good as they 
all are and admirable as is the photo- 
graphy, it is the great Tannings whom 
one remembers. Here is the screen 
actor raised to his highest power, and it 
will be indeed a calamity if, as has been 
stated. Betrayal is to be his last silent 
film. Will not a cinema manager give 
us a Tannings’ season? B, V. L. 


“The show, which is strictly private, has 
hoen much frequented during the last week by 
the ‘ White ’ Bussians in London. Many of 
them are of the fifteenth century, and some 
are elaborately decorated with gold, silver and 
stones .” — Qossiper in Daily Paper, 

One can forgive them a little ostenta- 
tion at their time of life. 

Question set to applicants for Mem- 
bershipof the Institute of Motor Trades : 
“What is the standing of a pedestrian 
when crossing the road? ” 

Answer : Often a very brief one. 


THE ONLY WAY. 

[Mr. Garvin, in The Observer, after rebuk- 
ing Mr. H. Thomas for his “pifSe about pin- 
money,” appeals to Mr. Eamsay MacDonald 
to confer with Mr. Baldwin and Mr. Lloyd 
George and endeavour to secure at last a 
national economic pohoy, to be steadily pursued 
for five years at least, irrespective of Party 
change, and thus make this Parliament a 
“ Council of State.”] 

In the season of ivy and holly 
We long for legitimate cause 
To be festive and jocund and jolly 
And suitably greet Santa Klaus ; 

So it makes one ejaculate “ Golly ! ” 

To learn from a Prince of the Quill 
That “we’re all in a nightmare of 
folly" 

And going down-hill. 

Yet in the mid- welter of madness 
A glimmer of hope is decried, 

To allay our despair and our sadness, 
By Garvin, infallible guide ; 

If only, abandoning courses 

That threaten to rivet our chains, 
Our leaders would pool their resources 
And mix up their brains. 

Bor himself, he confesses a hearty 
Disgust with ten blithering years — 


The “ mechanical snip-snap " of Party, 
The platitudes dinned in our ears. 
And in tones of insistent command he 
Appeals to Mac., L. G. and Stan. 

To unite in devising a grand E- 
conomical Plan, 

Bor several strenuous sessions 

The Left and the Centre and Eight 
Must all be prepared for concessions 
And ready at times to unite ; 

Till Parliament, where Boanerges 
Has often controlled the debate, 

As a purified order emerges — 

A Council of State. 

If then we no longer would starve in 
A world that is deadened with doles. 
Let us welcome the efforts of Garvin 
To save both our purses and souls ; 
And, bent on distilling the honey 
Of wealth from industrial hives, 
Cease with piffulent talk of pin-money 
To harass our wives. 


Common Thoughts which we have never 
Dared Express. 

“A very enjoyable afiair was the Children’s 
Halowe’en Party. Added to the beauty of it 
aU was the fact that few of the children could 
be recognised as they all wore masks.” 

Janvaican Paper. 
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.... ...... .. .... ..... ...... from the Antipodes. I am not expert his points with the alternate cannon 

THE BATTLE OF THE GREEN CLOTH, enough, nor did I begin to study billiards and red winner, and showing the most 
It may be thought that the Oon- early enough, to be authoritative in this amazing skill in preventing the white 
gregationalist Memorial Hall in Par- discussion; let me leave it with the bail from intercepting the next shot, as 
ringdon Street, where Willie Smith reiteration that I hope that Newman it always does^ with me. In f^t, one 
o£ England and Walter Lindrum of is wrong. noticed yet again that the real difference 

Australia have just played a remarkable That said , I have nothing but eulogy between these classical players and our- 
billiard-match, was an odd place for for Lindrum and his miracles. In ap- selves is their control over the second 
such a contest. But there is no real pearance he is more like Eeeoe than object ball. When settled down to it, 
incongruity in a billiard-match being any of our players ; he has much the Lindrum’s speed is terrific : I timed 
played beneath a religious roof. The same quiet taste in dress (all billiard him over one of his hundreds and it 
odour of sanctity may not be present, experts are soignis) and the same facial lasted from 4.40 to 4.42. ^ His attrac- 
but when it comes to a rapt and intense suggestion of self - containment, com- tion, I should remark, is increased by 
silence, beyond all devotions, the spec- mand and discretion. Not only are all his playing left-handed. Thereissome- 
tators of two such manipulators of the billiard experts careful with their tailor- thing very charming in left-handed 
cue can give points to any assemblage ing, their shoes (how they point and billiards:nostrokes, as in cricket, which 
of worshippers. We were chiefly hard- shine !) and their hosiery, but all share the right-hander cannot make (P. G. J. ! 
bitten middle-aged men, with carved a disinclination to smile. I cannot Pord and H. T. Hewbtt both had their | 
faces — old-fashioned types ; but I de- remember John Egberts smiling, al- own idiosyncratic and inimitable way 
tected one clergyman and a few women, though he could look both surprised and of dealing with certain balls), but an 


tected one clergyman and a few women, though he could look both surprised and of dealing with certain balls), but an 
Not a cough, not a rustle were we mortified. Digglb, of course, was the added gracefulness, 
guilty of. Applause, yes — such as many picture of woe ; Stevenson had a melan- I came away longing to get to a table 
a preacher would like, only he mayn’t choly cast, while Inman was notoriously to see to what extent my own game had 
have it. benefited by the experi- 

Inote that Tom New- s. ence. So easy I I soon 

MAN, an ex-champion, n'**- found that it was, if 

has been writing that v. s ^ . possible, worse. Per- 

Lindrum is probably haps I ought to get a 

the best player of bil- " cue with a metal ring 

liards that ever existed, round the tip, like 

thegreat John Roberts Smith’s? Perhaps I 

not excluded. Having sr ought to try playing 

seen John Roberts v) left-handed? It is too 

when he was nearer his ' ^ V to have been born 

prime than Newman Australia. E. V. L. 

his pupil) could have ' y 

done, I am pained by ^ OUR ERUDITE ADVERTISERS. 

t bis statement. I want Eat more cheese ; 

to continue to think SPECIALIST AND THE ALL-EOUNDBEr" varieties are sure 

that no one conld be to please, 

better than that giant o£ the game; I Mephistophelean, especially when play- 1 You can acquire the habit 








THE SPECIALIST AND THE ALL-ROUNDEE. 
le ; I Mephistophelean, especially when play- 1 


benefited by the experi- 
ence. So easy I I soon i 
found that it was, if I 
possible, worse. Per- 
haps I ought to get a 
cue with a metal ring 
round the tip, like 
Smith’s ? Perhaps I 
ought to try playing 
left-handed ? It is too 
late to have been born 
in Australia. E. V. L. 


and even more do 1 hope it. I want to ing Reece. As for Reece, he compressed 
carry to the tomb the belief that John his lips and bore it. Lindrum also smiles 
Roberts was as much and as immut- but rarely, although on the day that 1 
ably the bes'i billiard player as W. G. saw him play he had reason to be 
was the best cricketer. They had indeed happy, for the gods were being very 
three things in common, these Titans : kind to him and, when, by the tenderest 
each had unusual and impressive height caresses, he had made 73 and 54 nursery 
and solidity ; each had a beard ; and cannons with his own unaided skill, put 
each came to his domain — the table and themselves out to give him position 
the pitch — as though there was nothing again so that be could make 81 more, 
there to dismay him. Realising this act of grace, which he had 

All the same, Newman probably knows not expected, Lindrum’s grave features 
betterthanl. One thing, however, Imust lighted up with a sudden relaxation; 
state: Walter Lindrum is a magician that was all. But Smith’s earnest coun- 
and his slender cue is a wand : no doubt tenance, with almost nothing to amuse 
about that; his control of the balls is him, more than once became human, 
so exquisite as to bring tears to the as, since it is cherubic underneath, it 
eyes. But he occasionally pauses to ought to. 

think, whereas John Roberts never Smith's wonderful abilities, once so 
did; he would disdain anything so irresistible, suffer by comparison with 
common as that. John Roberts made Lindrum’s, who makes the older arfcist 


OUR ERUDITE ADVERTISERS. 

Eat more cheese ; 

Our varieties are sure 
to please. 

You can acquire the habit 
By starting off with Welsh-rabbit. 

The poet Milton 

Was partial to a bit of Stilton, 

Unlike Savonarola, 

Who simply adored Gorgonzola* 
Queen Anne said her 
Own favourite was Cheddar, 

But she allowed her armies an 
Iron ration of Parmesan. 

La BnuYiiRB 

Turned green after Gruyfere, 

But Dr. Johnson was much fresher 
When he rose and left the Cheshire. 

Eat more cheese 

And develop brains like these. 

You can acquire the habit 
By starting off with Welsh-rabbit, 


common as that. John Roberts made Lindrum’s, who makes the older arfcist “Judge — - decided that the plainfcifE was 
up^his mind inatautaneously ; his mind . look almost an artisan. Yet Smith is ? J? claim on his own behalf, 

and his hand were one. That is one a very fine performer indeed. His game ga^^dgmenf for 

1 diff^nce between him, the English is a more open one than the Austra- fitting ball-bearings on to the whole of their 
'^^itolW'orid champion (with ivory balls, ban’s. Lindrum, on that afternoon, costs.”— Tmdf? Pa^jer, 

'remember) of the seventies and eighties was in hand” only two or three times In many such judgmenfcs a brake is 
; aA^nmeties, and this marvellous youth throughout the session, making most of a more useful device. 
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AT THE PLAY. Angela. Baddeley succeeded admirably Miss Badlelby made the penitence of 

itrprry. Or. ^ » ln suggestiog, beMnd the lady of fasliion, Lady Teade ^eem not only true hut in 

B bCTOO FOB bCANDAL traces of the raw pert country-girlwhoss the character. In fact both these parts 

beauty had made Sir Peter forget the had been studied with real intelligence, 
It is unfortunate to have to record unwisdom of an elderly man’s marrying and I cannot recall a performance of 
the disappearance of The Rising Sim^ so young and lively a wife. The screen this much-played piece in which the 
a good play well presented, after but a scene was excellently managed and author’s intention was so well con- 
few weeks* hearing. Tragedy, . veyed. 

pless it be the tragedy of war, The Charles was, as I have 

IS no longer fashionable. It is, hinted, whether by design or 

however, some consolation to accident, less rollicking than 

see Mr. Frank Cellier and usual, and I think this is to 

Miss ANGELABADLELEYin that the advantage of the piece, 

perpetually fresh comedy, The /T i&HLj ^ ever to believe in 

School for Scandal. Mr. y JosephSurfacem.li^PLE^L- 

Cellier, who produces it with reading would go far 

great intelligence, has brought persuade me. Mr. John 

out the fundamental human (1?| i Charlton’s BaoJcbite seemed 

qualitiesoftheplaybydropping z/W jm to me cleverly calculated, 

much of the stylised formalism ^ and Mr. Stanley Lathbtjry, 

which is usual. Although it having clearly just stepped 

will never be quite possible to of a Eowlandson draw- 

think of Joseph Surface as “ade a good thing of 

other than a rather over- Crabtree. 

elaborately manufactured y T\ ^ commend this most 

villain, Mr. Ian Fleming con- 0/ IMA iotelligent revival not only to 

trives to make him suf&ciently W ^ all genuinelovers of the theatre, 

plausible by refusing to under- ^ y ^ ^ but to those who merely look 

line the part too heavily ; while 'TlTlX ll casual entertainment. Mr. 

Mr. Henry Hewitt as C/iaWes '/j * I if \ Sheridan is in fact a jolly 

is not so hopelessly hearty and j I 1 ^ 1 author and has found in 

lovable a person as the popular I j I i Cellier an excellent pro- 
stage tradition suggests. The ' Ij ducer. I should recommend it 

two men might conceivably in f I 1 if only for the one moment 

fact be brothers. of Lady Teazle's arch roguish 

The scandal-makers ply their THE “DAILY JANGLE.” triumph when she countered 

trade with a genuine eagerness Lady Teazle Mrss Angela Baddeley. Sir Petefs “ Zounds ! Madam, 

and relish. The dances intro- Sw Peter Teazle Me. Frank Cellier. you had no taste when you 

duced into revivals of married me ! ” T. 

this type I usually 
find, I confess, rather 
tiresome. But hero a 
very charmingly de- 
signed minuet was 
danced with an ease 
and freedom which 
made the thing come 
alive. The drinking 
scene, despite Mr. x 

Hayden Coffin’s J 

singing— he was in ® 

exceltot voice — was 
less successful because 
somewhat over-elab- ^ 

orated. This and the 
clever but, I think, ex- 
aggerated sketch of 
Moses by Mr. Eichard 
Goolden were per- 
haps intended as a 
concession to the 
weaker brethren. 

Mr. Cellier’s Sir 
Peter Teazle was a 
really delightful study, 
well- balanced , excel- 
lent in detail, and one sir 

genuinely grew to like Cha 

the old boy ; and, Miss lfo5 


rm 




f/nh W 


l-hy*) Cn.0^^- 


THE “DAILY JANGLE.” 

Lady Teazle Mrss Angela Baddeley. 

Sir Peter Teazle Mr. Frank Cellier. 



I 





A BATHER BIG “LITTLE PREMIUM.” 

Sir Oliver Surf ace (as Mr. Premimi^^) . . . AIr. Edgar K, Bruce. 

Charles Sxirface Mr, Henry Hewitt. 

Moses Mr. Richard Goolden. 


A Ball and Pageant i 
will be given under | 
the Presidency of I 
LadyCARiSBROOKE,at | 
the Broyal Opera i 
House, Oovent Gar- | 
den, on Thursday, De- i 
cember 12th, 10 f.m. | 
to 3 A.M,, in aid of The | 
People’s League of I 
Health, an institution j 
that was founded by | 
Miss Olga Nbthbr- 
SOLB. Scenes will be i 
shown • “depicting I 
what has made life i 
worth living from the 
time of Adam and Eve : 
to the Sun Bathers 
of 1929.” Tickets 
(including Supper and 
IBuffet, two guineas) 
may be obtained from 
the Bali Organiser, 
Mrs. Arthur Crox- 
TON, People’s League 
of Health, 12, Strat- 
ford Place, W. 1. 
Thone: Mayfair 0386. 
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BRIGHTER BRIDGE FOR BEGINNERS. 

With the advent of the thousands of 
American Conventions and other means 
of legitimate cheating, a brighter era 
has dawned for the bridge beginner. No 
longer is it necessary for him to admit 
his inferiority and humbly crave the 
favour of a game. To-day there is a 
much better way. Let ms tell you 
about it. 

Sit down anywhere you like and in a 
very short time ‘‘three players in 
search of a fourth *’ will appear. On 
seeing you they will begin a privy con- 
sultation; one will shrug his shoulders 
resignedly, the second will protest that 
you ’re bound to be rotten, while the 
third points out optimistically that 
they can always cut for every rubber. 
Eventually one of them will approach. 
“Excuse me, Sir,” he will say, “ but do 
you play bridge ? ” 

This is your opportunity. Do not 
look pleased and mumble that you have 
played a little and would like a game. 
If you do they will excuse them- 
selves hastily and vanish, or at the best 
you will enact the rdle of constant 
dummy. Yom* partner, having made 
up his mind in advance to play every 
hand himself, will take you out of all 
the calls that you can make, go down 
heavily himself, and then, to add insult 
to injury, advance some complicated 
technical explanation for the disaster 
that will put you completely in the 
wrong. . 

^ But, if you appear slightly bored, 
light a cigarette, look the fellow up and 
down as if estimating the possibilities 
of his game and at last drawl languidly, 
“Yes — contract or auction?” it is'^a 
difierent matter. You will immediately 
be^ taken for an expert. Consolidate 
this on the first hand by calling a suit 
that isn’t represented in your hand; 
you will probably go down five hundred, 
but it will be worth it. Look at your 
partner in pained surprise, apologise 
and explain that you had not realised 
they did not play the Pfeiflionx Con- 
vention. 

If any one of them still has sufi&cient 
nerve left to inquire what the Pfeiflionx 
Convention is, remark coldly that he 
will find it fully set out in your text- 
book, Bridge for Beginners, The news 
that you actually write about bridge will 
destroy the last fragments of their 
moral, and fear of revealing their own 
ignorance will eliminate any awkward 
questioning of your own mistakes. The 
chances against your sti’atagem being 
found out are enormous; no bridge- 
player could demean himself by inquir- 
ing after a book with such a title. 

The rest is easy. Make your bids 
quickly and firmly. Never remonstrate 


with your partner — merely shake your 
head sadly. It is also useful to reproach 
yourself at intervals with “Terrible 
play ; I should have known you held 
the three of spades; it was the key- 
card to the whole game.” 

Follow these rules carefully, and at 
the end of the session, no matter what 
the financial result, they will depart 
flattered at having playedwith so super 
an expert. ■ — 

THE SURTAX-PAYER AND THE BURGLAR. 

A Fable, 

There was once a Burglar who, by 
reason of his Lack of Application at an 
Elementary School and his subsequent 
Disinclination for Continuation Classes, 
was barely literate enough to spell out 
the Eunners and Form in the Eacing 
Editions. 

Through the Disclosure of an Indis- 
creet Valet to a Talkative Lady’s Maid 
and thence through the Eetinue to a 
Scullion Wench with whom the Burglar 
was Walking Out more for Intelligence 
than for Amatory Purposes, he had the 
Good Fortune to become Possessed of 
the Keyword of the Combination Safe 
of the Master of the Mansion, a certain 
Surtax-payer of Ancient Lineage, 

The Burglar was Overjoyed at this 
Stroke of Luck and Anticipated that the 
Cracking of the Crib would be as easy 
as Falling Off a Log ; but when he had 
arranged the Letters to form the All- 
Important Keyword he was chagrined 
to find that the Door of the. Safe would 
not Yield. While he was Wondering 
whether he had been Misinformed, he 
became aware that the Surtax-payer, 
who had been Sitting Up Late in an- 
other Eoom with Schedule D, was 
standing over him with a Battle-axe 
which had not been used by the Family 
for many Generations. 

The Burglar began to evince Extreme 
Dejection now that he saw that his 
Project must Fail; while the Surtax- 
payer smiled an Inward Smile to think 
that the Burglar had Jeopardised his 
Liberty to crack a Safe that contained 
Naught but the Insurance Policy which 
would just^ Cover the Surtax-payer’s 
Death Duties, always supposing the 
Scale was not Increased in the mean- 
time by some Unmentionable Vote- 
catching Politician. 

Presently the Surtax-payer, whose 
Sense of filquity was Uneasy at the 
thought of Punishing the Burglar for 
failing to do what Chancellors of the 
Exchequer with a different Technique 
practise with Impunity, said : “ I am 
willing to Save you, my Man, from the 
Consequences of your Misguided Act if 
you can give me Anything Like an 
Adequate Season why I snould Let 
you Off.” 


“As to that, Guv’nor,” replied the 
Burglar glibly, “ I have never had no 
Chance in Life.” 

Then the Surtax-payer, after regard- 
ing the Burglar’s attempt with the 
Combination, said Coldly, “I can for- 
give Anything but Ingratitude. You 
received a Free Education for which I 
am Flayed Alive by the State, if you 
had made the Most of your Schooling 
at my Expense you would not have 
come a Purler in Attempting to Crack 
my Safe. You would have known that 
the Combination Word ‘ Siege ’ is not 
spelled 'Seige.’ ” 

With that the Surtax-payer ordered 
a Minion of the Law to Do his Duty, 

Moral : I before E except after 0. 


VERY MUCH HIGHER EDUCATION. 

[According to a film magnate the use of 
the talkie in schools is going to revolutionise 
education.] 

We found the road to Learning 
A rugged road and strait, 
Continuously earning 
Our unrelenting hate ; 

We sought with laggard paces 
The schools where we must show 
Our shining morning faces — 

But that was years ago. 

That state of things is ended, 

And, glancing down the years, 

I like to think how splendid 
The schoolboy’s lot appears ; 

Each Beetle and each Stalky 
Will learn with rapture when 
The pedagogic talkie 
Usurps the place of men. 

He ’ll yield to the seduction 
Of lessons deftly planned 
With celluloid instruction 
And oratory canned ; 

No stern instructor’s dry jaws 
Shall teach him discipline ; 

Even the very “pi-jaws ” 

Will issue from a tin. 

He ’ll turn his little nose up 
At us whose ways were trite ; 

A caligraphic close-up 
Will teach him how to write ; 

And primers be contraptions 
That he ’ll no longer need 
When bright and snappy captions 
Explain the way to read. 

Nor will they face disaster 
Whose job is thus destroyed ; 

No superseded master 
Will join the unemployed ; 

The schoolroom’s transformation 
For him will simply mean 
He ’ll find his true vocation 
In acting for the screen. 


A Statement which our G.P. will Resent. 

“Doctors will not Stop Kissing.” 

Headline in Anstraliam Paper, 




THE VALSE THAT WAS TOO DREAMY. 







Professor. “Have you any views on Relativity?” 

Lady. “ Well — ^ah — daeesay theee is something to be said for it, but they ’ll nevah dare to enforce it 

IN THIS COUNTRY.” * 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The story of the life of Oowpbe, a drama as .^schylean 
as it is domesticated, deserves better of the biographer's 
art than. to subserve consideration of ‘‘The Task ” or even 
“John Gilpin.’* Its terrible pathos, its gentle and innocent 
alleviations, its attendant spirits and circumstances, absurd, 
heroic and (as is the way of the domestic genius) both, 
exact a presentment of exquisite sensitiveness if they are to 
be presented at all. This they have found in The Stricken 
Deer (Constable) of Lord David Cecil, one of the most 
sympathetic adjustments of handling to the matter in hand 
that English literary biography has lately produced. Pre- 
luded by an enjoyable indictment of the eighteenth century 
as reconstructed by present modes, Oowper’s England is 
portrayed as it was : a certain cosmopolitan formality on 
top, a wholly English eccentricity underneath. Belonging 
to the first world by birth and the second by election, the 
poet succumbed to madness at thirty-one in the endeavour 
to cope with a career. Wounded as a child to the quick by 
his mother’s death, he had already found that evangelical 
faith which was to be at once “balm and cor’sive” to his 
wound. But as he grew older his emotional jsertainty of 
salvation turned into an equally emotional despair — “the 
heavens opened only to shut again.” How he sought 
security in a “fragile intricate cocoon of taste and habit” 
afe Huntingdon, Olney and Weston ; how he rejoiced in the 
TJnwtns, IJewton, Lady Austen, Lady Hesketh and the 


three hares, we know and are never tired of being retold. 
Yet we are not allowed to linger in the parlour with its 
hissing urn, in the greenhouse with its carnations and 
balsams. Nothing is allowed, and rightly, to interfere with 
the proportions of a great and memorable tragedy. 

In that manner of grave quietness that made him the 
natural refuge in storm of hard-pressed Chancellors, the 
sane adviser of the over-driven, the British Ambassador 
of Peace in Berlin continued through the turbid years of 
post-war crisis to jot down in his private record shrewd 
deliberate comments on daily recurrent threats of irrepar- 
able chaos. The second volume of Lord D'Abernon's Diary 
(Holder and Stoughton), covering as it does the period 
of the French entry into the Ruhr, the Communist rising 
in Saxony, the Hitler monarchist Putsch and the headlong 
downfall of the mark, lacks no outward circumstance to 
make it sensational, and, though less often than the earlier 
instalment does it iDecome consciously melodramatic, there 
is endless variety of “liveliness” to underline the gravely 
humorous running commentary. Whether he is likening 
Gerrnany and Austria to two betrothed lovers deferring 
marriage till they can better afford it, or telling how he 
advised — ^unsmilingly — that German negotiators dealing 
with Entente Powers should not lay claim to moral 
sujjeriority, or noting his impressions of the prevailing 
facial angle in a crowd of Bolshevist demonstrators, his 
work has the same quality of wise benevolent detachment. 
But on one subject he was always confident, insistent, even 
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importunate. At a time . when the 
Director of the Eeich shank was boast- 
ing of a daily issue in paper money of 
forty billion marks, and when financial 
experts called in counsel seemed able to 
do no more than debate the relative ad- 
vantage of interment and cremation for 
the unfortunate German currency, he 
declared that stabilisation of values was 
possible and was the one essential con- 
dition for a return to prosperity and a 
solution of the Separations tangle. If 
this was perhaps his greatest technical 
^ contribution towards that upward move- 
i ment which his third volunie is to indi- 
cate, yet hardly less important was the 
personal influence of his presence in 
establishing a basis for future friendli- 
ness between his own country and Ger- 
many. 1 

Katharine Newlyn Burt's CocKs 
Feather 

Makes me inclined to wonder whether 
All that the novelists bring to view 
About America 's really true. 

Take the typical business man : 

Surely he 's always built on a plan 
Of push and hustle 'whereby he collars 
Tons and tons of almighty dollars. 

So I imagined ; but here we find 
One of a totally different kind, 

Whose cautious ploddings certainly win 
Respect in the one-horse town he *s in. 
But rather fail in the acid test 
Of rousing the reader's interest. 

The story (from Hbinemann's house) 
displays 

Details of all he does and says, 

And every detail appears to pass 
Under a magnifying-glass 
Which, while it exhibits the inwardness 
Of things at which you might vainly 
guess, 

Brings into prominence rather much 
That doesn’t require that sort of touch. 

So, whether they 're true or not, for sport 
I ’m all for the hackneyed hustling sort. 



The really indigenous English cook- 
ery — as opposed to methods imported ^Ytjs, but doi 
from the Continent — ^mainly consists in - ' • 

exposing the very best possible materials to the simple | 
action of fire and water. Sometimes fire has a solo part, 
but water (usually boiling) is a popular concomitant ; and 
though a coarse mimicry of Latin procedure with butter 
and oil is occasionally initiated with dripping and lard the 
best English cookery is as a rule the most elementary. 
These facts were vividly brought home to me by that sug- 
gestive and entertaining little book, County Eecipes of Old 
England (Country Life, Ltd.), a compilation of the cuUnary 
specialities of thirty English counties, with the popular dishes 
of England, Scotland, Ireland and Wales thrown in. Not 
much has escaped Mias Helen Edden’s research, and she is 
usually a purist in her versions ; though I miss the Cumber- 
land ‘‘ haver-cake ” — a notable relation of Scots oat-cakes — 
and deplore the substitution of mushrooms for oysters in the 
case of Lancashire hot-pot. It is amusing to compare 


local variants of the same dish — my own “Squab Pie,” 
for instance, produced by a Cornish landlady in Salisbury, 
turned out to be a Devonshire rendering. The apparent 
multiplicity of sweet (not savoury) puddings is deceptive, so 
many counties improvise on the Bakewell Tart theme of 
pastry and breadcrumbs. But those who, with Cowpbr's 
Mrs. Unwin, would “ enterprise a cake,” will find Derwent- 
water, Chester, Euthven and a score of other localities as 
forward with happy suggestions as Banbury, Bccles and 
Shrewsbury. 

A few months ago a book on the French novel by 
Professor Frbdebick C. Green, of Toronto University, was 
acclaimed with an enthusiasm which, though I am sure it 
was just, I could not help thinking a little ungrateful 
to Dr. Saintsbury, that vigorous veteran, whose more 
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coEoprehensive history of the subject is, or should be, one 
of the classics of literary criticism. But in EigUeenth- 
century France (Dent), Professor Gbeen follows paths 
which no one in England or America has trodden with 
steps so carefully recollected as his. In form his book is 
a string of half-a-dozen detached essays loosely strung on 
the thread of a period. In effect it is a multilateral survey 
of the plateau which divides the cultivated heights of the 
Grand Sifecle from the beetling crags and ^ cloud-capped 
precipices of Eomanticism, a plateau on which Voltaire, 
Rousseau and Diderot stand as no mean eminences. Thus 
in a lively biographical sketch of Mississippi ” Law is 
envisaged the financial cha os of which the Revolution was 
the only possible d&noue~ ^ 
ment ; while a carefulpmrsuit 
of the long battle between 
Er^iron, the enlightened 
and tolerant champion of 
tradition, and Voltaire, 
the fine old crusted free- 
thinker (and enraged ego- 
maniac), and a study, en- 
riched with- quotations, of 
the writings of an obscure 
Abb6 Cover, who had the 
condition of his unprivi- 
leged compatriots very much 
at heart, are pointers to the 
same inevitable end. For 
the rest, Professor Green 
writes of the Paris stage, of 
the literary censorship and 
of the mutual repercussions 
of French and English fash 
ions ; and all that be writes, 
springingfrom deep research 
intelligently digested, is as 
convincing in matter as it 
is attractive in style. 


What I particularly like 
about Miss Fox Smith is 
that she is a little mad. 

This, I hasten to say, is not 
a libel. When it comes to 
talking .about the sea and 
the ways of ships I am quite 
as mad myself, and very 
glad to be so. The world, 
as I find it, is divided into 
those on whom the sea has 
laid a spell of enchantment, 
and those to whom it is 
dreary or terrible. This observation is not an irrelevant intro- 
duction to Miss Fox Smith’s latest book, There was a Ship 
(Methuen), because it is a book of detail which depends for 
its interest upon the reader’s attitude towards the sea. 
Miss Fox Smith dwells affectionately upon every point in 
some ship’s log recording a long passage under sail, upon 
every little incident in the history of a vessel never famous 
and now perhaps vanished for ever. The lamentably sane 
may see no more point in describing every hour in a voyage 
than in describing every hour in a railway journey. To me. 
Miss Fox Smith’s sea-leaming is a delight. Her enthusi- 
asm carries me away to sea — this time in an Australian 
er, or in a clipper of the ** Star ” fleet, or in a Bengal 
Idg, or in one of Nourse’s coolie ships. When the 
r iron or sawing-machines she makes it, because 
^ be, as romantic as a cargo of ivory and pea- 



cocks. It is strange that sailing-ships were never nobler in 
form, never faster and never better handled than just before 
they were swept from the seas by stearn. It was as though 
a lovely flame flared up exquisitely as it died. 

In The Wasted Island (Macmillan), of which the original 
edition, now revised, appeared in 1920, Mr, Eimae 0 Duffy, 
forsaking his lighter mood, tells a most tragic tale of Ireland. 
Bernard was unfortunate in his parents. His fat her, 

Sir Eugene, was a Dublin physician and a snob; in his 
mother’s veins “ flowed the attenuated blood of a very ancient 
■ Ulster clan.” For some time, Bernard developed conven- 
tionally enough to please Sir Eugene, and it was not until be 

— * — • read deeply of his country’s 

history, and thus derived 
a fierce hatred of England, 
that he began to flout paren- 
tal authority. Of his two 
younger brothers one, a 
entle soul, was kilted in 
\-anc 0 *, the other was crip- 
pled for life ; but to Bernard 
the European War meant 
first and only that Ireland 
had been given an oppor- 
tunity to win her freedom. 
In that cause he worked, 
was imprisoned and ultim- 
ately met a fate far sadder 
than death. This is a spa- 
cious story, remarkably well 
written, and, although Eng- 
lish readers may feel some 
resentment before they 
reach the end, I am sure 
that they will also admire 
Mr. O’Duefy’s sincerity 
and the courage with which 
he has tackled a vexed por- 
tion of history. 

The China Venture (Mur- 
ray) is a delightful story, 
but it is more than that. 
Miss Dorothy Graham 
has divided it into three 
“ books ” : “ Canton — 1835,’ 

“ Pekin — ^1900,” Shanghai 
— To-day,” and in this se- 
quence you can read no 
little of China’s history and 
also see how the fascina- 
tions of that amazing coun- 
try affected the Meades, an American family who traded with 
the Chinese. Three women, symbolic of their periods, influ- 
enced the Meades, First of dA,Jade TW/ZoziJ, a courtesan, both 
repelled and allured the “barbarian” Jared Meade “ as China 
had repulsed and yet given lavishly in those early days.” 
Then followed aManchu woman, and later Miss Wang, “awk- 
ward and bafded, with odd impulses erupting through the 
traditional calm of her race. Unhappy, groping and blinded.” 
Miss Wang, I gather, represents the China of to-day as she 

f ropes blindly “ between the new freedom and the old laws.” 

would invite all those who welcome a story that is 
once informing and entertaining to embark upon this “Ven- 
ture.” They will have a memorable voyage. 



[to lift - hoy ). “I ’ll have to pop down again mxH you, 

I HAVEN’T YET THOUGHT OF AN EXCUSE FOR BEING LATE.” 


“ Guaranteed Used Cars.”— in Showroom Window. 
Our 1910 model needs no guarantee of use. 


at 
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CHARIVARIA, 


questions asked in the House, the tiles however, be no Inter-Universitv meet- 
ly ^ ... .. . . . J ‘ 


increasing, and promoters are always deficiency of non-skid M.P.s. 
confident of a packed bouse for the next 

big foul. « Scarface ’* An Capone, tt 


^ . .leading to the Division Lobbies are as ing to decide this, as it might provide 

Inteeest in pugilism is said to be | slippery as ever. There is a lamentable excuse for the rowdiness of an Uplift 


Night in Town. 


big loul. << Scarface ” An Capone, the Chicago When Lord Parmooe was at the 

. gunman, is reported as expressing the Bar, we are reminded, he had a crisp 

Prom a newspaper discussion on the opinion "that woman’s place is in the forensic manner. ‘'Crisp Ceipps ’* has 

subject of the a^e attained by doves it home. Certainly it would seem safer undergone changes, 

appears that thirty years is not very not to go outdoors in Chicago. 

Still, that isu’t good enough ' . V ' “Anybody,” declares a doofeor, “is 

for Mr. Kellogg. The three little boys who decided to liable to have hiccoughs at any time.*! 

run away to sea, but gave up, exhausted, No wonder so many wireless-announcers. 
In connection with the burglary at at Southend, are bdieved to have lost grow old before their time, ' 

a West-End house last week, there is a heart on discovering how far the}^ still • 

theory that the culprit is evading arrest were from their objective. ' Thames Valley " estate-agents are 

by going about disguised as a i*" - j understood still to incline to 


mail-bag thief. 

The Press is unanimous in 
the opinion that there are too 
many mail-bag robberies, but 
not one of our contemporaries 
suggests -what . would be a 
reasonable number. 

. . , sl< sH 

. Lord Brentford admits 
that he has bought advow- 
sons. “ But not, of course, 
after 8 p.m. 

- - Jjc sl« 

A sceptic declares th at when 
he attended a stance all he 
heard was chuckles. He must 
have struck a very happy 
medium. * * 

. , A grass-drying machine has 
just been invented. A corre- 
spondent ^ays^that he would 
like to try it on his garden at 
Maidenhead if he can get a 
diver to take it down, 

>i< * ^ 

5 l« 

During a violent storm in 
the Five Towns district panic 
was caused by a dazzling 
meteorite which stunned and 


iM 









momentarily blinded a police- her husband a box op cigars?” 

man and disappeared with a I 

deafening detonation. Locally the ex- 1 Mr. W. T. Tilden as a cabaret 
perience is described as comparable only raconteur is considered to have “got 
with a flying visit from Mr. Arnold over.” Any failure to do so would of 
Bennett. course have been reckoned as a “fault.” 


3re from their objective. ' I Thames Valley ‘ estate-agents are 

^ understood still to incline, to 

bungalows and other 
riverside residences is from 

toond a oonoertiaft in a d^t- 

O / Mm/// bih. This only goes to show 

ill there is a place for everyr 

^ To reduce the numbe.i\of 

- Aldershot 

I im! ' authorities are 'to give siren 

jijjP MB PIp''’ iWf warnings, two hoots being 

li| j !| / 'I, j. sounded when severe weather 

rj i is forecast. It will be optional 

for .local plumbers to give 

A French^ authority on 

U STOCK THAT EXCELLENT BRAND OF CIGAR WHICH 

ONDLY IMAGINES SHE IS BUYING WHEN SHE BUYS that it needs a man of breed- 

!m A BOX OP CIGARS?” iDg to Carry oft an umbrella. 

Yet a fellow of no breeding 

Mr. W. T. Tilden as a cabaret at all has carried off ours. 

rtnnfAiii* ifl fn Viq.va *< crof siv ^ 


^ “ Do YOU STOCK THAT EXCELLENT BRAND OF CIGAR WHICH 
A WOMAN FONDLY IMAGINES SHE IS BUYING WHEN SHE BUYS 
HER HUSBAND A BOX OP CIGARS?” 


with a flying visit from Mr. Arnold over.” Any failure to do so would of A contemporary reports the case of a 
Bennett. course have been reckoned as a “fault.” Harpenden man who is determined to 

die poor. We see no reason why the 
TheEev. E. L. iSacassey complains A lady- writer ascribes her father’s matter cannot be left in the safe hands 
that when hunting people do venture bad temper at breakfast to the effect' of the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
upon.classical quotations they use hack- of the red wall-paper. Lady-writers* 

neyed ones. A deplorable feature of fathers are lucky if tEey have nothing A nM.P. says he had to refuse a peer’s 
the hunting-field is the neglect of the worse than that to endure. invitation to shoot at his house because 

dead languages at the covert- side. he was a very poor shot. But surely 

The 'New Zealand Government has with a bit of luck he ought to have been 
Attention is drawn to the change in called a conference to discuss the able to hit it. 
the relative ages of dancing partners, problem presented by the alarming 

Nowadays it is by no means unusual to increase of deer. An “Eat more Veni- Two members of the same angling 
see a woman of advanced years dancing son ” campaign is anticipated. club were married in the Midlands last 

with a man old enough to be her son. week. We picture the happy couple 

. It, is claimed that Oxford is superior leaving the church, under an archway 
Complaint is made that,' in spite of to Cambridge in “uplift.” There will, of outstretched arms. 


Two members of the same angling 
club were married in the Midlands last 
week. We picture the happy couple 
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HOW TO PLEASE LORD BEAVERBROOK. ^ 

To the Editor of “ The Daily Express:' \ 
All good Oambridge men will gener- ! 
OTisly rejoice over the defeat o£ their 
Bugger team at Twickenham. But the 
well-deserved victory of Oxford was not 
needed to disprove the mythical legend 
of her decadence ; which is just as well, 
since a result which might easily have 
been reversed but for the accident which 
deprived Oambridge of the services of 
• her most brilliant player, Bowoott, 
cannot in itself be regarded as giving 
the lie to this allegation. But to readers 
of The Daily Express the most signifi- 
cant feature of the Varsity match is the 
fact that of the Oxford fifteen no fewer 
than seven came from the Dominions — 
six from South Africa and one from New 
Zealand— a crowning proof, if one were 
still needed, of the value of yotir crusade 
for Einpire Free Trade. 

To the Editor of The Evening 
Standard." 

I see that some correspondence in 
one of your contemporaries draws atten- 
tion to the excessive length of time 
devoted to training for the Boat-Eace. 
Surely, Sir, this period might be cur- 
tailed if the crews were encouraged to 
train exclusively on Empire products. 
Along with all patriotic readers of The 
Evening Standard I wish you a speedy 
triumph in your noble crusade for Em- 
pire Free Trade, 

To the Editor of The Daily Express." 

I ^e that the Minister responsible for 
dealing with the floods explained that 
the inadequacy of the precautions taken 
was due to neglect on the pa,rt of the 
late Government. I can well believe this 
of a Ministry' which so grossly neglected 
its Imperial opportunities. Many of 
your readers will join me in .regarding 
the present deluge as a* judgment upon 
the country’s indifference, fostered as it 
was by the callous attitude of Mr. Bald- 
win, to the claims of Empire Free Trade. 
Happily that indifference is fast disap- 
pearing, thanks to the far-flung enthusi- 
asm aroused by your crusade. 

To the Editor of ** The Evening , 
Standard." 

I congratulate you on your courage 
and public spirit in publishing in serial 
form a play that has been banned by 
the Censor. I understand that thoa^tioij 
of this official was deteamined. by tte 
consideration that there ate features k 
the {Asy wWch iMMj recaJl a compara- 
tively recent trial for murder. This 
murder might never have been perpe 
i the standard of British mor 

"f only been higher. Health o 

largely upon physica 

lealth, and the condition of the body 1 
Dolitic will never be satisfactory until t 
)he nation adopts the ideals of Empire £ 
?ree Trade. God bless you inyour efforts 
-jO attain that glorious consummation! i 

To the Editor of “ The Daily Express." ' 
The Pear Coal Bill, with ite reduo- , 
blon of working hours to meet the de- 
mands of Maxton and his mutineers, 
will entail a heavy increase in the price 
of this commodity as required for home 
consumption, both household and com- 
mercial. If and when the Socialists 
appeal to the country they will have to 
face the cry, Your coal will cost you 
more.” This slogan will be based on 
incontrovertible fact, thus differing from 
that other slogan, “Your food will cost 
you more,” a mere shibboleth of anti- 
quated and moth-eaten prej udice which 

I am convinced will be drowned by the 
battle-cry of your Empire Free Trade 
crusaders. 

To the Editor of “ The Evening 
Standard." 

Last week the coping-stone was placed 
on the Temple of Peace when the final 
units of our Army of Occupation with- 
drew from the Ehineland and the Union 
Jack was hauled down at Wiesbaden. 
How pleased our troops must have been 
to see it again, on their return to Old 
England, braving the breeze from, the 
flag-pole at Dover Oastle 1 And what 
a wonderful addition it will be to the 
joys of Ohristmastide home-coming if in 
that symbol of Imperialunity they read, 
as I doubt not they will^ read, the 
promise of a still closer union shortly 
to be achieved by your fearless and 
bloodless fight for Empire Free Trade 1 ' 
^ . O ft. 

THE NURSERY TIMES. 

Bound the Shops. 

The proximity of Christmas is now 
evident in Shopland and our readers^ 
should make a point of taking their 
parents to the more popular establish- 
ments before the rush sets in. It will 
be found that when visits of inspec- 
tion are left too late the shops are over- 
crowded and parents quickly become 
impatient and irritable. 

One of’ the greatest attractions again 
this -year will be the miniature motor- 
> car, which is now well within the means 
L of -parents ‘Withi quite moderate bank 
' balances, and there were many eager en- 
t' thusiasts round the various models on 
s show Messrs. Horridges yesterday. 

X This firm is showing a new super-sports 

- model this year which promises to he 
3 very popular. It is a chain-driven one- 

- seater fitted with rubber-bnmpers front 

- and rear to minimise wear and tear on 
f furniture — a feature which should make 
1 an immediate appeal to nervous and 

louse-proud parents. It is light enough 

0 be carried upstairs without difficulty, 
ind it is equipped with useful headlights 
supplied from a battery under the driv- 
ng seat, thus making possible short 
jpins round the nursery after dark. 

Another interesting model is the Hor- 
ddge Two, a useful runabout for those 
who use their cars for getting to and 
!rom school. It is fitted with a locking 
device which makes theft well-nigh im- 
Dossible, a much-needed improvement 
on the present type of vehicle, as the 
aew legislation for joy-riding will not, it 
is understood, apply to miniature cars. 

Girls are almost as interested in cars 
this year as boys, and at another famous 
store yesterday our representative saw 
a young lady of five lost in admiration 
over one of the new Marker Minors. 
This model is fabric- covered, with rab- 
bits and squirrels embossed on the 
bonnet, and has a dickey-seat affording 
ample accommodation for two fair-sized ; 
dolls. 

Model railways seem to be regaining 
favour, and round a large display of : 
these at a popular City store there ,, 
were noticed almost as many children 
as parents. At the same establishment - 
are other mechanical toys at all prices . 
and in great variety. No boy should 
have difficulty in finding here some- 
thing to keep his father or uncle amused 
during the holidays. 

THE OLDEST BEATER. 

Above the brow the beaters bob 

And down the fallow lea 

The oldest driver at the job 

Is of their company ; 

His whistle’s at the coveys’ backs. 

His voice, anon, we ’ll know 

Among the thunder of the packs ‘ ; 

That spring, that roar, that go. 
Though, older than Methuselah 

Or any pipes of Fan, 

He sends us stuff like hip-hurrah 

And beat it if you can ; 

Yes, when to keep in line ’s his whim ; 

And flip the flags about, 

The bird you get along with him 

Is worth the brace without. 

Oh, who has just- that ancient’s knack 

To hold a heart in pledge ^ 

The while he puts a crackerjack 

Hot chance across a hedge ? 

He gilds our triumphs, takes our blame 
, When coveys pass unthinned, 

And keeps the mean twixt gun and 
game, 

1 Old partridge-driver, Wind. 

, P p. n 

“He was unable to follow liis unemploy- 
; ment for some weeks.” — Liveiyool Paper. 

L But we are sure that Miss Bondfield 
) is doing her best to alleviate pathetic 

L cases like this. 





ANY CEAFT IN A FLOOD. 


SPECTACLE OE THE LEADBE' OP THE LIBEEAL “OPPOSITION" MAKING UP HIS 
lillND ABOUT COMING TO THE EESOUE OP THE GOVEENMENT. 
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THREE FABLES. 

I. — The Young Man of Frugal Habit 
and the Fashionable Bestaurant 

A Young Man of frugal Habit and 
a certain Aptitude for Business was 
once dining with Three Friends at a 
Very Fashionable Eestaurant. And at 
the end of the Meal when Flown with 
Wine, he said (somewhat Eashly): 
<‘Now, boys, this Bit is On Me. Let 
us Hititup I Waiter, bring an Old 
Brandy for Each of us.” 

Now this was Such a Fashionable Ees- 
taurant that the Management Scorned 
any appearance of Commercial Trans- 
action, such as Glasses with little 
engraved Lines to denote a Vulgar Tot 
and Wine Waiters carefully filling them 
to within a Halfpenny of the Phmsoll. 
Instead they placed a Full Bottle on | 
the table with an Air of Careless Muni- 
ficence and Lordly Trust that was 
V?'onderful to Behold. Nevertheless the 
Italian Head Waiter had Secret Marks 
on the Bottle which he alone (wisely) 
Understood. 

* When the Young Man called for a 
hh explained Honourably 


Twiee^ 


‘Wery good, Sir,” said the Head 
Waiter, glancing with Careless but 
Practised Eye at the half-empty Bottle, 
and he wrote ‘^To Eight Old Brandies 
— £2 ” on the bill. 

When the Young Man had recovered 
Consciousness he Paid the Beckoning, 
but said to the Italian Head Waiter: 

‘‘ That was Very Excellent Brandy, 
though Expensive. Am I allowed to 
Purchase a Bottle?” 

‘^Certainly, Sir,” replied the Wop; 
for the Eestaurant was not too Fashion- 
able to Miss a Profit. 

“And to what Extent will it Set me 
Back?” 

“A Bottle, Sir, is Forty-Seven Shil- 
lings and Sixpence. I win Procure it.” 

“Nfever mind,” smiled the Young 
Man. **Here is the other Seven-and- 
Sixpence. I am taking this one of 
which I have only had about Half.” 

And it Was as he Said .... 

Moral: Get Your Brandy by the Keg. 

II. — The Soldiefi" Who &poke too 
Soon, 

Once upon a time there was a Soldier 
who was soon due to Leave the Army. 
One night when in the Canteen bar he 
said to a Friend : “lam entirely Glad, 


Charles, that I am Leaving. No more 
Buddy Saluting for me as Long as I 
Live.” Or Words to That Effect. 

But his Friend, full of Wisdom and 
Beers, said; “Have you got a Job 
yet?” 

“ My Company Officer, Charles, has 
Promised me one, though what I do 
not yet Know,” replied the Soldier 
affably. ... 

But when the J ob Materialised i b was 
that of an A.A. Eoad Scout. 

Moral : Life is like That. 

III.— Youthful Sub-Lieutenant 
and the Sextant, 

Once upon a time, in the days when 
the War was Still On, there was a 
Small Submarine on Listening Duty in 
the Large North Sea. And every morn 
at Nine and Noon it came to the Sur- 
face to Verify its Position by Sun and 
Sextant. 

Now there was on board an Ex- 
tremely Youthful Sub- Lieutenant, who 
one morning was Detailed by his Skip- 
per to Perform this Duty, which he set 
about with Some Misgiving for at his 
School he had learnt more about Eugby 
Football than Mathematics. Much 
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Joan {just returned Jrcnn a Hugger match), “ GEANNSf, darling-, it was so 
EXCITING AND JOHN DROPPED A GOAL.” 

Granny, “ Very odd I The dear boy is usually so tenacious.” 


So he Juggled Hopefully with the 
Sextant and with the Sun, but when 
he came to the Actual Working Out 
of the Observations he had made, his 
Heart Misgave him completely, for, as 
I have said, he was Weak on Mathe- 
matics though Strong on the Wing. 
So he took them to the Skipper and 
said — 

“ 0 Sir, my Maths are a Trifle Eusty. 
Can you help me in Working Out these 
Observations I have made? ” 

At this the Skipper made Some Ob- 
servations of his own \Lacuna in 
original MS,] but concluded more 
kindly, “You go and Con ship and 1 
will Work Out our Position for you.” 

Ten Minutes having passed, the Ex- 
tremely Youthful Sub was summoned 
to his Skipper’s Presence and went 
hoping possibly for a Small Word of 
Commendation upon his Play with the 
Sextant and the Sun, if he were Not 
Much Out. 

But as he entered the Skipper began 
in a Voice Charged with Eeverent 
Emotion — 

“My Boy, Esmove your Cap I We 
are Now in York Minster I ” 

Moral : You never Know Where you 
are with Mathematics. A. A. 


PRECIOUS STONES. 

{A feiD wholly unreliable observations) 
How often, from the ages 

When the bronto roared and mam- 
moth hissed, 

A wife has spent the wages 
Of her husband on an Amethyst I 

A man with wrath will fairly sway 
And call his wife a booby 
Who leaves about in a careless way 
A twenty-carat Euby. 

And many a yaU familias 
Has pointed to the peril 
That menaces a sillj ass 
Who ’s reckless with her Beryl, 

A stone whose sparkles please us 
And adorn the richer fry — a Mond 
Or any modern Croesus 

And his missus — is the Diamond. 

But folk of lofty status will 

Be moved to murmur “ Darn it ” 

At losing, from too great a swill 
Of vintage port, a Garnet. 

And Kings have condescended — 

And I quite expect the Pope has, 
And that Turpin now and then did — 
To admire the little Topaz. 

A stone that maidens covet 
(If it came from Adrianople 
Idle rhymesters too would love it, 
But it doesn’t) is the Opal. 


The Pearl ’s another favourite 
As sweet to some as ottar, 

And, though you 've got to pay for it, 
It ’s cheaper than a lot are. 

All modes in female clothing, 

Do they hide the knees or show 
knicks, 

Or amount to next to no-thing. 

Look intriguing with an Onyx. 

She has the will to fly high 

(And if you deny she has you lie) 

Who shows a garter thigh-high 
With a fringe of Lapis Lazuli. 

And other gems there must be 
Worth a leader in The Times to them 

Which I have not discussed be- 
cause they haven’t any rhymes to 
them. C. B. 


Tests lor Magisterial Sobriety* 

Charges brought under the Distillery Ordi- 
nance against the Wong Wo Sun Distillery of 
Cheung Sha Wan were investigated yesterday. 
The charges were (1) failing to record in his 
Molasses Mash Book the addition of molasses to 
molasses mash in mash kongs, the full charge 
of molasses having been already recorded as 
placed in the kongs ; (2) removing and distil- 
ling certain molasses mash from molasses mash 
kong, such molasses mash being recorded in 
his Molasses Mash Book as being due for dis- 
tillation.”— Hayer, 


“ 9799— Wanted, fox-terrier, smooth, young, 
intelligent ; state particulars. Must see Lon- 
don.” — WeeMyHa^er, 

It is of the utmost importance that all 
our intelligent young dogs should have 
an intimate acquaintance with the 
Metropolis. 
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_ spring-belt and gblf-garters set — ^proof 

THE GIVING OF GIFTS. againstrust? Of course you can’t tell 
A Duologue. whether his present golf -garters are 

They {coming in suddenly). I thought rusty, but his golf is sure to be. Or 

you were doing a third of William’s fur what about _ 

gloves with me and Arabella ? They. I 'm going away now. 


spring-belt and gblf-garters set — ^proof They {impatiently). It must be sent 

against rust ? Of course you can’t tell o£f this afternoon, 
whether his present golf -garters are I {on the floor again). Well, I have 
rusty, but his golf is sure to be. Or three clear hours before me. What 
what about about Aunt Isabel’s present ? Has that 


gloves with me and Arabella ? 

I. I wish you wouldn’t come burst- 
ing in like Boadioea. The dog threw 

. ... * .• .1 111 T _ . _ 


been got ? 

They, You 're supposed to be giving 


a’t come burst- I. Don't go, please; you've ruined They, You re supposed to be giv 

The dog threw my morning's work already. By the her a book. 

hi^elf violently at the door a little way, wasn't I getting a present to send I, What book? 
while ago and opened it and rushed in, to my godson? ^ ^ 

and I had to get up and shut it again. They, You mean, wasn’t I getting a I, Yes, but it s rather difficult. 


I was just reading a little piece in the present that I was going to send to might give her the first volume of The 
naner about Traffic Control at the time, your godson and tell him it came from Encyclopcedta Bntanmca, and then, if 

1 » iAi- *' ^TicT^n alia lilro/I if Q.nnfl-^flT* nfi-yf -rroQ.T* n.nn an 


And now you start gate-crashing with you. Well, that's done. 

William’s fur gloves. I, How do you mean, done ? 

They, Well, are you? They, I mean settled. I’ve bought 

L Am I what ? it. It 's a cart and two horses. 

They. Giving a third? I, I thought he always had a motor- 

I J. How can I possibly? William oar. 


hasn’t got three hands. 

They. Please do try 
to be sensible. 

I, I was. Of course 
one could have an extra 
glove with a reversible 
thumb, in case one got 
lost Bather a good idea. 
I wonder nobody 's ever 
thought of it. 

They, Do stop. Ara* 
bella now says that she 
and you are giving the 
gloves alone. 

J. Are we? I think it 

depended upon whether 
they were going to be a 
natural rabbit fleecy- 
lined or a real opossum 
with cape palms. I 
thought William would 
feel more himself in a 
natural rabbit fleecy- 
lined, and she agreed. 
But of course, if we 
went as far as a real 
opossum I wonder 


They, Yes, he has till now. 












{quite excited). “Wheee bid that one go, boy?” 
Caddie. “It didn’t; you’re standing on it.” 


how far real opossums do go v/hen they 
have cape palms ? Miles and miles, I 
should imagine. 

They {stamping the foot\ Well, of 
course, if you want to smasn the whole 
arrangement, do. Anyhow, you 've got ; 


she liked it, another next year, and so 
on. I believe it gets rather exciting 
ought towards the middle. 

They. There’s poetry and memoirs, 
motor- I. Is there? I mean, are they? 1 sup- 
pose it wouldn’t be any use giving Aunt 
But I Isabel one of those fur gloves, would it ? 

They. No, nor golf- 

garters. 

I. Who’s being un- 
\ . • helpful now ? I’m go- 

^ ing to look at the cata- 

^ logue again. ... I see 

h \ here it says that musi- 

^ \ cal instruments make 

m\ \ ^ delightful gifts. What 

V ^ about giving her a 

Swanee whistle or a 
' 'i hunting horn?.,. 

j They. Do if you like. 

. L Wait a minute, 

though’ — how about a 
Taxidermist’s Oompan- 
‘It says at the top 
/ ps-g®; “Giving 

1 . pleasure to the natural- 

F 4^^ I^oyo^thinkAunt 

' Isabel is a naturalist? 

I see the skinning-knives 
areonlyfivesWllingsper 
set. She could make 
>NE GO, BOY , herself one or two nice 

^ fur gloves, and 

L for a I They {firmly), I really haven’t time 


felt he was getting bid enough for a They {firmly), I really haven’t time 
cart and horses. Would you like to to listen to ali this fatuous nonsense, 
have a look at them ? If you like I ’ll send Aunt Isabel a book 

I. Most certainly yes. of some sort for you, 

{They are driven in. I, A nice book ? 

I {after kneeling ^ome time on the They. Certainly. 

J, Not one with any of those what- 
do-you-call-it bits in, where you have 
to fill up the asterisks and so on. 

They, No, ' And you and I and 


to settle now and at once, because if floor), I say, this is entirely wrong, 
not I 've got to think of something else The back horse won’t come out. 


for William. 

I. Get him something there's only 


They. What does it matter ? j 

L Matter, indeed I One of the first 


one of {taking catalogtte from them), things he ’ll want to do is to take the Arabella will share the gloves ? 


A tie-press. 

They, k^ie-presst! 


back horse out of the shafts and put 
the front one in instead. Anyone who 


I. It says here it 's a good solution ever had any dealings with horses and 
to the gift problem. You can get it carts would know that. Are we to have 


afts and put I. You and I and Arabella and Wil- 
Ahyone who liam, if he 's good, 
h horses and They. I suppose I *m to buy them ? 
:e we to have I, Please. It is the spirit of the gift, 


with a mahogany ffiiish. I rather think this young child going through the rest I think, rather than the trouble of pur- 
William would like that. Of course it of its liferemembering that he has a god- chasing, that counts with the receiver, 
j comes less in oak. But where a brother- father who once gave him a back horse They, And you’ll let them be opos- 
I in-law *s concerned you can't , be too th^ wouldn't come out of its shafts ? sum ? 

I. They have my permission. Is that 


Well, it can't 

Tk^. Beally, if you won’t be more 1. It can, with a littl 

I helpful just go upstairs and fe 

I I. Well, what about an expanding a few nails and things. 


Well, it can't be altered now. 


1. It can, with a little patience. I '11 all now ? Because I 'm rather busy 

just go upstairs and fetch a chisel and getting the collar- 

a few nails and things. [J do so. They. You perfect idiot I I knew you , 
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would. You ’ve broken the harness of 
that horse ! - 

I (indignantly). What I feel and 
always have felt about this business 
of giving Christmas presents is that 
the whole' thing should be carried out 
in the spirit of friendship and goodwill 
amongst men. But directly I start 
dealing earnestly with it you import an 
atmosphere of envy, malice and all un- 
charitableness. I wash my hands of 
the whole concern. Give my godson 
Jew Siiss ! Send Aunt Isabel the cart 
with the two opossums ! Let William 
have a dozen golf-garters in a niahogany 
box with Cape palms! What do J 
care ? {They go) Evob. 

HURRY ALONG, PLEASE. 

Me. Punch has had the good fortune 
to secure an advance copy of a very 
important form which is expected to 
come into use when the means of 
transport in London have passed under 
public ownership. He understands that 
this form, when completed by the pro- 
posed passenger, will have to be handed 
to an inspector and, if approved. 


stamped by him before any public con- 
veyance may be entered. 

Eorms of different colours will be 
issued for intended journeys by (1) 
Omnibus, (2) Tube, (3) Tram, (4) Other 
modes of conveyance. 

Ib is thought by the authorities that 
the innovation may have a marked 
effect on the problem of traffic conges- 
tion, and with this view Mr. Punch 
heartily concurs. 

The questionnaire to be answered is 
as follows : — 

(1) Name. I 

(2) Address. 

h) Sex (M. or P.). 

(4) Nationality, (a) now, (b) on 
August 4 th, 1914 (if already born), t 

(6 ) Place and date of birth. (The 
exact hour need not be entered.) 

(6) Next of kin. 

(7) Eeligious denomination. 

(8) Profession or calling.* 

* If there is any doubt as to whether the 
occupation of the proposed passenger is a pro- 
fession or a calling, reference should be made 
to Leaflet No. 49135/PT/1930, to be obtained 
of any inspector. 


(9) Point at which it is proposed to 
join a public conveyance. 

(10) Point at which it is proposed to 
descend from a public conveyance. 

(11) Estimated, fare. 

(12) Is the proposed passenger suf- 
fering from any contagious or infectious 
disease ? If so, state which', and give 
the name and address of probable source 
of infection or contagion. 

(13) Has the proposed passenger ever 
made any claim for damages or com- 
pensation arising out of an accident 
incurred in a public conveyance? If 
so, was his (her) claim successful? 

(14) Is the proposed passenger in- 
sured at the present time? If not, 
why not ? 

(15) Is smoking or non-smbking ac- 
commodation required ? 

(16) Is the proposed passenger travel- 
ling for the purpose of (a) private busi- 
ness, (6) Government or public busi- 
ness, (c) pleasure? If (c) state why.* 

(17) Has the proposed passenger ever 
been (a) summoned for, (b) convicted 

* Ladies on shopping expeditions should 
enter their reply under (c). 
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of, mutilating (1) an omnibus, tube or 
tram ticket, or (2) an omnibus, tube or 
tram inspector ? 

(18) Has the proposed passengerever 
entered or descended from a public 
conveyance while it is in motion ? 

(19) Has the proposed passengerever 
{a) attempted to travel, (6) succseded 
in travelling (1) without pa.ying his 
(her) fare or (2) for a distance exceeding 
that for which the fare has been pre- 
paid? If (Z)), (1) or (2), state the means 
employed. 

N.B. — ^If the proposed passenger is 
accompanied by a dog, baby, ‘and/or 
invalid the appropriate form or forms 
must be obtained and completed before 
apy public conveyance is entered. 


A REVERSION TO TYPE. 

Jane undulated gracefully towards 
me instead of striding in her usual 
boyish manner. Yes, undulated ” is 
certainly the right word. 

“ Why,” she asked, offering me her 
hand, ** do you look like that at me ? ” 

Feebly I tried to pull myself together. 

“This is very strange and interest- 
ing,” I said. “I never knew before 
that you possessed a waist. I suppose 
it is the sorb of thing that used to thrill 
our grandfathers and rouse their worst 
passions. How did you achieve it ? ” 

“ I ’ve only just discovered it myself,” 
said J ane, preening herself, “ I *ve got 
the smallest one amongst my friends. 
They are wildly jealous. Of course,” 
she added in the tone of one who suf- 
fers martyrdom in a just cause, ‘‘it's 
very painful. But I shall probably 
grow used to it in time.” 

“What have you done with your 
pretty legs ? ” I said, making further 
investigations. 

Jane cast a frightened look round to 
make sure that no one had overheard us. 

<«Hush!” she said. “Don’t you 
know that legs aren’t mentioned any 
more? They have disappeared.*^ 

*^And quite time too,” I said right- 
eously. “Some that I know ought never 
to have seen daylight. AU the same I 
shall miss the old familiar friends.” 

“ It seems rather a pity,” said Jane 
regretfully. “They were quite my 
best’ feature. Still, I suppose I shall 
have to make the b^t of my face now, 
I nev^ used to bother much about 
that exempt to see that it was decently 
powdered.” 

“Come and have a cocktail,” I said, 
as she seemed rather sad. 

^^Odcktail 1 ” said Jane innocently, 
“What is that? ” 

i I fixed an eye upon her 

aM had the ^oe to look rather 
, > At ourlast meeting, if I re- 

memb® rightly, Jane had consumed at 


least three cocktails straight off without 
a qualm or the flicker of an eyelash. 

“ Oome and dance then,” I suggested. 

We revolved round the room to the 
strains of “The Blue Danube.” Our 
progress was not one of unalloyed bliss. 
Jane’s long skirts billowed out and got 
entangled in my legs. Several times I 
nearly tripped over her and she made 
several pointed remarks quite in her 
own forceful manner. It seemed like 
old times again. 

“ Oh, let us sit it out,” she gasped 
at length. “ I think our parents must 
have had stronger constitutions than 
we imagine they had to have stood this 
sort of tubing all night.” 

Jane fanned her hot face. We had 
spent many evenings fox- trot ting to- 
gether, but I had never known her turn 
a hair before. 

“ Let me get you a chaste lemonade,” 

I said. 

Jane sipped her drink pensively but 
without much enthusiasm. She was 
silent and her eyes had a wistful far- 
away expression. 

“ Good heavens! ” I thought, “she’ll 
expect me to make conversation and 
pay her compliments next. The idea 
revolted me. I had never in my most 
impassioned moments said more to her 
than, “ Well, old thing, you ’ve got some 
quite decent rags on to-night. You don’t 
look such a scarecrow as usual.” 

«Da I mean bother!” gulped 

Jane hastily as she spilt a spot of 
lemonade on her frock. 

Suddenly I noticed a small protuber- 
ance in the nape of her neck. “ How 
have you grown your hair in such a 
short time? ” I asked, 

Jane fingered her “bun” tenderly. 
“ I haven’t. This is pinned oh, and I ’ve 
been terrified all the evening that it 
would drop off.” 

“ It must be a great anxiety,” I ad- 
mitted,. “ but there ’s one gleam of com- 
fort ; at any rate I shall be able to get 
hold of a hairpin now when I want to 
clean out my pipe.” 

I felt rather uncomfortable with the 
unfamiliar aloof Jane. She sat beside 
me cultivating the new allure of silent 
mysterious womanhood. I missed my 
old boyish pal with her blunt manner 
and habit of saying anything that came 
into her head. 

“If this continues,” I thought, “I 
shall be reduced to making love to her 
out of sheer boredom.” 

Jane turned and ogled me coquet- 
tishly, I found it most embarrassing. 

“Shall I tell you a secret?” she 
whfepered. “I’ve had five proposals 
just lately. Men simply fall for the new 
fenairunity, I find,” 

I rose to the occasion. “ Oome,” I said 
gallantly, “let me make it half-a-dozen.” 


GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

We all want something. Mr. Snowden 
wants several hundred million pounds 
to make him really happy and I want 
£4 13s. Id, in order that I may pay my 
quarterly gas-bill. Depressed by this 
thought I recently visited our local 
hostelry, “The Mare’s Nest,” where for 
fourpence one can obtain a small quan- 
tity of liquor which is alleged to be 
intoxica'ting and a large quantity of 
interesting conversation. Having paid 
my fourpence I found that the subject 
under discussion was Socialism, a dis- 
covery which at first disappointed me, 
because I am not very poignantly inter- 
ested in politics. At the tender age of 
eighteen I swallowed a lavish allowance 
of poison gas and it is thought that my 
political virus was thus homoeopathic- 
ally destroyed. 

As the discussion at “The Mare’s 
Nest ” proceeded, however, I became 
interested despite myself; particularly 
when the chief orator on behalf of 
Socialism announced that the Labour 
Party were going to see that the workers 
of Britain all got a fortnight’s holiday 
every year paid for by their employers. 
At this point I was almost thrilled. 
Looking dreamily at the inflamed face 
of the orator I began to wonder whom 
I might truthfully call my employer. 
Did an editor, I wondered, hj accepting 
some work of mine, render himself liable 
to pay for my next holiday ? And, if so, 
should I get a complete fortnight from 
each editor separately or would they be 
permitted to share the expense of one 
glorious two weeks’ stretch ? Andwould 
they have to pay for me to go to the 
Lido or should I be bound to go to 
Blackpool ? At this stage I remembered 
devastatingly that from the Labour 
Party’s viewpoint I am not a worker of, 
Britain at all. I may use my pen and 
my brain for twenty-two hours of the 
twenty-four and still I do not bear 
comparison with the gentlemen who 
“ mind ” a hole in the road during their 
eight-hour day. 

“Ah! you may frown,” the orator 
continued, pointing suddenly in my 
direction, “but it is coming, I tell you. 
It is coming.” 

“ What is coming ? ” I asked, for I had 
been busy with thoughts of my own. 

^ “What I**ve been telling you. The 
time is coming when Capital will be 
abolished.” 

“Speakingpersonally,” Ibegan, think- 
ing of the gas-hill, “ I have already ” 

but he waved me into silence. 

“Money,” he announced, “will he 
used no more. In its place goods will 
be exchanged. The gardener will give 
vegetables to the cobbler in return for 
having hisbootsrepaired. Tbedoctor will 
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give his services to the tailor in return 

lor a suit. The chimney-STveep *’ 

Once again I lost the train of his 
rhetoric as I follo'wed another rosy 
dream-path to an earth-heaven where I 
paid all my accounts — ^including gas- 
bills — with a promptness and despatch 
seldom met with before. I even composed 
some of the letters accompanying the 
payments : — 

** Dear Dr. Blank, — ^My mfLuenza 
is now completely cured. In pay- 
ment of your fee 1 enclose a five-hun- 
dred-word article on* Poultry-Carving 
— by An Expert.* 

Yours very sincerely.’* 


Here another thought occurred to me 
and I began to feel less happy. Who, I 
wondered, would be the judge as to the 
value of the goods or services exchanged ? 
Would, for example, Mr. George Ber- 
nard Shaw receive a ton of potatoes for 
writing ** You be damned ” on a post- 
card while I only received a pound-and- 
a-half for a complete short story? 

Then I remembered that the basic 
belief of Socialism is that all men are 
equal. I began to wander again in my 
dream-world, I even began to be a 
confirmed Socialist. Then the landlord 
said, ‘‘Time, gentlemen, please,” and the 
spell was broken. 


As I have already admitted I know 
very little about politics, but, if the 
Socialists are really going to carry out 
the two schemes I have mentioned, I 
hope they will do so without delay. The 
Gas Company is becoming impatient. 


No Slimming in our St^es. 

“ Pat pigs maintained last week’s figures.” 

Wireless Be^ort. 

“‘E.A.P.’ (Stookpoit),— Could any reader 
tell me the most economical way of getting rid 
of moss from a red shale tennis court ? ” 

Daily Paper. 

Has “II.A.P.” tried rabbits ? 




THE PERFECT CITIZEN. 

Something will have to he done about 
Honeybubble. 

I should not allude to my old, friend’s 
distressing case but that I fear his 
complaint may become common. This 
(whatever the Bishops say) is an age 
of discipline. We spend our days doing 
what we are told, and every day we are 
told more. Turn your gaze which way 
you will in this land and you will see 
some request, command or injunction 
addressed to you — ^from the Government, | 
the clergy, the Press, the doctor, thej 
advertiser, the Society, the County 
Council; and the splendid thing is that 
your instinct is at once to comply. You 
are approaching the state of mind of 
the good soldier, whose first duty is to 
obey, and obey without question. You 
know that you are a weak imperfect 
individual and that men wiser than you 
have been given the charge of practical 
affairs; you know that after much 
thought and trouble they have devised 
ways and naeans of ordering things for 
the general good and that you can best 
help yourself and the' community by 
falling easily into Une. Yet it is con- 
ceivable that Honeybubble, for example,, ! 
mm be even too w'ei! WBed. 

L®^ toe other Mght, after a dinn^- 
party, we were descending the stairs 
of ahjock of flats. Outside the door 
of a fiat about half-way down^ I saw 


Honeybubble halt and peer intently at 
a small brass plate. He then placed 
his thumb on the electric bell-push 
and pressed with all his might, wear- 
ing an expression of great determin- 
ation. 

‘‘Hullo,” I said, “found a friend? ” 

“No,” he said, but jerked his head 
at the brass-plate and passed on down 
the stairs. 

Interested, I too peered at the small 
brass-plate, and I saw these words : — 


PLEASE RING LOUDLY. 


While I was still wondering at 
Honeybubble’s strange behaviour the 
door opened and a very old lady in a 
dressing-gown inquired shortly what I 
wanted. I explained lamely that there 
had been a mistake, and the old lady, 
having replied in suitable terms, 
slammed the door. Embarrassing. 

Honeybubble is the last man I should 
suspect of horse-play or practical joking. 
So I was still more surprised wnen, on 
I the floor below, I found him vigorously 
‘ working the brass knocked of No. 21, 
pulling 5 ^ the bell with the other hand, 
and^gazing earnestly at a single brass^ 
plate, which said — 

KNOCK AND RING. 


Once again, with the air of one who 
has done his duty, he passed on his way 


and left me to face the occupant, who in 
this case was a man of fierce aspect and 
enormous dimensions, also in his dress- 
ing-gown. This gentleman alarmed me 
so much that I did not dare to attempt 
an explanation. I blurted out the un- 
convincing words, "It ’s Honeybubble,” 
and bolted down the stairs pursued by 
a noise like a cyclone. 

Convinced now that all was not well 
with Honeybubble, I made no comment 
upon his proceedings, but made up my 
mind to watch him closely. 

The Tube station was the usual scene 
of hurry and bustle, and I made my 
usual rush to the end of the queue. But 
Honeybubble paused and looked about 
him as if seeking guidance. Then he 
rapidly crossed the hall. I got our 
tickets and followed. On the wall \^ere 
about twenty-five tin boxes containing 
leaflets and booklets about the pretty 
country through which the “Under- 
ground ” passes. They were all labelled 

Please TaTce One,"** and Honeybubble 
was methodically taking one from 
each box (and carefully replacing one 
whenever by accident he had taken 
two). 

I shook my head and led him gently 
on to the moving staircase, with his 
armful of literature. On the way down 
he made a note of the name of a patent 
medicine whose owners invited him in 
persuasive terms to try it, and at the 
bottom he stumbled off awkwardly and 
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Actor-Mmager, “I didn’t see you at our show last night. Bid you 

COME ROUND AFTER ? ” 

Critic. “ Not for a long time.” 


nearly fell down. But as he recovered 
his balance he looked up and saw the 
notice, Ste'p off %oith Bight Foot 
First,"' and he said, I must do that 
again'.” 

I was too surprised to stop him. He 
ran back on to the moving staircase, 
and three times stepped off with the 
right foot first. Things were said by 
other passengers, but Honeybubble 
would not desist till he was satisfied 
that he had the movement right:. 

I got him home safely. It is difficult 
to know what to do. The trouble is that 
Honeybubble seems perfectly sane. 
The habit of obedience and discipline 
has become so strong that he obeys 
every order he receives without ques- 
tion and takes infinite pains to carry 
it out exactly; In other words he is the 
perfect citizen, and one can scarcely 
shut a man up for that. 

A day or two later there was trouble 
at the club, I found Honeybubble in 
the rather dingy washing-cum-cloak- 
room, which has a notice over the 
washing-basins: ** Place used towels in 
basket Please leave the wash-room as 
you would wish to find it yourself." 
Well, I found Honeybubble decorating 
the row of basins with bunches of 
flowers and tying pretty coloured rib- 
bons to the taps. On the long hair-brush 
shelf he had placed framfed photographs 
of aunts and uncles and various other 
relatives, also half-a-dozen clean tooth- 
brushes. The Committee did not take 
this at all well, and I had the greatest 
. difficulty in making them appreciate the 
kiiidly thought behind Honeybubble’s 
action. 

Since then I have basely avoided tbe 
man, but rumours of his proceedings 
have reached me from time to time. 
A notice in one of the Parks Pi ease 
Deposit Litter Here") attracted him, it 
seems, and the conscientious fellow 
took to carrying great sackfuls of litter 
from his house to tbe Park on Sunday 
afternoons, under the illusion, I suppose, 
that the County Council had need of 
litter. And I am told that he never, 
travels on the Tube now without a dog. 
(You know the notice on the moving 
staircase —“Dogs Must Be Carried.") 

The last time I saw him he was at 
one of the busiest and most dangerous 
road-crossings in London. We stood 
for some time under the Please Cross 
Here" notice and at last safely made 
the journey. But at the other side was 
another notice which said, Please 
Cross Here" Honeybubble gave it 
one look, turned on his heel and plunged 
into the traffic again. I watched him, 
fascinated, and when, a few minutes 
later, he returned to me I tried to hold 
him. But he wriggled away, muttered 
something about “We must all do what 


we can,” arid again darted across the 
road. There reluctantly I left him; 
and either he has been arrested or 
killed, or he is still crossing the road. 
Sad. -- A.P.H. 

A New Walk for You and the Dog. 

“The meteor Mr, — mentions was 

visible from the heathland at Weybridge, 
Surrey. I was fortunate enough to catch a 
glimpse of it as I traversed a long path, begin- 
ning, so far as I was able to judge, round about 
the Pleiades in Taurus, and disappearing in 
an easterly direction .” — Letter in Daily Paper. 

Tramps like this make London to 
Brighton seem just an airing. 


In Defence of the Nightdress. 

“By sleeping in shifts a Michigan family of 
18 CDntrive to live comfortably in three rooms.” 

Hampshire Paper. 

“Professional Women’s New Centre. 

, . . The buildings and the iMid upon them 
are the gift of an anonymous donor.” 

Daily Paper. 

The excavators of Ur could probably 
suggest the bsst way out. 

“Constable, damaged; offers? Collection 
of Jap prints.”— Advi. in Lady's Paper. 

We presume that the officer was tattooed 
while on foreign service. 
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stopped, because it really did seem un- 
L1 F E IN THE RAW. question this man about his very 

Hammond was a journalist. He had drab life. 


You ’re very welcome,” he muttered. 
“Not like some nose-grinders ! Scoff- 
ers ! Eosy plutocrats with no feelin’ for 


not been one for very long, but he was “Iwonder,” he said again — “Iwonder art ! ” 

already so successful that he doubted, if you’d mind telling me how you learned “Look here,” said Hammond, “you 

just occasionally, if he could be a genius, to draw and — er — any thing interesting must share the money I ’ll get for my 
He had come up from the country, with about your profession ? ” article. Where do you live ? ” 

the blessing and consent of his parents, There was a pause. The man rubbed “ Sometimes one place, sometimes 
all ready to face hardship and poverty out a river with his sleeve, drew it in another. I sleeps anywheres. Vine 
and rats in a garret. After a short stay again very shakily and glanced shyly at Street, if they move me on.” 
in a hostel he took a flat in Blooms- his audience. Hammond shuddered as he felt for 

bury and worried about nothing except “ Does it make you nervous to be his card-case. 

his income-tax. watched?” asked Hammond sympa- ^ “ There’s my address,” he said, push- 

His journalistic friends, especially the thetically. ing a card intd the sodden cap. “ Come 


his income-tax. watched?” asked Hammond sympa- ^ “ There’s my address,” he said, push- 

His journalistic friends, especially the thetically. ing a card intd the sodden cap. “ Come 

unsuccessful ones, told Hammond that “I lives for art,” announced the other and see me to-morrow. We’ll have 
itwas his duty to present Life to the simply. “ I’ve drawed all my life. When another talk. You’ll be worth some- 
public, Life in the Eaw, Crude Life, I was a nippeiTdra wed on toffee-papers, thing to rue and we can square up 
Brutal Life, Life as it is lived by Pave- and when tney was done I drawed on me afterwards.” 


Brutal Life, Life as it is lived by Pave- and when they was 
ment Artists, Dope Fiends, Miners, dad’s shirt-fronts. 
Tramps and Barmaids. Hammond felt. He scratched hii 
as his friends did, that it was not right into the blue river, 
that one whose life had i 


been bounded by hedges UMIkW! I 

in the country should |B l||f 

have such an easy time ||M 1 

with editors. He deter- |i| 

mined to investigate 
Life in the Eaw. i, I ||||| 

He went to the kind- t : fflij £ 

liest editor he knew and j| ^ ^ 

suggested a series of f'' 

articles on Life as it is lUPIB 
livedby those who real- 
ly do live. Dope Fiends, fj 
Miners, etc. The editor , ^ L 

I was a little difficult 
about it ; he insinuated : ( ' /! 

that Life in the Eaw \ \ 

had already been done 
to a turn, said that his 
public preferred Life in The Head of the 
the Leaf, and suggested “Wonder if your hi 
a series of fragrant Charlady, “ Sorr": 

nature-stories instead already.” 

However, in the end he gave way and Spe( 
commissioned Hammond to write a mond. 
sketch on A Day in the Life of a Pave- ponem 
ment Artist. life as 


dad’s shirt-fronts. Dad was a waiter,” “ You ’re a real gent,” said the artist, 
He scratched his head and then spat He raised a hand to his ragged beard, 
into the blue river. Hammond, guessing that he was trying 

to hide tremulous lips, 


wiches roun(j5 “Ibid 

of the H&im {jpfvffering box of gift cigars to charlady), eighteen shillings and 
rouR husband would like these, Mrs. Higgs?” fourpence-halfpenny.” 

“Sorry, Sir; but ’e’s obligin’ ’alf-a-dozen gents Hammond stared at 

him. He stared even 

Speech and gesture delighted Ham- harder at the ten-shilling note, the three 
mond. At last he had found an ex- half-crowns, the sixpence, the four 
ponentof Life in the Eaw — of real, real 'pennies and the. haHpenny that the 




The Head of the Hcnm {proffering box of gift cigars to charlady) 
“Wonder if your husband would like these, Mrs. Higgs?” 


“Sorry, Sir; but ’e’s obligin’ ’alf-a-dozen gents 


Hammond waited for a particularly tactfully he hoped, and the man 
sodden morning, when the pavements answered. At first he hesitated, but 


had a good coating of grease. Then, after a time the words came freely. The 
putting on his shabbiest coat, he went tale of his experiences thrilled Ham- 


life as it is really lived. He questioned, young man dug up from his trouser 
tactfully he hoped, and the man pocket. 

answered. At first he hesitated, but “ Swelp me, guv’nor, I don’t want to 
after a time the words came freely. The rob you 1 ” 


in search of a pavement artist. 


is experiences thrilled Ham- . Hammond stared at a closely-shaven 
He had scarcely dreamed of jaw. 

alor, of such horrors, of art so “ My beard nearly slipped this morn- 


Presently he found a bearded scally- such sqtialor, of such horrors, of art so “ My beard nearly slipped this morn- I 
wag sitting on a sack beside a row of triumphant over poverty. He thought ing. I ’m a journalist too, author of 
very crude pictures of the Prince of of turning his artiote into a novel, into A Day in the Life of a Pavement 
Wales’s feathers, the Princess Eliza- a crude, stark, frank, brutal human Artist, appearing in to-morrow’s Daily 
BETH, the Gutty Sark, a cheese on a novel. < Stunt I ’d have sent the money back 

plate and a bunch of lilies. At the end of it all he fumbled in his if I hadn’t met you to-night. Life in 

Hammond dropped ’sixpence into a pockets and dug up a ten-shilling note, the Eaw! I handed you some good 
ragged cap," walM on, tunfe^ Imck tooe" 'half-^:x)^vTOs^ -a sixpence, four rasha*s, didn’t I ? ” 
and said ** Good morning” in his most pennies and a halfpenny, which he put ■ 


niai, voice* . ^ . 

“’MominV^' gi:unted thC'SijiiM, who 


finto the artist’s cap. 


“ The annual message of the- President of 


was finding^great difficulty in colouring “ I don’t want to rob you 1 ” 
a map of il^gland, partly because the “You’re not robbing me,” said 
rain made his chalk skid and partly Hammond, “ I ’ve robbed you. I *m 
because he was not a very good artist, making money out of you.” 

“ I wonder — ” began Hammond, and The artist looked embarrassed. 


“ Swelp me, guv’hor,” said the man, United States, Mr. Herbert Hoover, was 


* oomnaunicated to Congress yesterday. It 
covers the whole field ot Ameriojin ‘ political 
said and economic lice for the past year.” 

I *m Scots Paper. 

We dare not guess what lice ” is a 
misprint for. 




THE CHILD S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 

The addle-pated Dozzorink 
Is fed on buns and butter; 

The only liquid he can drink 
Is water from the gutter ; 

He guzzles gallons every day 
To beautify his hide 

And lives in twenty tons of hay — 
With half of him outside. 

The supercilious Quollopid 
Inhabits cooking- ranges ; ^ 

His face is like a saucepan-lid, 

Its aspect never changes ; 

He feeds on tripe and potted eels 
Whenever he *s inclined, 

But if you give him soles and heels 
He really doesn't mind. 

The ordinary Megawump 
Is found in various places ; 

He can be taught to run and jump 
And entered for the races ; 

He 's over fifteen inches tall. 

And when he wants to doze 

He curls himself into a ball 
And twirls his twenty toes. 

The double-breasted Caterack 
Is made of skin and bone 


And never thinks of hitting back 
If he is left alone ; 

He dines on apple-pie and dough ; 
His drink is lemon-fizz; 

He is a gentle beast, although 
You would not think he is. 

The European Sitasooth 
Is found in every Zoo ; 

He only has a single tooth, 

Though there is room for two ; 

He has no sympathy for man 
And hides his curly head 

On all occasions that he can ; 

He 's only useful dead. 

You must have seen the Doverish, 
She 's found in every water; 

She is a very frequent fish. 

Though very few have caught her ; 

Her teeth will bite through any net, 
Because they 're sharp as pliers ; 

For this she is a dangerous pet 
And hasn’t many buyers. 

The deadly Wattasocabnook 
Is known to men of science ; 

Her beak is like an iron hook. 

Her breath is all defiance ; 

She dines on cannibals and corks, 

Or else the Eoyal Navy, 


And always uses knives and forks 
When eating soup and gravy. 

The unresponsive Toorooloo 
Is never seen in trains, 

But, if you’re very careful, you 
May capture him in drains ; 

He never says a word too much ; 

His character is prim ; 

He ’s very sensitive to touch — 

You mustn’t tickle him. 

The sunny-hearted Bigawig 
He lives on turnip-trees ; 

He dances saraband and jig 
And always tries to please ; 

He may be fed on Indian ink 
Or cocoa, if it ’s pure ; 

He ’s said to be the Missing Link, 
But I am not quite sure. 

“"Wasfs not Extended.” 

Headline in Sunday Paper. 

Probably the E.S.P.O.A. has intervened 
to stop this cruel sport. 

“Doctor , vfho iDreeds racehorses as a 

hohby, is a direct descendant of Wallace the 
Bruce.”— DaiZ^/ Paper. 

Or, as he is more usually called, William 
the Eobert. 
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Themes Valley Eusland {aboiit to catch the 8,30), Johnson is taking me to the 
STATION IN HIS * 1 '*• > 

Thames Valley W^fe,. ‘‘You men have all the jfun.” 


ADDRESS WANTED. 

— ' , - t*. 

I BEAiiLT must get .that address .so 
that my Aunt Eosali^ can sand ^ her 
pair of sopks. Bpoh^, yyith ja history Uke 
theirs cannot h©.&Uowad to pine away 
in a bottom drawer. . 

She began knitMng thagpi ,for me in 
1915, and went on all thrbugii the War. 
The Armistice, found .hetwrth the first 
sock jnst going round the oiomer,'but,if 
you thipk i^.-ato|^ad her war work 
because, of a Ktftelhing Uka the Armis- 
tim, then you don’t know my aunt, 
Wh« she has once put her hand to 
the plough it doesn’t matter whether 
ploughing is in season or not. 


Three weeks ago the last sock was 
[‘successfully knotty off or cast away, 
for whatever it is you do when you wind 
|up' a sock, I cannot say that I have 
'tried them on, but I tried to try them 
on. The calibre is a bit small in places 
and there is an impediment in one in- 
step, but apart from that they are a 
lovely pair of socks, light grey, with a 
i,thin baud of red, white and blue round 
the top, and embroidered with the flags 
of the Allies. She still wanted me to 
have them, but I told her that since 
Locarno the flags of the Allies simply 
were not worn. Besides they were 
obviously intended for a fighting man ; 
they are socks fit for heroes only. 


Since then Aunt Eosalie has been 
searching the newspapers. Not only 
has she found a war, but she has found 
a warrior worthy of her socks. The 
war is in China. I forget the name of 
the lucky man, but it is something like 
Ping Pang. He is a General; more 
than that, he is a Christian. His selec- 
tion is entirely due to that fact, as Aunt 
Eosalie prefers that her socks should fall 
oh to Christian feet. So one of these 
fine mornings Ping Pang is going to 
receive a surprise packet ; that is if we 
can get his address. I suggested 

QjsmBAL Fim Fang, 
Christian, etc,, 

The War, CMna, 

But Aunt Eosalie says it is too vague 
and would never find the right place. 

I told her from experience that the 
difficulty about a war is not to find it, 
but to avoid running into it ; but she 
has a quaint idea that during a war 
there is a certain amount of confusion, 
and however honest everybody may try 
to be (and she is quite sure they all try) 
it must be very difficult to be scrupu- 
lously careful about other people’s ; 
property. I can’t think where she got ! 
hold of that idea, but it is immovable. 

So if anybody knows the exact address 
of the War in China, please write to 
my aunt. Information about the postal 
rates per sock to the P^r East would 
also be welcome. 

THE THREE BEARS. 

In the pocket of her coat 
Molly had a one-pound note ; 

She made certain every minute 
That the one-pound note was in it. 

As they went upon their way 
Uncle said, “ The shops are gay ; 
Better shops could not be found 
Por anybody with a pound.” 

Molly, with the note clutched fast, 
Pound a lovely shop at last ; 

All was bustle, noise and stir, 

Which exactly suited her. 

Uncle said, “I think a book 
Would do for Dad — or, Molly, look ! 
Here ’s a splendid writing-pad.” 

But Molly bought a bear for Dad. 
Uncle said, “This napkin-ring 
Por Mum would be t&e very thing. 
Don’t you think so, Molly ? Come ! ” 
But Molly bought a bear for Mum. 

Parted lips and eager eyes ! 

Her uncle, who was old and wise, 
Said, “ Not three, my dear, not three ! 

• You mustn’t buy a bear for me — 

“ You really mustn’t. I can play 
With Mum’s or Daddy’s any day.” 
But Molly said, “ I must be fair I ” 
And bought another Teddy-bear. 



Punch, or the London Charivari.—December J8, 1929. 



MUSSOLINI THE MAGNIFICENT. 

[For tlie Exhibition of Italian Art which is to open at Burlin^on House on Hew Year’s Day we have in great measure to 

thanh the energy and enthusiasm of Signor Mussolini.] 
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. ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, December 9th , — The Lords 
do not habitually sit on a Monday, 
To-day they not only sat on it but did 
so for the comparatively academic pur- 
pose of hearing Lord Elibank discuss 
the Economic Conference of 1930. He 
and other noble Lords besought the 
Government to say that the terms of 
reference to the Conference would 
allow of a businesslike discussion on 
all aspects of inter-imperial trade. 

Lord Passfield replied in effect that 
the Governments concerned would have 
to decide what they were going to dis- 
cuss, but intimated that proposals re- 
lating to the promotion of inter-imperial 
trade would certainly be included — all 
of which their Lordships might reason- 
ably have assumed 
without tearing them- 
selves away from their 
comfortable firesides. 

Questions in the Com- 
mons early involved 
Eussia. Mr. Hender- 
son, answering Mr. 

Albert, said he ex- 
pected the Soviet Am- 
bassador would reach 
London on December 10 
or 11. Could the right 
hon. gentleman say 
when the Ambassador 
would be leaving? asked 
Captain Eden smoothly. 

‘‘That will depend up- 
on when the gales 
subside,” replied the 
Foreign Secretary, 
having apparently a 
different ambassador in 
mind. 

Further questions 
elicited from Mr. Hen- 
derson that Paragraph 9 of the Pro- 
tocol, which says that the Protocol shall 
be submitted to the approval of Par- 
liament, really meant the House of 
Commons. It had been submitted to 
the Commons and the Prime Minister's 
undertaking to the House had thus been 
complied with. 

Commander Oliver Locker-Lamp- 
SON rose to carry the matter further, 
but the Speaker had already called the 
next Question and the Ministerial 
benches vociferously invited the gallant 
gentleman to sit down. They desisted 
when he announced a point of order, 
but the point of order was to ask the 
Speaker why he, Commander Locker- 
Lampson, should be howled down. “I 
have done my best to prevent the hon. 
Member from being. howled down by 
getting him to sit down,” replied the 
Speaker diplomatically. 

Lord Fermoy asked Mr. Buxton if 


he was aware that potatoes cost £3 10s. 
a ton wholesale in Bast Anglia and £8 a 
ton retail in London. “For the pur- 
poses of illustration,” replied the Minis- 
ter, “ the wholesale prices quoted by the 
noble Lord would seem to be broadly re- 
presentative of certain varieties.” That, 
it seems, was all the Minister of Cir- 
cumlocution-culture knew about it. 

The House learned, not without re- 
lief, that the Committee on Ministerial 
Emoluments will not consider, inter 
alia, the question of salaries for Leaders 
of the Oppositions. New Oppositions are 
cropping up quite fast enough as it is. 

The House in Committee wrestled 
further with the Unemployment Insur- 
ance Bill. 

Tuesday, December 10th , — The Lords 
made further progress with the Mental 


Mr, Tom Shaw and Mr. Hobe-Belisha. 

Treatment Bill, the House agxin falling 
into two camps — the legalists, anxious 
that mental cases should not be sent 
to an asylum, “even for a short period, 
against their will without legal safe- 
guards, and the therapists, opposed to 
legal intervention as the one thing that 
inspires people to conceal cases of mental 
derangement in early stages, when treat- 
ment would really do good. LordBRENT- 
FORD, for the legalists, offered to with- 
draw his Amendment in return for an 
undertaking, gladly given by Lord 
Eussell, that he would consult his 
expert colleagues on the subject of 
further safeguarding the interests of the 
prospective patients. 

Members must have their little tiffs, 
but if one were asked to name two 
Members pre-eminent for their parlia- 
mentary good manners, one would be 
as likely to select Mr. Hore-Belisha 
and Mr. Tom Shaw as any others. 


Perhaps it was the unexpectedness of 
their assault on one another that 
rendered Sir H. Samuel’s outpourings 
of conciliatory oil so inutile. It all 
began with Mr. Hore-Belisha twitting 
the Government with leaving Miss 
Bondfield to plough a very lonely 
furrow. There, to be sure, was Mr. 
Tom Shaw, but what he was there for 
Mr. Hore-Belisha could not imagine. 

Mr, Shaw took umbrage at this 
remark, intended to be facetious, and 
declared that the hon. Member had 
been “studiously insulting to him. 
Mr. Hore-Belisha hotly denied it, and 
the two of them continued to exchange 
charges of bad manners with the Deputy 
Chairman and Sir H. Samuel bobbing 
up at intervals to say that they felt 
sure neither of the hon. gentlemen 
would intentionally say 
any thingunparliament- 
ary about the other. A 
mutual withdrawal of 
the offensive things that 
neither party had really 
meant was finally agreed 
to. Honour declared 
itself satisfied and the 
debate proceeded. 

It seemed hardly the 
propitious moment for 
Mr. Lawther to ask 
the Lord Privy Seal 
to be more liberal with 
Eural District Councils 
anxious to improve 
their water supplies. 
Mr. Thomas reminded 
the House that the 
Government had offered 
to pay forty-one per 
cent, as against a former 
twenty-six per cent, of 
the capital cost of this 
sort of undertaking. 
They could not go higher than that. 

Nothingwas said ab^out Eural District 
Councils temporarily anxious to curtail 
their water supply. The Minister, how- 
ever, explained to Sir Kingsley Wood 
that “ the execution of a comprehensive 
drainage scheme for the Thames catch- 
ment area must await the legislation 
that the Minister of Agriculture 
hopes to introduce in the near future.” 
The House, recalling how unsubstantial 
is the fabric of Mr. Buxton’s alleged 
hopes, listened gloomily. 

Mr. Arthur Michael Samuel urged 
the Lord Privy Seal to consider the 
erection of “ shellfish cleansing tanks ” 
as a means of increasing employment. 
The House did not learn what a shellfish 
cleansing tank is — apparently it is some- 
thing along the lines of a miners’ pit- 
head bath, in which the grateful mussel 
can frisk itself free of copperas or other 
poisonous attributes — ^but it is clear the 
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Walrus and the Carpenter would never 
have had their bit of fun if Mr. Arthue 
Michael Samuel had got there first. 
Mr. Thomas, who is not the man to 
deny any facilities to the poor man*s 
oyster, indicated that he and his friends, 
the Ministers op Health and Agri- 
CULTUBE, were three bivalves with but 
a single shell when it came to 
shell&h cleansing tanks. 

Once more the Secretabt fob 
Scotland, betrayed by the slow 
hand of Time, had to stand the 
raking fire of philanthropic Scots 
eager to sell to him a fisherman's 
relief fund badge. Once more 
Mr. Adamson presented a brave 
front to these wanton bangers of 
Government bawbees. Major - 
Wood gave notice that he would 
raise the matter on adjournment, 
which so impressed Mr. Jack 
Jones that he asked plaintively, 

“What about the fishermen of 
Silvertown ? 

When Sir Bolton Eyres 
Monsbll asked the' Prime Min- 
ister what the programme of 
work would be for the remainder 
of the Session, Mr. MacDonald 
unfolded a time-table that roused 
the wrath of all Parties oppo- 
site. In the first place it gave 
a bare two days for the Second 
Eeading of the Goal Bill. In 
the next place it gave no time 
at all for a fuither discussion 
on the Government’s unemploy- 
ment schemes, or for debates on Singa- 
pore and Egypt. 

‘‘Have the Opposition no rights at 
all under a Socialist Administration? ” 
wailed Sir Bolton. It immediately 
became evident that they had. Mr, 
Lloyd George arose and intimated 
that, while he did not oppose the 
Second Eeading of the Coal Bill, he 
regarded with gravity the absence of a 
further opportunity to debate unem- 
ployment. Would not the Prime Min- 
ister accede to what was clearly the 
wish of a majority of the House ? 

This sinister reference to majorities 
affected the Prime Minister. He ac- 
ceded with good and prompt grace, 
suggesting that an extra day be taken 
for the debate on unemployment. Even 
this unique opportunity of dropping 
another brick in the toe of the Lord, 
Pfiiv^ Seal’s Christmas stCcking did 
not satisfy Sir Bolton Eyres Monsell, 
who angrily demaiuded further days to 
debate Egypt and Singapore, and inti- 
niated — optimistically perhaps — that 
j the' Tories were prepared to sit until 
Chiriatoas-Eve if need be. 

Further progress was made with the 
'Unemployment Insurance Bill, includ- 
ing the clause making payment of bene- 



fit to juveniles dependent on their ab- sault, but its weight was provided by 
sorbing, where practicable, additional Lord Lloyd. His was a temperate but 
education. formidable indictment, that part of it 

Wednesday t December llth. — Their especially in which he sketched the 
Lordships debated Egypt in that grave prospective plight of the British Army 
and informed way they have when marooned on the Canal zone and en joy- 
dealing with imperial cr international ing, one gathered, all the vicissitudes 
matters. Lord Salisbury led the as- of Moses and his tribes in the wilder- 
ness without any of their pros- 
pects. , 

Lord Parmoor for the Govern- 
ment sounded the high and 
magnanimous note, but was not 
especially convincing. To his aid 
unexpectedly and potently came 
Lord Grey (he of Faliodon), 
pointing out that Lord Lloyd 
was chiefly concerned about the 
reservations to the Declaration 
of 1922 and quite forgot that its 
main business was the recog- 
nition of Egypt as an indepen- 
dent sovereign state. That Dec- 
laration put an end to the 
Cromer policy in Egypt, no 
matter what benefib Egypt de- 
rived from it. 

Lord Thomson pointed out 
that parts of the Suez Canal 
zone were health-resorts. On 
the other hand he appeared some- 
what disconcerted when Lord 
Brentford reminded him that, 
if the Egyptian Government did 
, J^ot kccp kw Rod ordcr under 

THE NEW BATTLE OF THE NILE. regime, Britain’s only 

I. The Protagonists. remedy would be to gotoGeneva. 

Lords Salisbury and Parmoor. ^^e Commons a further 

petition was presented, this time by the 
Trinity House Eiver Pilots, asking the 
House to reject Article 41 of the inter- 
national Convention relating to helm 
orders at sea. 

This article, the President of the 
Board of Trade subsequently ex- 
plained, provides that after a certain 
date all helm orders at sea must be 
given in the direct sense. The oppor- 
tunity of asking what in the Govern- 
ment’s view would now be the appro- 
priate words for describing, say, a 
strong movement to the left was not 
seized. 

A motion by Mr, Marley dealing with 
native races and demanding that “ fran- 
chise and legal rights should be based 
upon the principle cf equality for all, 
without regard to race or colour,” 
aroused the watchful ire o£ Miss Eath- 
bone, and the House obediently added 
the words “or sex” — and adjourned the 
debate. . 

“ Having hunted in the best pacts of England 
for eight seasons, I doub" if they have many 

, , foxes as good as ours, which are often the sur- 

' vival of the fattest .” — Letter in Irish Pa;per. 

II.— Reinforcements for the Govern- This ought to finish the Eighteen-day 
“NT- Diet even in the most fashionable | 

Lords Thomson and Grey. vulpine circles. 



-Apu4L 
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OUR COMIC COURTS COMPETITIOH. 

III. 

This week we award our prize to a i 
North-country coroner for his address 
to a jury, and in addition a special 
prize for the words ‘^unfortunately for 
him.” 

X. driving a private car at 6.40 p.m. 
on October 13th (note the time of day), 
collided with a bus after rounding a 
corner on a country road. X's pas- 
senger was pinned under the car and 
killed. 

Witnesses put the speed of the car 
just before the accident between fifty 
and sixty miles an hour. 

Witness Y said “the oar never seemed 
to straighten out as it came round the 
bend. The car was on the wrong side 
of the road and it did not allow the bus 
sufficient room to pass.” 

The Coroner, D, said that the jury 
had to consider whether there had been 
ordinary or criminal negligence. Un- 
doubtedly the private oar was going at 
a fast pace, but to-day the tendency 
was all against conviction unless there 
was a clear and specific case against a 
man that he was doing something 
rashly or wrongly. 

“ The most you can say against this 
man,” remarked the Coroner, “is that 
he was going fast, and if I were you I 


would hesitate a long time before bring- 
ing in a verdict that the driver was 
guilty of manslaughter, bscause, even 
though he was travelling fast and play- 
ing a fooVs game, that is a different 
thing to saying that the man was doing 
it ivithont due regard to life and limb, 

“ The whole cause of the accident was 
that this man was going round the bend, 
and just as he got to the bend he over- 
took motor-cyclists. Unfortunately for 
him he was going at such a speed that 
it was practically impossible to recover 
himself before the bus was upon him. 

, . . The driver of the bus could not 
be blamed in the slightest degree.” 

The jury returned a verdict of “ Acci- 
dental Death.” The jury went on to 
state that the collision was caused by 
the probable fast pace of the car, and 
also probably because the driver was 
blinded by the lights of the bus. 

Notes. 

(1) This case lends striking support 
to the “ expert ” view that speed has 
nothing to do with accidents. 

(2) Under the Traffic Bill now before 
Parliament it is proposed to have no 
speed limit for private cars, and to 
allow the private car-driver to travel 
as fast as he thinks fit. X (like the 
drivers in most fatal accidents) was driv- 
ing as fast as he thought fit. We are 


informed that the penalties for “care- 
less” and “dangerous” driving will 
protect us from X. But, so long as our 
courts and coroners show the cheery 
lenience of this week's prize-winner, 
have we any reason to suppose that 
those provisions will be effectively en- 
forced ? There is no word in D's address 
to the jury which suggests that in his 
opinion X was driving “dangerously.” 
On the contrary, he suggests strongly 
’that X was not driving “without due 
regard to life and hmb.” He was only 
driving too fast, “unfortunately for 
him.” And if sixty miles an hour is 
not dangerous now what is going to 
make it dangerous when there is no 
speed limit? We are not even clear 
that D would have judged X to bo 
guilty of “careless ” driving. However, 
a bench of magistrates might have de- 
cided that X was guilty (under the Bill) 
of “ careless driving ” and then he would 
have been liable to a fine not exceeding 
twenty pounds. 

(3) We confess that, in spite of the 
deep sense of security which the Bill 
has brought to many people, we shall 
continue to climb the nearest tree when 
we hear X coming. 


^‘Ohusta. Gives Wav.*^ 

Headline in Daily Dajper, 
“ It come away in me 'and, Mum.” 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

JoLsoNS Always Sing. 

With the diversity of news that is 
now provided there is no cinema pro- 
gramme completely lackiog in interest. 



Kitty Kvans {Mi$s MvJELTN Bsmnt) to Dan 
Malone (Mr. Eai* Skell's). “When you see 

ME ON THE BILL YOU OUGHT TO KNOW 
BY NOW THAT SOONER OR LATER I SHALL 
SCARE SOMEBODY.” 

The big attraction may disappoint, but 
one, at any rate, of the vigilant camera- 
men now going up and down the earth 
must have found something. I don*t 
say that the Postmaster- General of the 
United States at Washington, reading 
from a paper an appeal to Americans 
to post early because of the Christmas 
rush, makes an exciting two minutes. 
In fact I think he holds the record for 
dulness. But I like to see Al Jennings, 
an ex-train-bandit, who, after his life- 
sentence has been commuted, is devot- 
ing his remaining days, he tells us, to 
a campaign to urge young men to run 
straight, but refers with a smacking 
relish to his own past exploits with the 
Rochester Express. Only these strange 
new inventions, working hand-in-hand, 
could ^ve us so odd a two minutes as 
this. Thames floods rushing over a 
weir may not make much of a picture, 
although the cinema's way with moving 
water has always been fascinating ; but 
a little Galway girl named Katie Laden 
reciting “Eock-a-bye, Baby,*' in her 
sweet brogue will remain in my memory 
for a long while — ^longer than the King 
OF Denmark being saluted by the Buffs 
or the Prince op Wales among cocked 
hats at Bart/s. Certainly they seem 
to find something for everybody, these 
news^Kuniersi and there is no need to 
wonder at the lure of the cinema-houses 


when the programmes can be as varied 
as this, even if the big talkie, weighed 
down and handicapped by self-praise, is 
a failure — as it so often is. 

Take, for instance, Woman Trap, 
another New York underworld drama ; 
it is at least five minutes before one 
has any idea who the speakers are or 
what it is about. And for why? Partly 
because we can’t read our programmes 
in the dark ; partly because our ears 
are not ready ; but chiefly — and again 
— ^because our old friend and ally, the 
caption, has been abandoned. After a 
while we realise that a tall man who 
has been behaving like a blend of a 
schoolboy and a sufferer from St. Vitus 
his dance is a responsible detective, 
and gradually, but far too late, the plot 
unfolds. Having unfolded, it becomes 
absorbing; but what a lot of wasted 
time! What I shall, however, never 
believe is thost Kitty Evans (Miss Evelyn 
Brent), the woman who lays the trap 
to get Bay Malone (Mr. Chester 
Morris) arrested by his own brother, 
Dan Malone (Mr. Hal Skblly), the 
detective, would ever be happy as Dan 
Malone's wife— as we are asked to accept. 
No, Sir. 

We now arrive at the mystery of Al 
JoLSON. For years I have heard 
about Al Jolson the great black-face 
comedian as the funniest man in 
America. When Prank Tinney came 
over and drew everyone to the Palace 
to hear his back-chat with his Ernest, 
Americans used to smile a superior 
smile and say, ‘‘If you really want to 



AH I THIS IS THE SOB-STUFF, 

Job Lane (Mr. Al Jolson) supplements 

THE PUNISHMENT OF HIS FELLOW-PRISONERS 
BY SI.v'GIvVG : 

“Birdies Bing in cages too; 

They know that^s the thing to do. 

_ Little hh:ds can do it— why can’t you?” 


laff at that kind of thing you should 
hear Al Jolson; Tinney ’s only an imi- 
tation.” Well, here is Al Jolson at 
the New Gallery, dominating a talkie 
that lasts an hour-and-a-half, and he 
never causes one chuckle. Also he has 



MORE SOB-STUFF. 

JOE’8 WIFE AND CHILD LISTENING-IN TO HIS 
PRISON-SONGS ON CHRISTMAS DAY. 

Little Pal Master Davey Lee. 

Katherine Lam . . Miss Marion Nixon. 

forsworn burnt cork. The film is called 
Say it with Songs, and, 0 boy, how he 
does sing 1 He sings with provocation 
and without it, he sings even in the 
penitentiary, softening the hard mugs 
of crooks. No harm in that if the 
songs lilted or had any fun ; but they are 
all dreary and all of the type in which 
the singer has to struggle to make the 
words fit the niusio ; and since “ Sonny 
Boy,” in the same performer’s Singing 
Fool, was a winner, there is as its suc- 
cessor a paternal dirge of the same type 
called “ Little Pal,” not a single note of 
which, sung over and over again, are we 
spared. 

Little Pal (Davey Lee) brings us to 
the plot, for he is, the adored and 
heavily-kissed infant son of Joe Lane, 
the radio-singer, played by Al. How 
old he is we are not told, but the lact 
that he never grows any older reduces 
our pity for his father when he is im- 
prisoned for justifiable homicide — for 
obviously his term must have been a 
matter only of a few days : long enough, 
however, for two considerable bouts 
of song to his fellow-convicts, one of 
which is broadcasted to the ears of his 
wife and hoy. On getting his liberty 
Joe's first action is to visit the boy at 
school: a disastrous proceeding, for it 
leads to the child being run over and so 
badly injured that he becomes a mute. 
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After the doctors (one of whom is court- 
ing/oe^swife, apathetic figure, monoton- 
ously played by Miss Marion Nixon) 
have done their worst with him, Little 
Pal is cured as the direct result of his 
father’s prayers on Brooklyn Bridge, 
while the tertium quid medical man 
also suddenly acquires grace. 

A curious mixture of sentimentalism 
and what ought to be pure melody, but 
isn’t. It made me long for the Savoy 
Theatre. E. Y. L. 

An Impending Apology in Fleet Street. 

“ Wo understand that Mr. Maurice Fagence 
will leave the ‘ Daily Mail ' to join the new 
* Daily Serald’ asone of the three principal 
porters . Press Paper, 


“ Au Peee. — ^Young Swiss lady desires posi- 
tion as Governess in English family.” 

Advt, in Liverpool Paper. 

Mother, however, may have something 
to say* about it. 

As the Japanese constitution requires that 
the Minister tor the Navy shall belong to the 
Navy, it is unavoidable that the Navy’s repre- 
sentative should be a naval man.” 

Evening Paper. 

Still, every nice girl loves a sailor. 


“‘All sorts of excuses are made to defend 
this practice of bride drives,’ says the vicar of 

in a Christmas letter to the members 

of his congregation ,” — Liverpool Paper. 

The general feeling is that they’ve got to 
get her away from the church somehow. 


"AND THAT'S FLAT." 

[“The truth is that the earth is a circular 
plane” (Cablegram to The Daily Mail from 
the President of the State Board of Education, 
Illinois, who gave instructions, some time ago, 
for the teaching in all schools of Zion City, 
111., of the theory that the world is fiat).] 

Now let the spinster Science know. 
Her boasted lore is nil, 

And in that knowledge undergo 
A sharp and poignant chill ; 

And let her vobariesi who prize 
The world’s repute for being wise. 
Hear what they look like to the eyes 
Of Zion City, 111. 

She has instructed us in youth 
To hold as solid ground 
The calm and axiomatic truth 
That this old world is round; 

If in a moment’s loss of tact 
Some gamey boy denies the fact, 

He is industriously smacked 
Until his views are sound. 

But in the State of lU. they take 
A more enlightened view, 

One that no argument can shake 
Because they know it ’s true ; 

They merely say the world is flat, 

And let the statement go at that ; 

And Science, talking through her hat, 
Can babble till she ’s blue. 

In Zion City’s earnest schools 
At quite a modest fee 


The young are taught to hold as fools 
Any who don’t agree ,* 

They learn it with the local Board 
Of Education’s full accord. 

And how that fact ’s to be ignored 
Is one too much for me. 

Yet is our Science much concerned ? 

Does she appear to care ? 

To put it bluntly, has she turned 
A solitary hair ? 

No. She continues to instil 
Her outworn pedantries until 
One would suppose the State. of III. 
Might as well not be there. 

Then let us wish our friends good cheer, 
And, if we may, invite 
.Sonae of the right sort over here 
To lead us to the light ; 

And may the old maid Science bark 
Her shins against them in the dark, 
For it would be a gorgeous lark 
If they should turn out right. 

. Dum-Dom. 


Glu«s to Modem Prosody. 

“ ‘ Arthur I ’ The monosyllable was delivered 
with tremendous emphasis.” 

Magazine Story. 


“ There ’s a lot of mystery about this picture. 
The ominous figure in black ... is Edgar 
Yallaoe’s ‘ Terror.’ ” 

Cinema Notice in South African Paper. 

A brief account of this author is to be 
found in Yho *$ Yho F 
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nonsense to the effect that it was sex Yet when his wife, (Miss Isabel 

AT THE PLAY. niade the world go round, and that Jeans), thought she would express her 

The Amorists ” (Eoyalty). the more sex you had the faster it ego by going away and sitting to the 
The Amorists is a little obscure in would go and the better writers would esurient Apellini for a week-end, Con 
intention. Mr. Bradley has a good write and painters paint; that it was turned sulky and jealous. 'VJhen Diana 
many things to say, not all new and all these horrid timid concealments with thought that her friend Stella (Miss 
not all true or witty or wise, but he clothes and laws and conventions that Alison Leqgatt)— or rather Stellar, if 
wants to say them, which is to the made life so intolerable and so base, my ear did not deceive me, and it didn’t 
good. But he has not the art — was really a very virtuous 


good. But he has not the art 
of putting, them into shape. 

And you can’t just throw words 
or ideas down in a heap if you 
want your work to be taken 
seriously. Even his amusing 
decadent painter -philanderer, 

Bex A'peliini, admirably pre- 
sented and elaborately decor- 
ated by Mr. Bsm:6 Percy, 
would, I suppose, admit that 
you couldn’t squeeze all the 
tubes you happened to have in ^ 
your box on to your canvas, 
Selection is of the essence of 
this art business. But Mr. IBH 
Bradley’s idea seems to be ^ 
that, if our minds are in fact ^ 
like waste-paper baskets, then 1 

let us fearlessly empty them, j 

for truth is life, and every un- I 
reasonable thing, from War to 
Lord Byfleet and Pidelity-to- 
Marriage-Vows, is due to this 
curse of concealment. What 
you need, you smug people, be 
seems to be shouting, is a 
shock 1 1 ’ll shock you I Just 
you wait 1 1 Well, I waited. 

And I was not in the least 
shocked. I had heard it all before 
so often. 

And yet I have an uncomfort- 
able feeling that this may be doing 
our author much less than justice. 
Is he, after all, showing us these 
over candid, hysterical, incontinent 
people only to make us despise them 
and their flippant futilities, and is 
his real moral that the only thing 
that matters is the honest simple 
love between two kindred souls — 
the nice stupid boy, Brian (Mr. 
Cecil JjK & jmkTj ), 2 JxkLordByfleet's 
nice colourless daughter, J oan (Miss 
Eileen Peel) — and that where 
such love exists all that the young 
thing of the stronger sex has to do is 
to slip out after dinner and drive 
on and on into the night with the 
boy of her choice and sleep at a 
wayside hotel so that in the morn- 
ing she may break the news harshly 
to her father that now she simply 
has to marry the penniless young 
man and must let her afiduent . affi- 
anced Viscount go, 

Erankly, I ^m not sure. The ex- 
tremely silly rich young man, Con 
IkUm&y ; (Mr. Egbert Harris), 

' talked a great deal of. pretentious 






Husband {to lotmge-lovers) , “You don’t seem to noiice 

IIY APPROACH.” 

Diana MiSS ISABEL lEANS, 

BexApelUm Mr. Esm^ Percy. 

Con Delaney Mr. Robert Harris. 



im 


A VETERAN AMORIST. 

Lord Byfleet .... Mr. Morris Harvey. 
Julie Bavon .... MisS Paith Bevan. 


(or selfish) young woman and 
distinctly dull, she. was furi- 
ous. alone was unper- 

turbed and went off quite 
happily with the vaguely 
wicked red-haired siren, Julie, 
fl whom Lord By fleet knevr 

I a thing a two which would 

make you sit up if he told you. 

Thesaddishpooryoungman, 
Alan Gorlett (Mr. John Wyse) 
— ^V.C. and con chi e, who pas- 
sionately emptied out Mr. 
Bradley’s ideas on war (which 
are good enough ideas and very 
commonl37 held, however differ- 
ently expressed) over Lord 
Byfleet's thick devoted head, 
seemed a decent sort of young 
man who was obviously ill at 
ease in that company. And 
Lord By fleet, be was a 
^ere joke and was played as 
a mere joke, and most amus- 
:m to NoiiCE ingiy, by Mr. Morris Harvey ; 

but if you have somet h ing really 
Jeans. serious to say against a system 

ERCY. jjj ig Qf gj.g|j importance that the 

Harris. defenders of that system should 
be reasonably serious people and 
have serious arguments put into 
their mouths if your victory is to 
have any value. Theremay be queer 
peers queerly created, but they are 
not created for such gifts as the 
author’s Lord Byfleet possessed, 
nor is the position of those who 
supported the war sustained merely 
by such arguments as this cad, 
sensualist, mountebank and half- 
V wit was made to offer for our con- 

sideration. 

Consciously bright and desultory 
conversation, with epigrams such 
. as They soil not neither do they 

s\ sin ” — whatever that may mean — 

\\ cannot be sustained for three Acts 
y — ^ without causing a certain weariness 
TTTnTj|S]jy of the flesh and spirit. 

nnaijinri Bradley needs that most 

discouraging but indispensable of 
writing tools, the blue pencil. I 
mmT think he also needs to realise that 
all is not gold that glitters. And 
is any man likely to say to any 
woman he is attempting in the 
most barefaced way to seduce, 
** Let ’s be honest. You have sensed 
ARVEY. ' the possibilities between us ” ? And 
svAN. there was quite a lot like that. T. 
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HAIL, APHRODITE! 

(In commemoration of the fact that Botticelli's famous 
jpicture, “ The Birth of Venus f has amved with the rest 
of the Italian masterpieces at Burlington House.) 

Beautiful, foam-born, wishing to surprise us, 

Sent by II Duoe, though I understand that 
Jupiter’s name was also on the passport, 

0 Oy therean ! 

Packed to avoid all risk of influenza, 

Easily caught when riding on a sea-shell, 

Thou, who hast nob when voyaging aforetime 
' Left the Uffizi — 

Lo, the deep, fog-bound, gale-infested river, 

After long tossing in the Bay of Biscay — 

This I infer from matutinal news-sheets — 

Safely received thee. 

Thee the old Thames bank, chilly in the noontide, 
Hung with all kinds of advertising matter, 

Welcomed, distinguished lady of the bright lands. 
Thee Piccadilly ! 

Try to look kindly on our little customs 
Born of much toil in rigorous conditions — 

Factories, smoke-stacks, mufllers and goloshes. 

Female policemen. 

(Possibly thou who, wedded unto Vulcan, 

Knewest -ffiltnean, super-human workshops, 

Mayest have tips for Thomas and Miss Bondfield 
Be unemployment ?) 


Anyhow, Venus, hail upon arriving. 

Hail to the good ship Leonardo, hail to 
Sandeo, the nickname cultivated people 
Give Botticelli I 

Swift to behold thee, daughter of Firenze, 

Child of sea-foam, I presently shall journey, 
Yielding unasked to resolute attendants 

First my umbrella. Evoe. 


Things Which We Should Have Tried To Say More Prettily. 

«Miss thanked the retiring Committee, especially those who 

were not standing for election this time .” — Earish Magazine, 

“Many of the Eton playing fields are under water.”— DaiZy Baper, 
Now we know where the Battle of Trafalgar was won. 

“ Sir Josiah Stamp said the railways did not want to institute roar 
services to compete with existing roar transport firms, but to co- 
ordinate with them .” — Evening Paper, 

It sounds like the death-blow to conversation in England. 

“ Sympathetic reference was made by the chairman to the many 

losses by death St, ’s had sustained during the winter. A new 

stove, imperatively needed, had been ordered, and would swallow 
up most of the balance ,” — Church Magazine, 

Can nothing be done to stop this wholesale cremation ? 

“In the right-hand corner of the top drawer lay a pair of pink silk 
stockings. They were not allowed to mix with the common ‘ half- 
silk' and ‘ cotton-tops’ in the lower drawer, but slept secluded with 
their toes tucked into each other’s mouths— like aristocrats.” 

Monthly Magazine. 

This form of aristocratic seclusion is fortunately giving way 
to more hygienic habits. 
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THE MASCOT. 

* Oh, the darling ! ” said Lamia, sur- 
veying her birthday present as it stood 
simmering against the kerb. And 

shall I really be able to drive it ? ” 

see no reason against it,” I said, 

** so long as you don’t tread on it getting 
in or out.” 

“Just look at its little lamps and — 
oh 1 ” — her face fell — “it hasn’t got a 
mascot.” 

“No,” I said hastily; “I thought 
you bad better tell me what you wanted 
for that.” 

She considered this seriously for some 
moments. 

“ It must be something quite original. 
What about a tiny model of Crumbs ? ” 

I looked at the nucleus of our kennel ; 
he is nothing if not original-looking. 

“ I dotibt if he would stand reduction 
to that size,” I said; “his legs only 
just reach the ground as it is. He 
might be mistaken for a Sealyham or 
something.” 

She shuddered. 

“That would be dreadful. They’re 
on simply every car you see — or else 
one of those wind-swept nymph things. 
Oh, I ’ve got it — a faun ! ” 

“A fawn what?” I asked weakly. 
“ I thought it was to he nothing but 
greens and moorland shades t h is winter.” 

“Three hearty British giggles,” count- 
ered Lamia, “ You know what I mean 
quite well — one of those sweet little 
boys with goat’s legs and pointed ears,”* 

“ Not unlike Crumbs, after aU — even 
the legs,” I said under most of my 
breath. 

Lamia looked at me suspiciously. 

“ Well, I want a faun — a nice little 
one,” she said. 

“They had horrid habits when they 
grew up,” I warned her. 

“ Mine isn’t going to grow up, and if 
it does you can have it for your great 
clumsy car,” she retorted. 

I swallowed the insult ; we have all 
been car-proud once in our lives. 

“Very well, then,” I said, “I’ll try 
to get you one to-morrow.” 

Alter all, who should more justly 
flaunt a small immortal on her radiator 
than Lamia, who at thiity bids fair to 
have solved the trick of immortality ? 
Was she not hailed as seventeen this 
late summer? And even Mr. Shaw 
allows his ancients a beginning, 

^ ^ Jjs 

“ Motor-car mascots ? Yes, Sir. Mr, 
Hallworth, show this gentleman some 
car mascots.” 

“Yes, Sir. Any particular design? 
Perhaps you would care to look round ? ” 

“*Ebank you” I. said; “I want a 
1 small model of a faun, if you have such 

a thing,” 

“ Certainly, Sir — one moment, if you 
please.” 

He opened a drawer beneath^ the 
counter and there came the enticing 
sound of tissue-paper. 

“I’m afraid we haven’t exactly got a 
fawn, Sir ; perhaps something like this 
would do” — and he placed on the coun- 
ter an imposing model of a stag — quite 
large enough to give Lamia’s car a good 
forty minutes. “After ‘The Monarch 
of the Glen ’ by Sir Edwin Landseer,” 
he said proudly. 

“Some years after, I murmured. 
“No, it’s not that kind of fawn I 
meant. E-a-u-n, you know.” 

“I’m afraid that I — er ” he said ; 

and it was plain that he didn’t. 

“A little boy with goat’s legs,” I 
explained. 

His face remained troubled, then 
cleared a little. 

“ I think we might have a Pelix left, 
Sir,” he said ; “something similar — ^the 

legs of a cat and the face of a — er ” 

“No,” I said hastily, “that would 
nob do.” 

“I ’ll just make quite sure. Mr. 
Jones 1 ” 

Mr. Jones advanced. 

“ We haven’t such a thing as a faun, 
have we, Sir ?^ E-a-u-n, faun ? ” 

Mr. Jones pondered. “ Faun ? ” 
“Little goat-legged chap,” I said 
apologetically. 

Mr. Jones beamed at me. 

“Oh, a faun! Now I know what 
you ‘mean, Sir. Of course — a faun! 
You know, Mr. Hallworth — the body of 
a man merging into a calf,” 

With the word “merging,” which he 
pronounced with great unction, Mr. 
Jones swept his right hand through the 
curve of one who merges. It was clear 
that he liked the word. He called Miss 
Simmonds from the other end of the 
counter and used it on her. 

“Miss Simmonds, have we ever had 
such a thing as a faun ? (Pause.) You 
know — ^the body of a man merging into 
the legs of a calf.” 

Again the gesture. Miss Simmonds 
reacted but feebly. She was sure that 
they had had no such thing, though 
it was plain that she had no idea what 
the thing might he. She conveyed the 
impression that it was not the sort of 
thing any refined young lady ought to 
know about. I felt that we bad been 
indelicate in mentioning the subject in 
front pf her. But Mr. Jones was now 
possessed by an idea of such brilliance 
as I am sure brightened the rest of that 
day for him, and probably lighted the 
way home to his wife, if he had one. 

“I tell you what, Sir,” he said ex- 
, citedly, “we once had a centaw in the 
1 Statuary— the body of a man ynerging 
into a horse,” 

I had steeled my face for the gesture. 

It came, gaining opulence from repeti- 
tion — a sight to gladden the heart. 
Mr. Jones looked at me expectantty. 
But I would not buy a centaw for Lamia, 
merge it never so luxuriantly, I col- 
lected a catalogue or two and left. 
Lamia shall buy her own mascot, 

THE PERIL OF THE PARKS 

(Being a htmhle appeal io Mr, Punch), 

In hailing Mr. Lansburv 

By an ingenious quip 

As Mr, Peter Pansbury 

For his park-keepership, 

0 Sage most venerated. 

Old but not antiquated, 

1 think you perpetrated 

A rather serious slip. 

I do not want to rake up 

The tale of his belief 

In Lenin’s moral make-up. 

But must express my grief 

That George, by his conjunction 

Of energy and unction, 

Bids fair to make his function 
Tea-gardener-in-chief. 

Punch couldn’t give his Judy tea 

In comfort on a sward 

Confronted by the nudity 

Of the sun-bathing lurde 

Gathered in glass pavilions, 

While round and round on pillions, 

Or “solo,” London’s millions 

Along a race-track reared. 

Let panels, paint and gilding 
Elsewhere exert their sway, 

Parks were not meant for building 

But as a place for play ; 

And all this garish kioskiness 

And pseudo-Moorish mosqueiness 
Will turn their bloom and boskiness 
Into a dire decay. 

Our parks are open spaces 
Unmatched from pole to pole 
Where children run their races 

And frolic, romp and roll ; 

Then spare, 0 George, their scenery, 
Their swards, their sylvan greenery, 
Lest buildings and 'machinery 

Make havoc of their soul. 

The Dangers of Discernment, 

“Discerning women recognise that these 
exquisite stockings are the only wear for every 
occasion.”— in Sunday Paper. 

“Weather Forecast. 

England, S.E.— .... alternating rainy 
and showery periods.” — Daily Paper. 

1 Our own impression was that it was 
just wet. 

“Mrs. — has left on a honeymoon tour of 

1 New Zealand, with her husband.” 

' Australian Paper. 

We are so glad he was able to go too. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

There have been so many books on Emily Bronte 
written to serve the preconceptions of critics that it is 
refreshing to find a disinterested tribute — a tribute, too, not 
only to her genius but to the unsophisticated North-country 
girl in whom that genius was incarnate. From a literary 
point of view Mr. Charles Simpson’s Emily Bronte (Coun- 
try Liee) has neither pretensions nor lapses. Its author is 
wholly and unaffectedly occupied telling in simple language 
what he knows about Emily Bronte, and he knows, I 
think, more of the unadorned truth than any writer who 
has gone before him. This he relates to a plain chrono- 
logical scheme, with a few — ^laudably few — excursions into 
theory. There is an extraordinary fascination in the recital 
of Emily’s sayings and doings by a “ servant ” who has so 
closely sifted the reputed words and deeds of his mistress ; 
moreover Mr, Simpson shares his heroine’s passion for the 
moors, and a score of paintings in colour and monochrome 
of Emily’s heathery uplands and Emily’s austere habita- 
tions reinforce the sympathy of his text. Most of these 
compositions are enchanting in themselves, as ** the grim 
exterior of Law Hill” — -“the school near Halifax where 
Emily taught at nineteen — and the fa<jadeof Ponden Hall, 
probably the “Thrushcross Grange” of WiUhering Heights. 
In the matter of Wuthering Heights it is only fair to note 
that this unostentatious biographer has done — for one 
reader at leasts — the greatest service of any in discovering 
stept sl^p tha d^ow and complicated genesis of that 
wonderful book, undoubtedly conceived in the mind of the 


exile at the Halifax School, where Earnshaw was one of 
the maids and a Heathcliff’ean proprietor a family tradition. 
This is no novel theory, but it has never received more 
effective support. 


His ostensible biographical subject, Jose Antonio Pdez 
(Heinemann), is the least important part of Mr. E. B. 
Gunninghame Graham’s latest literary sally across the draw- 
bridge. PiEZ was a Itanero of the plains of Venezuela, who 
helped his country to win independence in a hundred battles 
and sieges, and, rising from insignificance to a perilous 
dictatorship, was adored and detested in alternating spasms 
by a populace that changed its allegiance with the weather, 
looking for a new revolution from the llanos much as we 
expect another depression from Iceland. The hero, not at 
all a pleasant person, one suspects, in real life, at any rate 
in his early days, is at leasb an excellent peg on which to 
hang the greaves and gauntlets of chivalry, and if the cities 
he besieged were sometimes no more than groups of wattle- 
huts in a marsh, and the battles mere scuffles in the dark tend- 
ing to degenerate into Homeric slanging-matches, even so 
was it in the glorious days of old. This volume has all the 
failings which Mr. Graham’s admirers will remember — and 
forget. Here are the gibes at Western w^ays and institutions 
and politicians, as easy and perfunctory as the English in 
which they are expressed, with endless minor repetitions and 
contradictions, and hardly more complete historic continuity 
than is to bo found, say, in Tennyson’s account of the wars 
of King Arthur ; yet in his main purpose the writer has Ibeen 
successful. His book leaves an impression of a country, huge 
and hot and horrible, endlessly see-sawing between intoler- 
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ablefloodandintolerable drought, where (Ihr/f 
a man must live on a horse and eat un- j 

varying beef or perish, yet where some- 
thing of the gaiety and the joy and 
the valour of the knighthood of the \ 

great days of ancient Spain somehow i i\ 1 

still miraculously survives. | W 1 

0 leader-writers of The Times, 

Nameless instructors of the nation, 

1 offer you in humble rhymes 

Long years you scorned to raise a smile ; 

Jove-like aloft you sat and thundered 
Eeproof, advice, invective, while 
All the world wondered. 

Then there uprose a Chief who cried, 

“ This leader page is over- weighted ; 

A comic note must be supplied, ^ 

Some fun oreated, ^ 

Preserve the scholar’s touch, I pray, 

Keep up the Dignity of Letters, 

But be as funny as you may, 

Dancing in fetters.” 

A^eed 1 You sought the daily jest, 
urbanely joked as he had hinted, 

And here ’s a hundred of the best ^ 

Nicely reprinted. ^ 

These trifles from j^our practised pen, ^ ^ 

Aptly entitled Light and Leading, 

Presh from the firm of Methuen, 

Make dainty reading. 

Sipped soberly, with frequent pause, i 
They bring refreshment without 

question, , . ^ 

Though swallowed straight I think 

they ’d cause ^ -i ^ 

Some indigestion. 1 - - — — r 

— - — 

The thirteenth Louis is remembered ^ 

mainly in France as the subordinate / K 

of BiCHEiiiEU, in England (if at all) J.tt®OW3)-Z9. 
as the brother of Henrietta Maria. 

Yet he was an extremely important ^< 5 ^ 0oo?<:). “ 

Dauphin, being in fact tbe first Dau- this vear,” 

phin to be born a Dauphin for nearly r .. .. , -— 

a hundred years of French history. And when he did 
arrive — the first-fruits of the belated marriage of Henri 
Quatbe and Marie De’ Medici — he acquired with an 
extensive household, got together in advance by the 
King, a pearl of physicians who was also a child-lover and 
a diarist. The journal of this Doctor Jean H^iboard is 
the principal source of Miss Lucy Crump’s Nursery Life 
Three Hundred Years Ago (Eoutledob), an extraordin- 
arily detailed account of the rearing of little Louis, 
his five legitimate brothers and sisters and several f6fes 
and soeu-soeus, as scornful legitimacy called the subsidi- 
ary products of the royal harem. Henri’s Court was 
in this respect a truly Oriental minage, and one can only 
plead that the king’s paternity was none the less ardent for 
.Its diffusion. Little Louis of course was Enfant de France, 
a thing sacrosanct and unique ; and it* spe.aks volumes for 
the humanity of H^iroabd that he could blend such under- 
standing of the eternal and individual child with adequate 
appreciation of that child’s hierarchical importance. His 








J.tt®OW3)-Z9. 

m 

Boy (io Cooh), 
THIS YEAR,” 



I w\ 


Don’t forget that plum-puddings are being made larger 

account is crammed with quaint material details of the 
Dauphin's babyhood and boyhood — ^his games, lessons, diet, 
doctoring and what not — ^but it also contains such endearing 
biographical trouvaille as the story of his relations with 
“little Canada” the Indian. Miss Crump has done her 
work with admirable enthusiasm and thoroughness, though 
I feel she is slightly over-inclined to illustrate Hi&roard 
from outside sources — a case of gilding the lily. 

One hears that foxhunting is upon the wane ; it always 
was, I suppose, though I notice few signs of Diana’s setting, 
and most surely I see no declension in the new literature of 
the Chase, the handsome and costly new literature that goes 
yearly to a good Christmas market. And here is Obascbedo 
once more with Manners and Mann&risms, a book of fifteen 
light essays for foxhunters — a Country Life issue. These 
cheerful papers treat not at all of the actual science of hunt- 
ing the fox or of riding to foxhounds, but they discuss, a 
little facetiously sometimes, the social sides of hunting and 
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the cost of it. And Oeascredo’s tables of minimum expen- popular misconceptions Mr. Trystan Edwards has set him- 
diture are interesting, and of course it may be possible self the task of dispelling in (Heinemann), 

to keep two hunters and a pony and pay a groom and his a social study of the lower-deck derived from the author's 
book on two-hundred-and-fifty pounds per annum ; but it own experiences as a bluejacket from 1916 to 1918. 
would be a tight fit, I fancy, and your success would depend Mr. Edwards writes with humour, sympathy and discern- 
uponthecountryinwhiohyoumadetheattemptjthenumber ment as well as with a refreshing sanity of outlook painfully 
of days a week on which you hunted, and upon how often lacking in most of the much-trumpeted Continental War 
you had to box your mount to a meet. Orasoredo does literature with which the bookshops are just now flooded; 
not budget closely enough.^ But I like to read about our and his book should do a good deal to interpret to their 
wardrobe requisites along with the reasons that Orasoredo fellow-countrymen the members of a calling whose many 
supplies, or does not supply, for the necessity of them, excellent qualities emphatically do not include those— if 
Yet the essays that I like best are those put down in the excellent they be, which is a doubtful question— of self- 
greater seriousness — that charming paper “ Greatness,” for analysis and of fluent self-expression. 

instance, wherein the walking of a puppy is considered ^ 

and the reward thereof. And again the final pages; where Nobody, I am confident, will read Slavery (Hodder and 
Orasoredo talks to the critics of foxhunting and of the Stoughton) without applauding the motive that urged 
happy future of the same-;~I‘like these well. And I close Lady Simon to write it. Here we are told, and it will be 
his book feeling that here, and flippancy apart, is some surprising news to some of us; that the number of slaves 
authority and ar very reail love of the most beautiful and, at in the world to-day is some six millions, and Lady Simon's 
its best, the most soul-stirring of the pastimes. Mr. Charles object in putting this fact before us is to stir up public opinion 
Simpson's excellent and ample illustrations lose a great deal — which, she writes, is“ invincible when once roused to the 


in the printing. 

Mr. Aylmer Hunter 
appears to be a new 
writer. There was little 
need for his publisher 
to tell, us that he is a 
young one;' FooVs Pur- 
gatory (Murray) is as 
full of the faults of im- 
maturity as a properly 
constituted Gruy^re 
cheese is of holes. Its 
mood wavers between 
cynicism and senti- 
mentality, both of too 
easy a sort. Its char- 
acters talk too much 
and too elaborately in 
accordance with their 
types ; and some of 
those tjypes are defaced 
from long usage. Mr. 
Hunter is often face- 



“ Christmas presents are so difficult.” 

I abot^t ak abt pbayeb?” ' ‘ | couragement to those 

ncNTEE IS oiten taw- _ — — ^ ^ ^ trying to solve 

tious when he intends to be witty; he is guilty of some this terrific problem. The League of Nations is awake to 
shockmg bad bits of “fine writmg”; and there are gaps in the urgency of the matter, and, although their refusal to 
his know edge not only of life but of the English language, agree to Sir Austen Chambbelain’s proposal that slavery 
Nevertheless I believe that he has the right stuff in him. should be treated “ as a crime of the same nature as piracy ” 
His story IS well constructed and in spite of certain taxes is deplorable, their help in removing such a shameful blob 
which It levies on our credtflity it captures our interest, upon civilization is not likely to end in merely passing reso- 
Its hero, a novelist of considerable obscurity, with inten- lutions. This is a book which will closely appeal to all who ' 
tions which are more admirable than his perceptions, is by have the cause of freedom at heart. 

no means a badly conceived if an imperfectly realised figure ; ' 1- 

and the wayward and highborn Monim, whom he marries In A Detective in Kent (The Bodley Heap) you can take 
—and hence the story and the tears in it— commands our a delightful inland voyage over the lost seas of Kent and 
sympathy the while (and this is also to her author’s credit) it was indeed a happy thought -that set Mr. Donapp 
we want to spank her. If Mr. Hpntbb is as yet only a Maxwell to work on the task of recalling and reconstruct- 
vmter of promise, there is no earthly reason for him ing the past. By means of clues in the landscape he Shows 
to despair of fulfilment. us forgotten seas and takes us for a most informing cruise over 

I , ,, . waters which have now become a fertile part of Kent. No 

The convenbion, >^oth m literature and on the stage, of the detective has ever used his powers of observation and deduc- 
comic sailor dies hard, harder even than that of the comic tionwith more definite results, but by some place-names he 
are probably qmte a number of people who admits himself beaten. “ I am entirely floored.” he writes 
still. think vaguely of the average Wuejacket as a sort of "by the name Snave ... at present I am inclined to think 
licensed mountebank or as "a low BiUinesgate type, only that Snargate and Snave must have been ancient Saxon 
^^ med. from pity and contempt by a final display of ‘ hero- comedians appearing in a music-hall turn when the world 
w. he distingmshes himself by second-rate was young.” Illustrations, maps, diagrams and an index 

htim^ar taSen from the mustc-balls.” This and kindred add to the^pleasnre of reading tfcs fascinating little 


pitch of zealous indig- 
nation ” — to realise the 
position aJnd to demand 
that such a monstrous 
crime against the hu- 
man race shall cease to 
exist. Quietly andeffect- 
ively she makes her 
appeal, and not for a 
moment does she mini- 
mise the difficulties 
which those who en- 
gage in this fight for 
freedom will encounter. 
The difficulties are in- 
deed great but they are 
not insuperable, and 
the action of the Ma- 
haraja of Nepal, when 
he purged his kingdom 
of slavery in 1924-6, 
was an invaluable en- 
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CHARIVARIA. 

‘Every speech/’ says a KO., with 
special reference to after-dinner oratory, 

‘ should have a beginning, a middle and 
an end.” We ourselves are not con- 
vinced that the beginning and the 
middle are indispensable. 

Cannibal natives of a South Sea 
island are said to play Rugby. There 
is a heavy local penalty lor biting in 
the scrums. o. ^ 

'fi 

A paragraphist learns that Miss 
Megan Lloyd George will make her 
maiden speech in the House of Com- 
mons, on the subject of rural housing, 
early in the New Year, from a corner 
seat on the second bench below the 
angway, immediately behind her 
ather’s seat. Any alter- 
ations in these toange- 1 
ments will of course be 
duly notified. 

' * 

Many thoughts this 
Yuletide are with absent 
slate-club treasurers. 

Dean Inge considers 
Ulysses a most amus- 
ing rascal, but not the 
kind of man whom a 
respectable Englishman 
would ask to dinner. 

It is a\noving thought 
that the Wanderer 
would not have been 
received at th e Deanery. 


demic policy. Oxford would appear to 
be the home of lost cores. 

We read of a foreign girl- golfer, anxi- 
ous to improve her knowledge of our 
tongue, who asks the origin of the words 
cleek, mashie and niblick. Our feeling 
is that, on the golf links, curiosity as 
to our language may easily be carried 

too far. ,5, 

* 

A luxurious gambling resort, on the 
lines of Monte Carlo, is to be formed 
on the coast of Dalmatia, and fears are 
entertained that it will be an induce- 
ment to go to the spotted dogs. 

The revelation, as the result of a New 
York inquiry, that Americans spend 
about a hundred - and - forty - million 
pounds annually on soda-water enables 


The description in a 
recent Times article of 
the sense of exhilaration 
induced by the beauty 
of the December floods would seem to 
provide a clue to the mystery of the 
high spirits of Thames Valley residents. 

':!«*' , , 

Some of the flooded riparians are 
wondering whether it ought not to be 
called Mermaidenhead. 

A new garden-suburb which is being 
developed on the outskirts of Vienna as 
a colony of people who practise the 
arts is described as the Austrian Chel- 
sea. Another view is that it is the 
Austrian Golders Green. 

5l« S|« 

The controversy going on in a morn- 
ing paper on Religion and Golf seems 
to suggest that golf isn’t a religion 
after all. * 

Comparing . the Universities, Sir 
Michael Sadler admits that^ Cam- 
bridge seems to have a more solid core 
of authoritative statesmanship in aca- 



Burglar {a family man). “Fancy putting a thing like that in a 

KTD’S STOCKING 1 ’NUFF TO FRIGHTEN IT OUT OF ITS LIFE.” 


US to form some conception of the for- ] 
tunes made by bootleggers. 

A famous conductor is said to have 
given up fishing because he considered 
it inhumane. Yet he has no qualms 
about conducting, 

:I< , 

Among seasonable novelties we have 
noted a realistic-looking cigar which 
contains a pen, pencil and letter-opener. 
This is an improvement on those real- 
istic-looking cigai’s which men were 
expected to smoke. 

*;:<*■* 

With reference to the charges for 
cabins on cross-Ohannelboats, complaint 
is made that the passenger of moderate 
means has to be, sea-sick in public. 
Being sea-sick in private is of course a 
luxury. 

In opening an exhibition of news- 
papers from the reign of Charles I. 


Lord Riddell remarked that England 
is fortunate in possessing Law Reports 
dating back to a remote period. His- 
torians of more modern times have a 
rich field in the files of his lordship’s 
News of the World. 

:!« i]i 

A drunken man was found by a police- 
man in Manchester with his arms 
round a petrol-pump. Brighter lamp- 
posts for revellers seem to be indicated. 

Professor I. S. Ealk, of Chicago, 
claims that he has found the influenza 
germ. It serves it right to be found at 
a place like that, 

Jl: 

A correspondent writes to a morning 
paper pointing out that potatoes con- 
tain potash. The price being charged 
for them in some places seems to have 
led to the belief that 
they contained radium. 

“ Some girls suffer 
from shiny complexions 
in spite of cosmetics,” 
says a writer. They 
shouldn’t use varnish- 
ing cream. 

* * 

The wastage among 
telephone-operators is 
in the normal course 
very high, says Sir 
Evelyn Murray, sec- 
retary of the G.P.O. 
Nothing is said about 
the wastage among sub- 
scribers. 

. A thief who was 
chased through City 
streets last week en- 
tered an office and es- 
caped the police. It is thought likely 
that he must have jumped into one 
of those business-efficiency card-index 


systems. 


sis 


We understand that a boys’ paper 
contemplates publishing a series of 
War stories by children under ten years 
of age. 




It is said that taxi-drivers prefer 
rainy weather. Their favourite out- 
look, of course, is “No change,” 


sis 


With reference to the view expressed 
by an American professor that man is 
not descended from the ape, many 
scientists consider that the wish is 
ancestor to the thought. 

'-is ^ >lt 

Ladies* shoes are to be more pointed 
we read. Husbands who go to bridge 
parties with their* wives should wear 
shin- guards. 
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THE MODERN WAIT. 

Why do you want to sing me a carol ? ” 

•I said to the child ; 

‘‘You are not very poor and you wear quite decent 
apparel ; ” 

And the boy smiled. 

** And why should you want to come and sing to me 
So long before Christmas Day 
That the date doesn’t mean anything to me? 

Now, say. 

‘‘And what are you going to do with the pennies 
Which I give you wheh you have sung ? 

For I always give money to children, and many ’s 
The time I *ve been stung. 

And the boy said without any traces of horror, 

“I can’t come at Christmas, I can’t, 

Because I ’m goin’ away into the country termorrer 
Ter stay wiv me aunt, 

“And I don’t want the money fer food, Mister — 

It isn’t hungry we are, 

But ter go ter the pictures wiv me sister 
And see the new star.” 

So the boy stood there on the pavement 
And sang me “The S'irst Nowell,” 

All about the rescue of mankind from enslavement 
And hell. 

Most of the words and the tune he had forgotten. 

But no doubt it , was kindly meant, 

And, though the whole performance was really rather 
rotten, 

I gave him sixpence, and he went. 

But I consider that the Board of Education 
Ought to teach a child to sing carols less fiat, 
Seeing that I pay my rates along with the rest of the 
nation; 

And that will be that. Evoe. 


THROUGH THE KEYHOLE. 

Mr. Punch’s Special Eavesdropper contributes some 
items of social gossip which he thinks compare favourably 
in interest, importance and veracity with those collected 
by other anonymous, and pseudonymous, “ sneak guests ” 
for some of his contemporaries in the “ Serious ” Press, 

A Laughing Cavalibe. 

General Cumberbund, who is, of course, a member of a 
branch of the well-known Shire family, the Hotspurs, and 
whose witty speech at a private meeting of the Come Hither 
Club yesterday was the talk of London to-day, is known to 
his intimates (among whom he numbers jockeys, arch- 
bishops, pugilists, actresses, auctioneers, high financiers, 
politicians and others of most ilks) as “Webby,” on account 
of his curious gait. His speech positively scintillated with 
brilliant and witty mots ; for instance, when he referred to 
Mr. Snowden’s “snow-capped peak,” the laughter and 
applause were so continuous that he could not make him- 
self heard for some minutes I He married, of course, that 
very bold rider to hounds— so well-known with the Quom, 
Pytchley, Beaufort, T.W.H. (Cricklade), V.W.H. (Earl 
Bathurst’s), Percy, etc., etc., Hunts— Lady “Pippy ” Dakres, 
whc^e brother, “Muffy” Dakres, is farming coffee in Kenya. 

* Wedding Bedls. 

beUe will peal out merrily to-day for the’ nuptials, 
within an ancient edifice whose aisles have echoed to the 


tramp of many a bridal procession of the brave and the 
fair, of one who, four seasons ago, was the toast. Fair, tall, 
lissom, svelte, soign^e^ assured, Miss “B6b6” Harrobred, 
who is of course the step-daughter of the Due de M^ionade ' 
et Aubergine, will be followed up the aisle by thirty-two ' 
little attendants. Miss Harrobred is striking a new note 
in weddings, for instead of the time-honoured satin and 
orange-blossom she will be garbed in a sports two-piece of 
pale beige. The children will be en suite and will carry 
tennis-racquets instead of the more usual floral bou- 
quets. A privileged friend tells me that the bride will 
wear above her right knee a garter that once belonged to 
Nell Gwyn. 

Pheasants and “Peetties.” 

Last week-end I was a member of the house-party for 
the Earl of Panterlune’s shoot in Norfolk. The other guests 
were all of the hard-riding, straight-shooting kind, whom 
nobody knows better than Lord Panterlune (or “Tenter- 
hooks,” as his intimates call him) how to collect round him. ' 
I hear that his half-brother, “ Bubbly ” Dixon, whose first 
wife; pretty Billy Forthchampleigh (pronounced, as all the 
initiated know, “Fourly”), has recently opened a lingerie 
shop under the name of “ Soanties,” is shortly to espouse 
a certain young thing whose lady-mother is famed for the 
candour of her remarks and the youthful brilliance of her ; 
complexion. 

A Napeey Eevolution. 

Lunching last Wednesday at an intime party in one of , 
those exclusive little streets which give on to Grosvenor 
Square, I learned on unimpeachable authority that the ; 
Duchess of Verrileigh is giving np the old fashion of dinner- 1 
mats and reverting to the Victorian idea of table-cloths. ! 
j Her Grace is always in the van of fashion, and the out- 
I come of so revolutionary a step is sure to be watched ; 
I with breathless suspense by other well-known hostesses. 
The Duke is, of course, a keen amateur of old bottle-labels ' 
and has an exceedingly choice collection. 

Music in Mayfaie. 

“Piggy ” Looning, whose horse, Marble Pillar, was well 
thought of before the Pick-em-up Stakes (though it did not, 
in fact, run), tells me that his cousin, Vi-Vi Gabblestraw, ‘ 
whose solos on the whistle are so well-known a feature of ; 
the social life of our bright young intelligentsia, is learning 
to play a new instrument — nothing less than the old 
musical-glasses.' Another hint of returning Victorianism. 
Good luck, Vi-Vi, to your new venture I 

“Eavesdropper.” 


A Cerebral Coiffure ? 

“Famous Hair Specialist’s Brain Wave.” 

Advt> of Hairdressing Novelty, 

The need of the moment, a cynic maintains, 

• In regard to the up-to-date minx, 

Is not a machine that will Marcel the brains 
But one that will comb out their kinks. 


’ “ Already there are designs and tenders with the Air Ministry for 
flying goats that will carry fifty passengers.”— Paper, 

Mr. Punch looks forward to the time when the heavens 
will reverberate with the bleat of these giant craft. 


“ Tomato & Egg Sandwiches. 

l*egg (haid boiled), J oz. bu'ter, J mincing machine, add salt and 
pepper, bread and butter .” — Daily Paper, 

Personally, we find the nuts of these machines very 
indigestible. 











THE DAY AFTER, 


The period between Christmas and 
New Year’s Day is the drabbest of the 
year. Yonr system feels as though ifc 
could never recover from the strain it 
underwent on December 25th; your 
bank balance is down the drain ; every- 
one (even the dustman, and that ’s say- 
ing something) touches his cap to you 
with a superior and predatory grin; 
and above all you have about twenty- 
eight hundred letters to write. Well, 
say twenty-eight, if you will have 
accuracy. After the twentieth it seems 
like anything. 

The one thing you must not do in 
writing those letters is to go at it hap- 
hazard. The year before last I got in 
bad with my Aunt Araminta because 
in my anxiety not to forget her I wrote 
three times to thank her for her Christ- 
mas present (twice for the embroidered 
cushion-cover which she had sent and 
once for a clock which she hadn’t). 

So last year I introduced a little 
organisation, I devoted a day to the 
job — Boxing Day, because it *s a wasted 
day anyway, t collected all the pre- 
sents I had been given on to the draw- 
ing-room table in front of me, taking 
i care to cover up the purple ornamental 
eat l&usin. Wflhelmina) with the blue 
silk handkerchief (Great-Uncle Boger). 
Then, smoking my new pipe (Percival) 


and with the box of cigars (Aunt 
Matilda) at the farthest corner of the 
table, I set to work with the new 
fountain-pen (Aunt Araminta). 

At the end of four minutes I had 
down — 




This didn’t look very tactful, so I 
stopped. Besides, I had no blotting- 
paper, I went off in search of some 
and my own fountain-pen. Of course 
there zms no blotting-paper in the 
house, I remembered then I had used 
the last sheets the previous night to 
mop up the contents of a bottle of 
brandy I had spilt while trying to put a 
surreptitious extra kick in the Christ- 
mas pudding. The dog had subsequently 
eaten every sheet and had already been 
asleep for nineteen hours on the drawing- 
room sofa. 

So I started off again, writing one 
side of a page and letting it dry while 
I started another letter. This was a 
triumph of organisation and I hardly 
wasted a minute. Indeed, at one time, 
so quickly did I write and so slowly 
did the ink dry, I had no fewer than 
^ve- letters going at once, and even 
found time to write a cheque for the 
last quarter’s rent. 


I am now willing to admit that per- 
haps I had over-organised. I should 
have read the letters through befoi e I 
sent them off*. A few weeks later I saw 
some of them. They were certainly 
original. Here are a few of the better 
ones. I have indicated with a vertical 
line the ends of the first pages to show 
that my intentions were good : — 

‘^Dear Great-Uncle Boger,— It was 
indeed kind of you to think of sending 
me a silk handkerchief for Christmas. 
It is really most opportune, because I 
have a nasty cold and so I am propos- 
ing to give it I to the bazaar next week. 
I wish it every success. Lady Bicuspid 
will, I suppose, open it. 

Your Nephew, Arthur.” 

‘‘Dear Aunt Matilda, — I am so 
looking forward to smoking one of your 
cigars which are at my elbow. It is 
nice to receive a useful present, mstead 
of, say, an ornamental cat, which has 
been given me by someone else | a trial. 


I hope you are feeling fitter and that 
the trouble vou had with vour stomach 


the trouble you had with your stomach 
(about which you were telling me the 
other day) is now over. Yes, I can 
recommend Snip and Co. for hew flannel 
trousers. 

Your affect. Nephew, Arthur.” 


“Dear Cousin Wilhelmina, — ^Your 
charming Xmas present of a cat is 


standing before me as I write. It will 
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later, I am sure, look delightful in the 
spare bedroom. Did you choose it your- 
self, or did Betty help you ? | If there 
is one thing I detest it is a so-called 
ornamental cat, and this one is too re- 
volting for words. 

Yours affectionately, Arthur Apple.” 

“Dear Peecival, — Well, you old 
stiff, I ’m smoking your pipe now and 
I may as well tell you it *s not so bad. 
Yes, you certainly do seem to be having 
a hectic time at dances, my lad. By 
the way, it ’s all off about coming 
out on Monday | I am' glad to hear 
Betty is going off alone with you to 
Paris for a week. It will be a change 
for her to be away from her husband 
for a bit, > 

Yours very sincerely, Arthur Apple.” 

“Dear Aunt Araminta, — The foun- 
tain-pen you sent me is just perfect and 
I am using it to write ’this. It is just 
what I wanted. I am afraid I cannot 
come I to the Hotspot Night Club with 
you, I must get some sleep. I have 
the hell of an'Xmas hang-over, and, if I 
know you, yours is worse. But; go with 
some other old tough and hit it up for 
me. Don’t get too pi-eyed. Bye-bye, 
old leper. — A.” 

' There was trouble oyer-all that. The 
only bright spot was' a letter from the 
bank some weeks later saying 'that the 
enclosed cheque passed in from my 
landlord’s bank did not bear my usual 
signature. They were right. It was 
signed “Your affectionate cousin — 
Arthur.” 

This year I have provided a ream of 
blotting-paper, and no new letter shall 
be started until the previous one is 
sealed. A. A, 

THE GIRL WHO BURNT THE CHRISTMAS 
PUDDING. 

This is a story of Christmas-time, that 
time of muddle and mirth*, 

To show how the wisest folk get left 
while the fools inherit the earth ; 
Witness the record of Arminel, the girl 
who was such a muff 
She utterly ruined theDhristmas Feast 
by burning the Christmas duff. 

Valerie stuffed the turkey-bird, Marjorie 
crumbled bread, 

Millicent chopped the parsley up. “ Is 
Arminel there ? ” they said. 

“ Alison ’s mincing the lemon-peel and 
Mary ’s decking the tree,” I 

Then Arminel cried in her careless way, | 
“ Leave the pudding to me.” 

Arminel set the pot to boil, dreamed for 
a minute or two ; 

Presently Arminel went to sleep, as 
dreamers generally do. 










Carol-Singer {to partner, whose efforts have iiot helped the performance), “Wait 
TILL I GET YOU ’0]ME, *ERBERT. I WON’T ’ALP GIVE YOU NOBL.” 


Somebody asked, “ Is the house 
ablaze, for the kitchen’s full of 
smoke ? ” 

Valerie shouted “Arminel! ” and Arm- 
inel awoke. 

' 5)5 sle j:« ?!« 

There was turkey and chestnuts and 
sausages, snapdragon, mince-meat 
pie, 

But the pudding was out in the potting- 
shed where the bulbs are left to 
dry. 

Nobody spoko to Arminel, nobody gave 
her a toast, 

Till Marjorie said, “Let Uncle call for 
the one he likes the most.” 


Uncle shouted for Arminel till his grey 
hairs stood on end. 

The wonderful girl who’d saved the 
day for an elderly liverish friend, 

Virginal martyr Arminel, the girl who 
was rash enough 

To burn the suety, indigestible, horrible 
Christmas duff. 

“Grow Saved by Rocket Apparatus.” 

Irish J^aper, 

We hope no pheasants will read this. | 

“Witness explained that a gust of wind had 

blown his summons in^-o the river.” 

Frmn a Police Beport, 

His excuse, in fact, was “ writ in water.” 
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tendency, a certain reduction of these squares representing the various 

MR. PUNCH PEEPING. However, I do not wish you to think * rooms.’ I am now in the first room, 
11. that all those who take Turkish baths or te;pidarium (Square 2), which has a 

(^Continuingt hy reqicestj out series of are of an adipose tendency; certainly temperature oi 110°, and where the 
descriptive broadcasts, loe talie you not to-night, when many well-known bather begins the gradual process as a 
to-day to the cejitenary celebrations at people have been invited, including a result of which he will ultimately sweat. 
the Abdul Turkish Baths, London, number of literary gentlemen who are I should mention that the bather wears 
» Mr, Mervyn Flute tvill again act as of an exceptionally spare and athletic nothing but a white towel about his 
describer.) build, and as a matter of fact one of middle, and it is really very interesting 

‘‘It is Mr. Mervyn Flute speaking, and the great features of a Turkish Bath to see the many distinguished people 
I am at one of the microphones which is that people of any size can obtain who are here to-night dressed in this 
have been established at the Abdul benefit from their bath at the Abdul way. From where I am sitting 1 can 
Turkish Baths in London on the oeca- Turkish Baths, which are celebrating see Mr. Maueioe the 

sion of the centenary celebrations, to their centenary this evening; at the of London, IVfo. A. P. F. Chapman, Mr, 
which a number of well-known people same time, in view of the festive Maxton, Mr. 0^. Ooohean, the IMian 


have been invited. A hundred ‘ 
years ago to-day, in the year 
1829, the Abdul Turkish Baths 
were opened for the first time, 
and this is therefore the cen- 
tenary of these baths, and a 
number of distinguished citi- 
zens have been invited to be 
present on this occasion, which 
is the hundredth anniversary 
of the opening of the Abdul 
Turkish Baths in London, and 
which 

“I don’t know how many 
listeners know what a Turkish 
Bath is like, but in case there 
are any listeners who have not 
had a Turkish Bath I must 
explain that a Turkish Bath 
is not like an ordinary or, if 
I may say so, Christian bath. 
A Turkish Bath is not so much 
a water-bath as a hot-air bath; 
indeed, many Turkish bathers 
do not enter the water, in the 
strict sense, at all. The prin- 
cipal thing about a Turkish 

Bath is the production of 

well, I am not sure that the 
word I am going to use has 
ever passed through this rather 
delicate microphone before, and 
as a matter of fact there is 
another word which in a sort 
of way conveys what I want to 
say, and that word is the word 



Neio Millionaire {to gardener on Ghristmas-Eve) . “ If you 
CAN GET A SAW OE SOMETHING, THOMPSON, AND HAVE THIS 
TEEE DOWN BY TEA-TIME, WE ’LL HAVE A EEAL YULE-LOG 
PIEE TO-NIGHT.” 


boxer Oaeneea, and the Presi- 
dent of Balliol, which is one 
of the better known Cambridge 
Colleges. 

“Placed round the tepid- 
avium, but at a slightly higher 
level, are the various ‘hot’ 
rooms, each hotter than the 
one before (Squares 3 to 5). 
These rooms have glass sides, 
so that from where I sit the 
distinguished persons in them 
have the appearance' of very 
large red fishes moving slowly 
about in the tanks of an aquar- 
ium. I can see Mr. G. K. Ohes- 
TEETON in the third hot room 
(Square 4). Lord Brentfobd 
has j ust entered the iepidarium, 
wearing his towel with an air. 

“I should mention perhaps 
that the unaccustomed bather 
sometimes finds it difficult to 
sweat, and in the absence of 
sweating a heaviness of the 
head and danger of taking cold 
ensue. In this case the bather 
is instructed (in the Directions 
for Sweating) to take copious 
draughts of water, to pour 
tepid water over the head and 
await the free outburst of per- 
spiration. I observe that the 
Bishop of London and Mr. 
Bebnard Shaw are thus en- 
gaged at this moment. Mr. 


‘perspiration’ This is Mr. Mervyn season which we are now enjoying and Maurice Baring is an old hand and 

Flute and I am at one of the microphones in which the pleasures of the table are has already passed on to the next 
which have been set up in the Abdul perhaps — well, as I was saying, it is room (Square 2 to 3), sweating grace- 
Turkish Baths on the occasion of the perhaps fortunate that the centenary fully, as we should expect. One rather 
centenary celebrations of these baths, celebration of these Baths, at which any interesting phenomenon to be ob- 
and I was just saying that the prime tendency to over-consumption can be served from this vantage-point is this 
object of a Turkish Bath is the produc- so delightfully counteracted, have coin- —as the bathers progress from room to 
tion of what, for the want of a better cided with that other season of which I room the bodies gradually change col- 

word (and really, if I may say so, there have spoken, and which As a mat- our : here in the tepidarium the bodies 

no better word) can only be described ter of fact I see many well-known mem- are pale cream with a dry matt sur- 
by the fine old British word, ‘sweat.’ bers of the Lucullus Club here to-night, face ; after a short period in the next 
“ Sweat I There, I have said it, and However, I need not dwell upon that, room they are pink, and a faint gloss 
I hope that listeners will forgive me. It is Mr. Mervyn Flute speaking from begins to appear ; in the third room 
Well, as a result of sweatings or per- the Abdul Turkish Baths. they grow red and shiny — and so on. 

haps I should say a cause of sweating, “Well, if listeners will look at the It is really very interesting to watch 
/llie .por^s of the skin are opened and sketch-map of the Baths with which this transformation (which can only be 
ci^ain beneficial results follow, among they have been provided they will see compared to the approach of dawn or 
them being,' for those of an adipose that it is divided into numbered squares, the rapid ripening of an apple). The 





Loed Chief Justice has jusfc come in. 
I can see Mr. Ohesteeton, who is now, 
as it were, swimming into the fourth 
rpom (Square 5), where the temperature 
is very high indeed. Mr. Chesterton 
appears to have solved the problem of 
perspiration. Mr. Shaw, on the other 
hand, is still pouring tepid water over 
his head. A literary critic, I dare say, 
might find something instructive in the 
different reactions of these two great 
writers, comparing them with the easy 
exuberance of Mr. Chesterton’s writ- 
ings and the somewhat inhuman frigid- 
ity of Mr. Shaw’s. That, however, is 
not the business of this observer. I am 
Mr. Mervyn Flute and I am at the Abdul 
Turkish Baths. Mr. Maurice Baring is 
now rose-pink. Mr James Douglas has 
moved into the second room (Square 3). 
The Bishop of London has given up the 
tepid water and, on the advice of Mr. 
Baring, has gone into the Eussian 
Steam Bath (Square 7). This is a 
small compartment where the bather 
sits in a cloud of Eussian steam ; and 
very often this produces a free outburst 


of perspiration when all else has failed. 
Mr. Shaw has followed the Bishop of 
London. The Lord Chief Justice is 
sweating well. Mr. Jack Hulbert is 
sweating beside him (Square 2). Mr. 
Carnera is bright -red (Square 4). 
Lord Brentford is sweating slightly. 
Maurice Baring, a very rapid bather, 
has finished the final stages and gone 
to the shampooers (Square 10). 

I have now a rather important an- 
nouncement to make. I expect you have 
all been feeling a little anxious about 
Mr. Bernard Shaw and the Bishop 
of London. As I told you before the 
bather who fails to perspire runs a risk of 
cold or even pneumonia. Audi am sure 
you will be glad to hear that both the 
Bishop and Mr. Shaw have now come 
out of the Eussian Steam Bath and are 
sweating satisfactorily. Very possibly 
some of you heard the low murmur of 
applause which ran round the tepid- 
amm when it was seen that these two 
valuable citizens were out of danger. I 
am now going to the hottest room of all 
(Square 5). One minute, please. 


‘‘I am now at Square 5, where the 
heat is very hot — about 250°. On my 
way here 1 passed Mr. Shaw and Mr. 
Harry Preston discussing boxing with 
Mr. Carnera. Mr. Preston, never a 
pale man, was very red indeed. Gener- 
ally in the hot rooms there is absolute 
silence, but both Mr. Shaw and Mr. 
Preston seemed to have a good deal to 
say. Looking about me, I can see some 
very distinguished bodies recumbent on 
the couches — Mr. Chesterton, Mr. 
Cochran, Mr. Hermann Finck, Lord 
Birkenhead, Lord Castlerosse, the 
Archbishop of York, Mr. Hugh Wal- 
pole and Mr. Tom Shaw. In this room 
there is no talking and nothing is to be 
heard but the panting of the various 
bodies. Lord Brentford has just cau- 
tiously entered the room. Lord Brent- 
ford has now gone out. I am now 
going to the shampoo room (Square 10). 

“It is Mr. Mervyn Flute speaking, 
from the Abdul Turkish Baths (Square | 
10] . Here the bodies are laid upon seven 
marble slabs and thoroughly soaped, 

, massaged and rinsed. Perhaps you can 
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hear the sound of splashing water 
and the rhythmic movements of the 
shampooers as they massage the chests 
or slap the livers of the bathers. Mr. 
Shaw (Bernard), Mr. Hulbebt, the 
Bishop of London, Mr. Harry Pres- 
ton, the Lord Chief Justice, Mr. 
George Robey and Lord Brentford 
are now lying on the slabs. What you 
heard then was the final slap which the 
shampooer (a powerful ex-sailor) ad- 
ministered to Lord Brentford’s liver. 
Mr. Shaw’s (Bernard’s) shampoo is 
nearly finished. The Lord Chief Jus- 
tice looks a size or two smaller. Lord 
Brentford is being hosed with a hose. 
After the hose the bather is led to a cold 
plunge-bath, the far end of which is in 
the frigidarkm, where the bather lies 
wrapped in towels till it is time to dress. 
The plunge-bath is optional, and Lord 
Brentford has decided to walk round. 
Mr. Shaw (Bernard) is now approach- 
ing the plunge-bath. It will be very 
interesting to see if this well-known 
writer takes the plunge-bath or walks 
round. Mr. Shaw is now standing ready 
for the plunge. Mr. Shaw has plunged. 

** I am now in the frigidarium 
(Square 1), where refreshments are 
served.. The Lord Chief Justice is 
weighing himself. Lord Brentford is 
enjoying a cocktail. Good-night, every- 
body, (roocZ-night 1” A. P. H. 

REFLECTION, 

We met, ’twas in the open street, 

I think on Tuesday last. 

And being strangers did not greet 
Each other as we passed. 

I did not find him grand in size 
Or great about the head ; 

I merely thought, how green his eyes ; 
His nose, alas, how red. 

His hat was right, his garb correct ; 

As far as I could see 
He did not consciously detect 
Anything odd in me. 

Just for a moment’s flash we met 
And parted, West and East ; 

The fact that we are strangers yet , 
Affects me not the least. 

But somewhere through this moving 
scene 

Of human joys and woes 
He wanders on — his eyes, how green ; 
How red, alas, his nose. Dum-Dum. 

Another Headdche lor Ghronolc^^sts. 

“Ib "was in 145T, two years after the War of 
Boses was started by the rival clans of New 
York and I^ancaster in England," 

Jajpanese Pajw. 

‘‘ Boots ALD m Low Water.” 

Heading in Ym'hshire Paper. 
arff glad to deduce that the floods 
.air#mWding. 


POTATOES. 

It is not merely because the English 
potato is declining, not merely because 
there is a potato dumping crisis, not 
merely because the growers have been 
obliged to form a British United Potato 
Marketing Board, that I intend to write 
about the potato. 

I have long desired to do it. There 
is nothing perhaps quite so beautiful 
as the English potato. Poets have 
spoken more often of the shining waves 
of wheat and the colour and scent of 
roses, but there is to me something 
infinitely lovelier in a field of potatoes 
touched by the first radiance of spring, 
every tuber hidden deep in the trenches, 
yet subconsciously fulfilling its destiny. 

We must not let our potato die. It 
has been with us too long. It has stood 
by us through thick and b^hin. It is part 
and parcel of our inheritance, I am in- 
clined to think that modern civilisation 
began with the potato, that is to say, 
the English potato, and that the potato, 
rather than the Eenaissanoe, brought 
about the change between the world as 
we know it to-day and the Middle Ages. 
With the potato came longevity, human- 
itarianism, toleration and the gradual 
inability to eat two boars and a pea- 
cock at every^ meal. As the potato 
spread its benign and gentle influence 
over Englishmen’s souls, feudal tyranny 
and religious warfare faded away. The 
noblest gift of a kindly providence, an 
acceptable gift to the rich man, the 
j poor man’s bread,” it has been called 
by a great writer, and that too befoi’e 
anyone had thought of serving it sauU 
or maitre d'MteL 

An American professor has recently 
announced that man is not descended 
from the ape or man-ape or ape-man, 
but rather from the proto-man or pre- 
man or early man-like man exhibiting 
anthropoid characteristics. 

I believe him to be wrong. I consider 
that man is descended from the potato, 
and I am reinforced in my view by the 
very old rune or distych of uncertain 
authorship — 

‘*TJie butclier, the baker, the candlestick- 
maker, 

They all came out of a roasted potato.” 

Or, as some scholiasts read — 

“ They all jumped out of a rotten potato.” 

This indicates, in my opinion, a far 
more ancient, and probably a truer, 
tradition of the origin of our species. 
It also explains why a lunch or dinner 
without potatoes leaves us with a sense 
of physical incompleteness, as though 
we lived in a two-dimensional world. 

I have been studying the history of 
the potato. It was not (as you supposed) 
brought to England by Sir Walter 


Ealbigh, but by^ Hawkins. The Ger- 
mans, with their usual proneness to 
error, believed that it was brought here 
by Drake and erected a statue to him 
at Baden as the first potato-bringer. It 
is clear to me that of all our Elizabethan 
sea-captains Hawkins is the man whose 
character the boon of the potato best 
fits. The Incas of Peru had long been 
potato-lovers, and it is very significant 
that riches and power are returning at 
long last to the continent where the 
potato has been always indigenous. 

“Potato ” is not the original form of 
the word. The Spaniards, who also 
I brought it to Europe, mentioned it first 
under the name of batata ovpapa. This 
is curious, because quite recently in 
England I have heard an English papa 
called a potato. 

The insignificant and futile CHABE.aEus, 
who wrote in 1566, includes the potato 
in a list of malign and poisonous plants, 
and the French for many years supposed 
that it caused leprosy. That may be 
true of foreign potatoes, but not of ours. 
How different in spirit was the gentle 
and high-minded Gerard, writing in 
1597, who shows himseU on the frontis- 
piece of his Herball holding a potato in 
his hand : — 

“Their knobbie roots are fastened into 
the stalkes with an infinite number of 
threadie strings,” he says, after speak- 
ing of the succulence of the plant. 
These are the tones of love. This man 
stands for ever among the pioneers of 
progress. 

It was long before the potato came 
into popular use, although the Eoyal 
Society did their best to encourage it 
in 1663. Ireland, then as ever the 
most civilised part of Europe, had long 
been enjoying the potato and finding 
in it the inspiration of fairy-story and 
of song. It is not known who was 
the first man to mash it or fry it in 
chips. 

The English potato, I say, must not 
die, for with its death the whole fabric of 
our culture would disappear. No trouble 
about market prices, no disposition to 
bant must be allowed to lead us back 
ever so little towards the bad old pre- 
potato days. 

“Dearly beloved brethren, 

Is it not a sin 
To peel a baked potato 
And throw away the skin ? ” 

we used to say in the nursery. And 
many Harley Street specialists agree. 
I have roasted potatoes in garden bon- 
fires until I burnt my fingers and there 
was nothing to eat but cinders and 
butter and salt. The potato thus 
twines itself round the earliest memories 
of childhood. And how often does not 
the dweller in the outposts of Empire 
thinkwith tears of the first newpotatoes 




of London, perhaps never to be tasted 
again ! 

I intend to repopnlarise the potato. 
England, if it is to be kept safe for 
anything, must be kept safe for potato- 
eating (though I do not really care for 
them boiled). The potato must go on. 
Let whoso will make a nation’s wars 
so long as I can write about her 
potatoes. The night hath a thousand 
eyes, the potato only a few. Shall they 
be put out by foreigners ? 

Bvbon and Shelley adored potatoes. 
I say so without fear of contradiction. 
Sydney Smith said of the potato — I 
have forgotten what, but something 


quite good. Nothingdispleased the great 
Peincb Oonsobt so much as a potato 
slightly underdone. Cablyle, that 
downrightphilosopher, invariably called 
a spud a spud. “ Show me a man who 
does not love potatoes,” said Heebbbt 
Spenceb, ‘‘and I will show jrou a fool.” 

With the actual cultivation of the 
potato, its infinite varieties, its pro- 
portions of starch, nitrogenous matter 
and fat, I have no time to deal. I 
reserve them for a future and still 
more' interesting article. But remem- 
ber that this must be a potato-eating 
Christmas. The potato must come first 
in our dreams, Evoe. 


Descriptions which are Saying a Lot. 

“ ‘ Londou’s Luro for Our Girls,* by Irene 

, the Most-Painted Woman in the World, 

next week .** — Weekly Paper, 

“Drop in the Severn. 

Heady response to Mayor of Gloucester's 
appeal .’* — Bristol Paper, 

Every little helps. 

“Sunderland Philharmonic Society. 

The Philharmonic Choir will sing — 

‘ Blast Pair of Sirens ’ (Parry).” 

Sunderland Paper, 

That ’s what we say when a brace of 
tugs come screaming down the river 
under our bedroom window at 3.0 a.m. 
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get married some time or other, though about it, and before the princes went 
SIIVIPLE STORIES. ig ^ little young for it now. 01 out to the swamp to try and kill the 

The Dbagon. course she must marry a prince, but dragon the King always gave them a 

Once a long time ago there was a there are plenty of them about, and it nice banquet with plenty of wine 
very horrible dragon thafe settled itself won’t so much matter if they haven’t pd flowers on the table and interest- 
in a swamp near a city and began to got kingdoms of their own as they will ing people to talk to. And at the end 
eat up the people who lived near it. have half of mine. of the banquet some trumpets were 

So of course they didn’t go on living And the counsellors said but will you blown and the Princess oame in look- 
there but came into the city, where like giving up half of your kingdom? and ing too utterly lovely and the f 
there was less chance of the dragon he said oh of course it will be for me to who had come that week was allowed 
getting at them. say which half. to talk to her for half-an-hour on a 

Well nothing happened for about a Now the Princess was too beautiful sofa, and then her governess took her 
week because the dragon was sleepy for words, but as she was so young and up to bed. And they all fell so much 
after its last meal and was drinking had been kept in the schoolroom until in love with her that they never minded 
water out of the swamp as it didn’t be- then none of the princes who wanted going to the swamp the next morning 
lieve in drinking with its meals. But to get married knew much about her to fight with the dr^on. 
when it began to feel hungry _ But the Princess didn t fall 

again it came waddling up to ^ so 

the city to see what had be- W \&. al she didn t mind it as much as 

come of all the people. And . 1 ^ she might have done when they 

everybody saw it come, and i' never came back again, though 

they had time to shut all the _ - ii — r of course she was sorry for their 

gates, but that didn’t make any ’ t ,1 • 

diflerence because the dragon ^ 'r if\ ^ r- ^ Well it doesn t say in the 

just blew fire at them out of histories how many princes 

its nose until they were burnt VrJT dragon, but 

down. And it was no use their . s /" - <3^ there must have been a good 

shooting arrows at it because T ^Siuy, and one of them must 

its skin was so hard and thick ' ) V ^ have run away, because the 

that they didn’t even stick in it - -jlf Jff hungry and came 

and none of them got through. 

So all they had time to do was ^ ^ '' * 09 !^ a la“® poul*®’^®“^ "who was 

to take a murderer out of prison goi°g along the street. And 

and tie him to a post just inside . * presently there was only one 

the gate and then mn away f ' v , 5 ^^- pri“®® 1 ®^* ’^bo came from a 

again. So the dragon ate the V loiig way off, and if he didn’t 

murderer and waddled back to C manage to kill the dragon the 

its swamp. ^ - Kingdidn’tknowwhatonearth 

Well the King lost no time , ' "V ' ^0 “®^*‘ ^^® well 

in collecting all his counsellors '■-< it is no good worrying before- 

together to make a plan about band, let us enjoy the banquet, 

it. And he said to them it is ^ Now when the Princess heard 

very unfortunate this happen- #. was 

ingjustnowbecausel was just s ^ coming she said to her old nurse 

arranging for a nice little war, ^ \ /- / supposing he doesn’t kill the 

we haven’t had one for some r ^ dragon, what will happen then? 

timeandthesoldiersaregetting ® “"w *" ' ' 'f/i-. And the old nurse said oh I 

fat and lazy, but of course we waddled back to ixs swamp ” easily arrange that for you. 

must get rid of the dragon first. ‘ ‘ ' ’ I was a witch before I came to 




-- \ 
\ s 

“SO THE DBAGON 




WADDLED BACK TO ITS SWAMP.” 


in love with any of them, so 
she didn’t mind it as much as 
she might have done when they 
never came back again, though 
of course she was sorry for their 
relations. 

Well it doesn’t say in the 
histories how many princes 
tried to kill the dragon, but 
there must have been a good 
many, and one of them must 
have run away, because the 
dragon was hungry and came 
into the city the next day and 
took a lame poulterer who was 
going along the street. And 
presently there was only one 
prince left who came from a 
long way off, and if he didn’t 
manage to kill the dragon the 
Kingdidn’t knowwhaton earth 
to do next. And he said well 
it is no good worrying before- 
hand, let us enjoy the banquet. 

Now when the Princess heard 
that the last prince of all was ! 
coming she said to her old nurse 
supposing he doesn’t kill the 
dragon, what will happen then? 

And the old nurse said oh I 
can easily arrange that for you. 

I was a witch before I came to 


And the counsellors said well how except that she would be quite rich be your nurse, only I had got very tired 
are we to get rid of ifc ? and one of them when her father died. But the King of it because it led to so much un- 
said much the best way will be to give had a lot of pictures done of her with pleasantness so I was glad to take the 
it a murderer once a week and perhaps her hair up and sent them all round, situation. I will give you a tabloid 
that will keep it quiet. and presently all the princes who that makes whoever swallows it invis- 

And the King said oh that ’s silly, weren’t married and were brave enough ible for any time up to half-an-hour, so 
for one thing we haven’t got enough not to mind about the dragon were all you will have to do is to give it to 
murderers, and besides the dragon is sure sending in and asking to have their the Prince and he can swallow it just 
to vrant a change of diet. None of you names put down, before he begins to fight the dragon, so 

seem to have read history, the only Well the King was pleased at this, then the dragon won’t see him and he 
thing to do with dragons is to send and he got his counsellors to help him can stick his sword through its eye and 
out notices that anybody who kills one make a list, so that he could invite one that will kill it. 

which has happened to turn up shall prince a week, beginning with the one Well the Princess thought this was 
marry the King’s daughter and have who lived nearest, and keep the dragon a very good arrangement and when she 
half his kingdom. quiet until one of them managed to kill went down after the banquet she took 

And the counsellors said well that it. But it all took a little time, and the tabloid with her. But directly she 
might work, but it is more a thing for they had to give the dragon another saw the Prince she thought it would be 
yam than for us. murderer until the first prince had made so awful to marry somebody who was 

And. Ihe King said well I have only his arrangements. perfectly hideous and bald and middle' 

gob oisie daughter and she will have to Well the Princess had been told all aged that she didn’t know what to do 
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AS IT WAS. 

“Papa, I ’m exceedingly sorby, I pear I ’ve broken 
THE Christmas gift you gate me.” 



“ John, I ’m awfully sorry, I 'm afraid I *ve broken 
the Christmas present I gave you.” 


about it, but waited until he came to 
sit on the sofa beside her. 

But he didn’t come to sit on the sofa 
beside her, because he didn’t want to 
marry somebody as young as she was, 
he only wanted half of the kingdom. 
And he was having such an interestiag 
talk with the King about; some new 
dungeons he had been making that he 
sent his page to sit beside her instead. 

Well directly she saw the page, whose 
name was Morizel, the Princess fell in 
love with him, and of course he was in 
love with her because nobody who was 
young could help being, and as the gov- 
erness had gone upstairs to read a book 
they had a lovely talk together and 
settled what they would do. 

So the next morning the Princess 
asked if she might go to the swamp to 
see the fight with the dragon, and the 
King said yes let ’s all go and make a 
picnic of it. So they all went, and of 
course the dragon killed the Prince, and 
the King said well that ’s the last of 
them and after we have had lunch we 
must think what we are going to do next. 

So then Plorizel stepped forward, and 
he said if I kill the dragon may I marry 
thePrincess ? I don’t want hallf the king- 
dom, you can keep that for yourself. 

And the King said well if there had 
been any princes left I should have said 
no, but as there aren’t any more you 
can have her if you kill the dragon. 

So Plorizel said thank you, and 
directly he had said it the King said 
why where ever has he gone ? 

Well of course Plorizel was invisible 


because he had just swallowed the 
tabloid which the Princess had given 
him. And the next thing that hap- 
pened was that the dragon looked up 
from eating the Prince and gave a great 
howl of anguish and the Wood began 
to spurt out of its right eye and pre- 
sently it was dead. 

And there was Plorizel kissing the 
Princess and she was kissing him, and 
the King was so pleased at getting rid 
of^ the dragon at last that he didn’t 
mind at all. 

So they got married and loved each 
other more and more as the years 
rolled on. A. M, 

THE LIMITATIONS OF PROPHECY 
FOR 1930. 

As the last lap of the declining year 
Lands us upon the brink of 1930, 
What auguries confront the anxious seer 
When, with prophetic faculties alert, 
he 

Ponders the omens, seeking to divine 
Whether the forecast should be “ Pairly 
fine,” 

‘‘Dull ” or “Distinctly dirty ” ? 

Show mo the turkey ! Let me utter sooth 
And in an outburst of inspired pre- 
diction 

Puncture the veil that hides from us the 
truth. 

Alas ! I see no end to one affliction : — 
Murder and rapine, every sort of crime 
Threaten us from the farther side of 
time. 

So much for next year’s fiction. 


In matters appertaining to the State 
Appears some cause for modest 
jubilation : 

Our senators, relentless in debate, 

Will spare no word to save an ailing 
nation, 

Nor will they in their virtuous zeal re- 
fuse 

Actively to consider “ avenues ” 
Worthy of exploration. 

Abroad, warlike alarums will be few 
With Eamsay as the Pact’s protective 
genie ; 

Pres. Hoover will as rigorously eschew 
^Big navies as he *d shun a dry Martini ; 

While peeping with respectful awe at 
Eome 

One notes the laurel still adorns the 
dome 

Of Signor Mussolini. 

Loud stunts we still must suffer from 
the Press ; 

New causes will be boosted, others 
mocked at ; 

But to what purpose I decline to guess — 
A failure that I trust you won’t be 
shocked at, 

Since even the most self-confident of 
seers, 

Pitted against our journalistic peers, 
Gets knocked into a cocked hat. 

0. L. M, 

“The Aga Khan’s Wife to Eaoe Her 
OWN Horses.” 

Headline in Evening Pajper, 

This seems to us to be carrying femin- 
ine athletics a little too far. 




.2 



AND SO. WE GO ON 

{Being an intelligent forecast of ilie 

Correspondence Gohimns of a popular 

Wireless Journal of the futm-e). 

To the Editor, 

Dear Sir, — Cannot somethicg be 
done to brighten .the broadcast pro- 
grammes ? Last night’s televised tour 
of London’s monuments may have in- 
terested a few lookers-in, but I am sure 
the majority prefer items of a more 
popular nature, such as Piccadilly Circus 
by night. In any case seven rninutes’ 
transmission of the Albert Memorial is 
more than the eye can bear. 

Yours faithfully, A, J. K. 

Dear Sir, — Some of the wireless, 
announcers are developing the most 
irritating mannerisms. I particularly 
dislike the bald-headed man who fidgets 
with his tie. And who is the nervous 
youth whose ears twitch eveiy time a’ 
director enters the studio? , 

Yours faithfully, , 

(Miss) Martha Mbekins. 

DaAR Congratulations to the 
BJBC. upon the excellent transmission 
of the Beauty Competition. I venture 


to suggest, however, that the result 
would have been more satisfactory if 
the judges had attended it in person. 
One cannot help feeling that seme of 
their receiving sets must have been out 
of order, otherwise they would surely 
have awarded the first prize to the 
young lady in puce pyjamas. 

Yours faithfully, 

Reginald Darcy (Capt.). 

Dear Sir, — I think it was a mistake 
to allow the Hon. Mrs. Gargoyle to 
read her own fairy stories during the 
Children’s Hour last night. My little, 
boy was so frightened by her face that 
he refuses to'look-in again. 

Yours truly,' A Mother. 

Dear Sir, — "When will the dancers 
at the Savoy Hotel refrain from the 
.childish habit of steppmg in front of 
the radioscope to wave and smile greet- 
ings to their friends who are looking- 
in? I detest the sight of them. 

Yours faithfully, A, K. N. 

Dear Sir, — ^My radio receiver has 
developed colour distortion. During the 
‘exhibition of billiards last night the 
champion*s nose frequently assumed 
a bright green hue with occasional 


magenta spots. Can any reader ac- 
count for this ? 

Yours truly, ‘‘Puzzled.” 

Dear Sir, — Since the new regional 
transmitter has been broadcasting the 
London programme from the Shetland ^ 
Isles I cannot get any other station! 
without interference. Whilst watching , 
a recent performance of a Continental | 
talking film, the power of the local | 
transmitter was so great that the sig- 1 
nals mingled, with the result that the | 
heroine appeared to have the voice, i 
whiskers and cheek of Mr. Bernard | 
Shaw. [ 

Yours faithfully, 0. H. M. | 

Dear Sir, — ^Your readers may be in- 
terested to hear that, on Tuesday last , 
at 2 A.M., with my sixteen-valve super- 
sensitive “ Televisaroma,” I received; 
an experimental transmission from the ; 
Chicago Opera House with remarkable ! 
clarity. The only fault in an otherwise ; 
perfect reception (it may, of course, ' 
have been due to a flaw in my olfactory 
valve) was that, in the rose-garden scene,, 
the prima donna appeared to have been 
eating garlic. 

Yours faithfully, Experimenter. 
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ESSENPF OF PARI lAMFMT ^ further stage of the Unemploy- did allthat could be done toput the entire 

' ment Insurance Bill produced the new onus of finding jobs for the jobless ’on 
Thursday^ Decejuber^ 12th — In Com- ‘‘genuinely seeking work ’’clause, which the State. Mr. Allen, a Unionist Mem- 
mittee on the Traffic^Bill the Lords bent quickly revealed itself as not requiring ber for Belfast, probably expressed the 
their minds chiefly to the question of the unemployed to seek work at all but general opinion when he stated that it 
driving tests for motorists. Lord Cecil ad- merely to sit at home and wait to be was better to run no risk of doing in- 


vocated a test which might 
have been regarded as desir- 
able if the noble lord’s pro- 
posals for rearing hummocks 
m village streets and trap- 
ping the hastening motorist 
with trenches dug in the 
road had received serious 
consideration. Lord Howe 
opposed compulsory tests as 
impracticable, but said he 
would move an amendment 
to provide for voluntary 
tests. 

This brought Lord Ban- 
bury into the fray. What 
would be the good of a volun- 
tary test ? he asked. Lord 
Howe said that if there was 
an accident the first thin g the 
Court would inquire would 
be if the driver had passed 



j /C n 







MOEE HASTE, LESS EEEE. 

Lord Banbury imaoinss himself to be run over by a 

MOTORIST WHO HAS PASSED A VOLUNTARY EXAMINATION AND IS 
THEREFORE IMMUNE FROM PENALTY. 


j ustice to men who were con- 
scientiously seeking work. 

The House crowned a busy 
day by setting up a Com- 
mittee to consider the comic 
Musical Copyright Bill. 

Friday, December ISth — 
One swallow makes no sum- 
mer, but three Scotsmen can 
make a full-dress debate. 
Mr. Scott, Major Dudgeon 
and Mr. MaoEobbrt talked 
Scottish Small Holdings to 
a House containing not even 
the shadow of a quorum. 
Doubtless the faithful were 
lurking without, ready, if 
challenged, to rush in and 
bring to fruition a Bill which 
amongotlier things gives the 
right to the Scottish small- 
holder who suspects the 


a voluntary test. In that case, retorted notifiedthatthere wasa job going. This lordly stag, the insidious grouse and 
Lord Banbury, the magistrate would say, new arrangement, the Minister admitted, wanton ptarmigan of scoffing his veget- 
“ You can go and run over Lord Banbury would add another ninety thousand to ables to protect himself against their 
and nothing will happen because you the benefit-drawing unemployed and depredations by pursuing tnem to their 
have passed a voluntary examination.” cost another four-and-a-half millions, lairs in somebody else’s domain. 

The more skilful a driver was the more Mr. Maxton’s almo^ hearty endorse- Monday, December 16th — ^The For- 


have passed a voluntary examination.” 
The more skilful a driver was the more 
dangerous he was. ■ What was wanted 
was not examination but road sense. 

Lord Brentford a greed that the “road 
hog” would always pass an examina- 
tion with flying colours. Lord Howe’s 
amendment d d not, but the Under- 
secretary for India by way of con- 
solation accepted another Amendment 
from the noble and high-speed lord, 
increasing from three to five days the 
allowed time for producing one’s licence 
at a police-station. 

The Hunt would be up and all would 
be up with the Hunt if Mr. Freeman, 
the Labour Member for N.E. Leeds, had 
his way. But his request that the Home 
Sboretary should institute a- public 
inquiry into “ all forms of sport in which 
the suffering of animals is involved” 
) was received coldly. 

Mr. Clynes demurred on the ground 
of the state of public business, adding 
that he “was not lacking in informa- 
tion.” This might have referred to 
the Home Secretary’s fellow-feeling 
for all small hunted creatures; but 



HEAVY GOING. 
{After Leech). 


SIGN Secretary refused to be drawn on 
the subject of the Pravda^s depraved 
remarks on the British coal industry or 
a Comintern booklet on Egypt. On the 
other hand, he assured Sir N. Grattan- 
Doylb that no diplomatic privileges 
bad been sought or granted for members 
of Arcos, Ltd.’s staff. 

The derisory note that has crept into 
all Questions to the Minister of Agri- 
culture was peculiarly audible when 
Mr. Smithers asked if it was still the 
policy of the Government that land 
should come under public control. An 
evasive answer drew from Mr. Frank 
Owen, the “baby” of the House, an 
impulsive demand to know when the 
Minister of Agriculture was going to 
be brought under Government control. 
On the other hand, another Question, 
this time by Mr. Granville, asking 
when the Government intended to in- 
troduce its agricultural policy, |ave Mr. 
Buxton an opportunity of reeling off a 
catalogue of minor benevolences which, 


for all small hunted creatures; but mr. Clynes accepts the suggestion if I'eally represeat the Govern- 
Maior OoLFOX evidently thought other- that he should utilise the Christmas ment’s agricultural policy, fully explain 
wise forheursedtherkhthon. eentle- I^ecess to get some personal experience the Minister’s ardent anxiety to shun 
’i.* tc OF THE hunting-field. nn this subiecfc. 


man to “use the opportunity provided ^ , , debate on this ; 

by the Christmas recess to get some mentof the Clause was in itself sufficient — 

personal experience.” to indicate that, short of pensioning off' “ it had happsi 

Mr. Clynes did not respond, nor is it the unemployed (a course that Major glazec 

true that he was subsequently seen^ in Davies intimated might ultimately be- feet, useless, 
a Quiet corner of the Lobby murmuring come necessary with the “hard core of Even worse thi 


debate on this subject. 

“ It had happened in two seconds ! . . . . 
j 's eyes, glazed and tortured, straggled to 


-Daily Paper, 


a quiet corner of the Lobby murmuring come necessary with the “hard core of Even worse than having your heart in 
“ Yoicks 1 ” permanently unemployed ” ), the Clause your mouth. 




MUMPS. 

A Merey Christmas Song. 

My wife, poor thing, has got the mumps ; 
Her Deck is just a lot of lumps ; 

Her Christmas she will speud in bed, 
Consumiog gruel, milk and bread; 

And it is cruel 
To play with gruel 
When turkeys are the trumps ; 

I say it *s crule 
To spend one’s Yule 
In quarantine for mumps. 

My wife has gone and got the mumps ; 
The family are in the dumps ; 

It would enrage a plaster saint 
To get this infantile complaint 
At Christmas-time, 

When birds are prime 
And off go all our humps ; 

I say it ’s hard 
To be debarred 
From merriment by mumps. 

What is the use of doctors who 
Know all the things that doctors do, 
Can draw a complicated plan 
Of what goes on inside a man, 

And tell what *s best 
For someone’s chest 
With three well- chosen thumps, 
But in a case 
Of swollen face 

Can only say, ‘‘It ’s mumps ” ? 

Has Sdence with impartial pride 
Mapped out the stars and my inside, 


Yet can’t it obviate or check 
A silly swelling in the neck ? 

Why such conceit 
In Harley Street ? 

What are their stomach-pumps, 
Their diets, dopes 
And stethoscopes ? 

They cannot stop the mumps ! 

But we will garlands to her bring. 
Hang holly round the bed and sing, 
“Oh, may the man who gave her 
mumps 

Be wed to five successive frumps, 

And may his stocks 
Take nasty knocks 
In all the Wall Street slumps I ” 

For it is crule 
To spend one’s Yule 
In quarantine for mumps. 

A,P.H. 

Our Potted Prelates* 

“Rev. J. P. was concentrated Bishop 

ten years ago .” — Canadian Paper, 

“Legal Examination Success. 

Mr. Douglas , of Sidmouth, was suocess- 

fnl at the &ial examination of the Lad Society 
held on the 4sth and 5th of November last.” 

Local Paper, 

The morning after the Final Examina- 
tion must have been a memorable one. 

“Pond of sport and poor at conversation, 
her arms, though excellent on the tennis- 
court, were a little over-developed for the even- 
ing.”— Afon^AZj/ Paper. 

One of these strong silent women. 


WHERE ARE WE GOING P 

My newspaper, to the great joy of 
its many registered readers, is running 
another series of Striking Articles. I 
dare say other newspapers are similarly 
engaged ; indeed, without the Striking 
Article the modern Press would scarcely 
be what it is. 

What is a Striking Article ? 

A Striking Article is one that can 
be advertised as Outspoken, Fearless, 
Provocative and Eefreshingly Un- 
conventional ; one that Calls a Spade 
I a Spade and is Certain to Arouse 
Widespread Interest. 

Very well. Now we can get on. 

The problem that has been worrying 
me, and which ought to worry every- 
body, is entitled “Where Are We 
Going? ” I have others on my mind, 
of course, but somehow it does seem 
particularly urgent to know where one 
is going. I believe the newspapers 
have often had series of striking articles 
by brilliant young novelists (or maybe 
they were powerful articles by leading 
public men and women) , entitled ‘ ‘ W here 
Are We Going?” but in spite of that, 
whenever I have put the question to 
I people, I have noticed an extraordinary 
uncertainty in their replies. In other 
words they do not appear to know. So 
it is evident that the final Cutspoken, 
Fearless, Provocative and Eafreshingly 
Unconventional word remains to be said. 
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AT THE PICTURES. 

A Bad Man Marred. 

One feels resentful enougli when a 
favourite actor on the real stage is not 
true to type; but how much more so 
when film actors disappoint! They 
should always be the same. Take for 
example George Bancroft. We go 
where he is advertised for no other 



i’ILM VOGUES, 

Mr, Gjeobge Bancroft ThunderhoW^ Jim 
Lang) to Mr, Eiojsard Arlen (Bob Moran), 
“Hullo, Dick, you too I They ’re putting 
us ALL IN * CLINK* CAGES NOW— AND HOW I 1” 

purpose than to see a very tall, very 
strong, hard-bitten American, with a 
walk leisurely but menacing and irre- 
sistible, and an instantaneous way, 
whether as a tough or a detective, with his 
fist and his gun ; and, if our expectations 
are always high, no matter what picture 
he is in, how much higher must they 
be when he is the central figure of one 
called TMmderboU ! George Bancroft 
as “ Thunderbolt,^^ the most dreaded 
criminal in New York, the man who is 
wanted for robbery and murder : what 
could be more promising than that ? 

Judge then of our sorrow when we 
find that almost all his thunder is over ; 
the bolts have all been shot. There is 
hushed talk about his unscrupulousness 
and his might — a negro night-club 
attendant says to a friend, ‘^One smack 
of his fist and your jaw is only the place 
where your teeth used to be ’’—but this 
fist is hardly employed at all and he 
never pulls a gun on anybody. In fact, 
he is almost at once arrested, convicted 
and sentenced to the chair; and the 
rest of the film is concerned with his 
change of heart. 

George Bancroft, bandit and killer, 
with a change of heart I Unbelievable. 
More than unbelievable ; extremely dis- 


tasteful to his old admirers. Will it be 
credited that not only does he make no 
effort to escape but allows all his plans 
for revenge to fade away? I hope he will 
soon revert to wallops and brutal force. 
If there must be conversions on the 
films let the converts be other than this : 
new performers, not the old and the 
trusted. 

He is so foolish, too, that our sym- 
pathies leave him even before the de- 
terioration sets in. After the usual 
scene at headquarters, wheft the usual 
chief detective (with his soft hat and 
insolence) informs the usual under-detec- 
tives (with their soft hats and resentful- 
ness) that the darned crook has got to be 
brought in or he ’ll sack the lot of them— 
even after this the Thwidei^bolt makes no 
effort to disguise himself but moves about 
the streets with his habitual provocative 
and recognisable gait,* first on his way 
to a night-club to meet his ex-girl, and 
later, accompanied by a tell-tale dog, on 
his way to destroy the youth who has 
cut him out (** Just let me hit him once — 
only once ”) : an outstanding figure for 
every cop in the force to identify and 
apprehend. Little wonder that he is so 
quickly behind the bars. 

The ex-girl, Bitzie, is played ably by 
Miss Fay Wray, and Mr. Eichard 
Arlen does his best with her new 
lover ; but we can’t take much stock in 
either and shall never understand why 
they have to meet secretly in the Park 
and go home separately at midnight. 
The part of the dog, who is, I fancy, 
intended to symbolize the Thunderbolt's 
regrettable better nature, is in the 
capable paws of “King Tut.” 

Thunderbolt belongs to the old style, 
with captions andmusiefor every action ; 
although it began, I am told, as a talkie. 




A new talkie, with much movement 
and vivacity, is The Saturday Night Kid, 
in which the popular Miss Clara Bow 
plays a good girl in a Department Stores ; 
and Miss Jean Arthur plays her sister, 
a bad girl, in the same place of business ; 
and Mr. James Hall is the floor assist- 
ant whom Janie, the bad girl, tries to 
take away from May me, the good. The 
bad girl’s meannesses, deceptions and 








NOT “THE SATUBDAY NIGHT KID.” 
Miss Streeter • , Miss Edna May Oliver, 


SISTEELY LOVE ; OR, THE “IT” GIRL. 
Mayme Barry. , , . Miss Clara Bow. 
Janie Barry .... Miss Jean Arthur. 

thefts get punished in the end after 
Mayme has put in some very damaging 
work on her pretty face with both lefts 
and rights — a novelty among women of 
the films, and one to be used sparingly. 
All ends with the customary embrace. 

Miss Clara Bow is always animated, 
but I do not personally esteem her voice 
above her silence, and she is handicapped 
in her serious moments by a mouth that 
persistently registers amusement. The 
best performance of all is that of Miss 
Edna May Oliver as a saleswoman of 
commanding personality and the author 
of a pageant of departmental store 
service which, although rehearsed, never 
gets performed. For the reason why, 
t^he reader is urged to see the film. 

E.V.L. 

THE DUCHESS THEATRE. 

At the end of his notice of Tunnel 
Trench Mr, Punch, after congratulat- 
ing the architect of the new Duchess 
Theatre on his design, added that “ it 
does not empty itself anything like 
quickly enough,” In case this reserva- 
tion may seem to have done an in- 
justice to the architect, he wishes to 
say that the technical regulations laid 
down by the authorities for the con- 
struction cf theatres have of course 
been complied with. 



THE POETASTER^S APOLOGY. 

'Tis not for me laboriously to linger 
Over the quest of “jewels five words long 

That sparkle upon Time's outstretched forefinger ” 
And lend immortal lustre to a song. 

It is no good — nullum sanguineum bonum — 

For the poor bard who merely boils the pot 

To wander per sepulcra regionum 
Or meddle with the magic of ShaloiL 

The minstrel boy who sings to earn his supper 
Should give a miss to metric anarchists, 

And, studying the works of Maetin Tuppee, 

Avoid the lure of precious prosodists. 

Dreams of renown can only lull or dope us, 

For the stark salient fact cannot be hid 

That Milton for his deathless magmcm opus 
Only received five miserable quid. 

While Whitman (Walt), the great barbaric yawper, 
Could never be accused of waxing rich, 

And was indeed no better than a pauper 
Compared with Mrs. Wilhelmina Stitch. 

So, envying not the millions of a Moegan, 

A Eockefellee or a Heney Fobd, 

Contentedly I grind my barrel-organ 
To pay the charges of my bed and board. 

Or, if allowed the metaphor to vary, 

Leaving the way of eagles in the lurch. 


I sedulously ape the caged canary 
And chirp and twitter on my humble perch ; 

Unvexed, unterrified by wild surmises 
And unrefreshed by paradisal dews, 

But curbing with five-finger exercises 
The wayward motions of my mundane Muse. 

Eegardless of the Cosmic Whence or Whither, 
The shears of Atropos, the rope of Norns, 

And resolutely disinclined to dither 
Impaled upon some dire dilemma's horns. 

Life, as great Wilcox sings, is sad and serious, 
But sunshine mingles with the hail and sleet ; 

And, while desipience may be deleterious, 

In season it is often passing sweet. 

The meeds of genius fade into the distance ; 

We lesser fry, in these precarious times, 

Are wise to blend, in lines of least resistance, 

A minimum of reason with our rhymes. 


Ancestor-Barter* 

am 28 years of age and have fair complexion and will williugly 
exchange photographs and also my family for generations. Both 
cannot be questioned.” — West-Country Paper. 

Perhaps it is just as well. 


“Mrs. is a white-haired oil lady, but she behaved with great calm 

and courage through her long and trying ordeal. 

We have always admired the similar calm with which the 
oil ladies at Burlington House face the summer crowds. 
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THE NEW PHYSICS. 

I HAVE lately been reading some jolly 
books on Physics, all about Einstein 
and Sir Isaac Newton (now a hopeless 
back number, poor fellow, though un- 
doubtedly a trier in his day), and light 
and electrons and things of that kind. 
Every work I have tackled so far has 
been written by an F.R.S. ; indeed I 
refused to look at any author without 
this credential, not caring to accept the 
guidance of amateurs. And now I am 
asking myself, What have I learnt from 
these volumes ? 

Well, the first piece of definite know- 
ledge I have acquired is that 
the basis of classical Physics 
is all wrong; classical Physics 
simply haven’t got a leg to 
stand on. This must be true 
because Professor Eddington, 

F.RS., heads the first chapter 
of his entertaining book, “ The 
Downfall of Classical Phy- 
sics ” ; and who am I that I 
should question the dicta of 
Professor Eddington? 

And who, I should like to 
know, is J ones ? In my frame 
of space and time (note that 
phrase, the outcome of my 
recent studies) I have no room 
for my next-door neighbour, 

Jones, nor for that matter 
have any of us who share a 
compartment with him on the 
8.45 A.M. to Victoria, since, 
in addition to weighing some 
eighteen stone, he is a loud 
and laborious early^morning i 
breather. These are not, how- ! 
ever, his only offences. As a 
scientist of sorts (though un- 
likely, I suspect, ever to be- 
come anF.R.S.).he frequently 
refers in contemptuous tones 
to what he calls my lack of 
education, because, forsooth, 

I read Latin and Greek at 

school and did not waste my 

time in creating unwholesome smells in 
a laboratory. I have now a neat counter 
for his next onslaught. “ Tut, tut, my 
man,” I shall say with a wave of my 
hand, I have discovered what you are 
— a mere Newtonian. The bottom is 
out of your school of Physics. Run 
away and read Eddington.” That 
ought to jolt him. 

Another impression I have gained is 
that the modern top-notchers in Physics 
are by no means the dry-as-dust fogies 
I had imagined them to be. On the 
contrary they seem to be emphatically 
lovers of the wide, open, inter-stellar 
spaces, ready for any daring adventure 
and brimming over too with fun and 
high spirits. Their speciality is speed. 


and on almost every page they are in- 
viting the reader to dash round the 
world in an aeroplane or hop off on 
a trip to Sirius or Neptune. They have 
only one regret— that it is impossible for 
a material body to rival the speed of 
light, which is, to within an inch or so, 
one-hundred-and- eighty - six thousand 
miles a second. 

Talking of velocities, I always used 
to think of the heavenly bodies as fairly 
humming through space, but I gather 
now that, compared with light, they are 
all in the also-ran class. The earth, for 
instance, in her path round the sun, 
dodders along at a paltry nineteen mdes 
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Jones (completely lost in fog). “By Jove, ice I' 

a second, while the sun himself, who is j 
cautiously advancing towards a possibly I 
unpleasant contact with the constella- 
tion Hercules, seems to be a pretty 
slow mover. This may be due to sheer 
funk, though another view is that he is 
just practising a preliminary sparring 
movement, and as he warms to his work 
will get quicker on his feet. There are, 
however, on our planet itself some bodies 
which are constantly putting up vei'y 
creditable speed records. I refer to the 
electrons. The distinguishing features of 
an electron are: first, that the rate at 
which he buzzes round his private 
Brooklands, the atom, makes it quite 
impossible to catch him ; and, secondly, 
that, even supposing you got him by 


a fluke, he is so small that you could 
not bisect him with a razor-blade or 
stab him with a pin. 

As an illustration of his extreme 
minuteness I need only remind you 
that the material portion of the human 
body is composed of electrons, the rest 
of it being merely space; and it has 
been calculated that, if we could elimi- 
nate the space intervals between those 
tiny fellows and pack them all together 
in a solid lump, a man would be re- 
duced to a size which would render him 
barely visible with the aid of a magni- 
fying-glass. When I look at Jones 
this seems absurd. But there it is ; 

r.“ I Professor^ Eddington has 

said it; and after reading his 
book I feel I can believe 
anything. 

Last night I had a happy 
dream. Jones and I were 
by ourselves in a railway- 
carriage, and he was looking 
larger and breathing more 
stertorously than ever. He 
had just opened his mouth 
to begin one of his fatuous 
arguments, when suddenly — 
how the feat was accom- 
plished I cannot remember — 
I compressed his electrons. 
Then, after studying him for 
a short time through a micro- 
scope which I found on the 
seat beside me, I put him in 
a match-box and hurled him 
through the window, not to 
■perdition (at least, I hope 
not), but to what Eddington 
calls the Absolute Elsewhere. 
I am not quite certain where 
that is, but it seemed an ap- 
propriate locality for Jones. 

Brighter Athletics. 

“The next event the shot put 
went to Hirschfeld(Germany) , who 
hurdled the shot 16.61 metres.” 

^ Tientsin Paper. 

Our ambition has always been 

to pole-jump the hundred yards. 

“A gene is something that has" never been 
seen or felt.” — From Book on Science of Life, 

This is not Dempsey’s opinion. 

“His previous reference to the matter had, 
he said, caused some comment in artistic 
circles, and he washed to remove any mis- 
apprehension.” — Liverpool Paper, 

Most people do it just to remove dirt. 

, “A new make of oar is fitted with rubber- 
cord suspension instead of springs. This 
means that there is no rebound when the car 
hits inequalities in the road.” 

From a Catalogue. 

The best pedestrians, of course, only 
bounce once. 
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SMALL BOYS, 

I LIKE small boys : 

I like tbeir noise 
And the things they hear, 
Things that would make 
Their sisters quake 
With fear — 

The goblin-folk ^ 

That croak 
Beside the creek ; 

The tiny elves 
That hide themselves 
And squeak 
Behind 
The door ; 

That never grind 
Their teeth 
Or snore, 

But lie instead 
Beneath 
A little bed 
And set to words 
The songs 
Of sleepy birds 
And dinner-gongs, 

Of taps 

And ra 25 or-straps, 

Of corks that pop 
And things 
That fall 

With clumsy wings 
Or flop 

Against the wall. 

I like small boys 
And they like me. 

I lilce their noise 
And the things they see — 
Green eyes they flash 
Their torches on 
When daylight ’s gone ; 

Grey, things that dash . . 
Across the park 
At dark , 

And splash 
Into the lake 
Merely to make 
A small boy 
Leap for joy 
And think 
Of water-sprites, 

Of nurseless sands 
And fairy-lights 
That wink 
In pixie hands ; 

Things that you, 

However wise, 

Shall never know, 

For it ’s only eyes 
Of a certain blue 
And curls that grow 
Just so, 

Grubby knees 

And a grubbier hand — 

These 

Are the keys 

To Fairyland. J . M. B. 












OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

The most characteristic story in Lady Hosiers Portrait 
of a Chinese Lady (Hodder and Stoughton) is the story 
of the Chinese magnate who owed it to his dignity to be 
president of all the local societies. It did not in the least 
worry him that he was President of the Society for Pre- 
serving the. Town Wall and President of the Society for 
Tearing Down the Wall and Making a Tramway. In the 
same comprehensive spirit he furthered the maintenance 
of ancient temples for religious purposes and the trans- 
mutation of these relics of barbarism into thoroughly up-to- 
date schools and hospitals. Lady Hosie is, if she does not 
mind my saying so, of a similar turn of mind for dissimilar 
reasons, and, having read her extraordinarily informative 
account of Mrs, Sung and her contemporaries — ^the modern 
Chinese woman confronted by modern problems — I am not 
at all sure that her attitude, though illogical, is avoidable. 
Lovers of China wish that country the best of both Orient 
and Occident, In many respects she seems to be enjoying 
the worst. The appalling speed of her transition from native 
culture to cosmopolitan is, of course, the main dilBculty; 
the graver side of the book is given over to its heartrending 
maladjustments. The work of both English and American 
educationists arises for consideration — discerning and 
devoted efforts to share approved treasures, hectic recom- 
mendations of modern for the sake of modern. The Univer- 
sity student who has barely escaped a life of concubinage 
is not exactly getting the brightest notion of English 
matrimonial happiness by being given The Forsyte Saga as 
a reader ; and this is a comparatively innocuous misfit. The 
educational is, I feel, far the most important aspect of 
Lady Hosiers chronicle, though nothing that concerns the 
modern Chinese woman is alien to her sympathy. 


When Mr. An. Caethill, in his latest volume. The Com- 
pany of Cain (Bdackwood), tries his hand at a bit of very 
giaphio description, picturing a veol ptckka murderer, for 
instance, stealing along “under the brilliant light of 
Orion and the other stars,*’ he does not somehow quite 
convey^ the creepy sensations that I am sure he feels ; and 
when it occurs to him that in a new-born age of psycho- 
analysis he is as good a man as the next he does some- 
times make me wish he would stop mere talking and get 
on with his yarn. When, however, from the treasure- 
house of his experience as a District Judge in India he is 
content simply to bring forth strange tales of the ways of 
a people still far-off and foreign, anyone may well be con- 
tent to listen. In Mr. Caethill’s India a boy may in a 
trance reveal to his master the secrets of hoarded jewels 
guarded by evil spirits that must be placated even by 
human sacrifice; or one of the sacred caste of the Bhatts 
may slay his wife — or for that matter himself — to bring 
the wrath of the gods on a defaulting debtor, as part of a 
business transaction which he has guaranteed at a small 
premium from the creditor; or a petty usurer may in a few 
years’ time gather to his coffers the entire resources of a 
district ; or a respected landowner may make a respectable 
living by hiring out ancient firearms to murder-bands at 
five rupees a night. Throughout his book there is an 
underlying appreciation of the clamant need of the Indian 
peasant for the justice and simplicity of British guidance, 
which strongly denies his judgment, uttered surely in a 
moment of pessimism, that the British occupation has 
been a “splendid but futile adventure.” 

St, Augustine (if I remember rightly) expressed disgust 
with the scribes wno told the Three Kings the way to Bethle- 
hem, because, like milestones, they pointed out the road and 
did not take it. Dickens said much the same thing about 
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Mr, Pecksniff. But, after all, your milestone or direction-post In Echoes and Memories, published three years ago, 
cannot possibly function both ways. It cannot stand sentry General Bramwelii Booth, O.H., related parb of the Sal- 
at the crucial corner and march in the right direction at the vation Army’s history, and now These Fifty Years (Cassell), 
same time. And I believe there are ever so many excellent which he had prepared before his death last June, gives a 
critics who are none the less excellent as critics for failing further and most interesting series of reminiscences. The 
to carry out their counsels of perfection. Among these — scorn with which the Salvation Army was treated in its 
and Euskin on his own admission was one of them — I have earlier stages has long since passed away, but it is natural 
the temerity to place Mrs. Virginia Woolf, whose inquiry that remembrance of that long period, when taunts aibounded, 
into the conditions which should ultimately produce the should have remained with those who were in the front of 
feminine Shakespeare— they resolve themselves into AiiJoom the battle. Quite truly we are told that at one time any 
of One's Own (Hogarth Press) and five hundred a year — is caricaturist who dressed up a prominent man in a Salvation 
one of the most accomplished, stout-hearted and right- Army jersey was on sure ground. Such gibes seem terribly 
minded pieces of criticism I have encountered for months, cheap to-day, but at the time they were explicable if not 
Prom the graceful and charitable banter of the beginning — excusable. The blatant methods used in this great cam- 
where the amenities of a man’s college luncheon at Oxbridge paign against evil were a real shock to some of us, and 
are contrasted with the lack of amenities in a women’s without a thought of the future we gibed and jeered. It is 
collegedining-hall— the chances of producing Shakespeare’s the splendid achievement of the Salvationists that they 
imaginary sister from a comparatively labouring, unedu- have turned scorn into admiration, and have convinced the 
cated and servile race ” are discerningly canvassed. Nothing world that their methods were justifiable. Headers of this 


is further from Mrs. ” 
Woolf’s aim than to 
produce a feminist tract. 
She would not sacrifice 
at any price the unique 
and disciplined creative 
power of the woman 
who does not write or 
live like a man or look 
like a man. She would, 
if possible, release it. 
But there, of course, 
lies the difficulty — to 
release without destroy- 
ing; and it cannot be 
said that Mrs. Woolf 
has solved it, though 
she has undoubtedly 
rendered first aid. 

In The Great Pearl 
Bobbery (Hbinemann) 
Mr. Christmas Hum- 
phreys retells the story 
of the theft and re- 
covery, in 1913, of the 
pearl necklace which 
its owner. Max Mayer, 



“Can’t sing the right tune, can’t I? Anyway, I gotta better 
EAR FOR music THAN YOU.” 

“Well, sing it with yer earI” 


informing and attrac- 
tive volume can but 
feel an increase of sym- 
pathy with those whose 
vision led them on in 
their wonderful fight. 

Without actually 
twisting the tiger’s tail 
in The Architectural 
Side of Golf (Long- 
mans), Mr. Eogbr 
Wethereb and Mr. T. 
Simpson have made 
some statements with 
which golf-rabbits will 
most cordially agree. 
The architect of golf- 
courses “has to remem- 
ber,” so we are told, 
“that the ‘cracks’ re- 
present not more than 
one per cent of the 
golfing community — a 
great minority, no doubt, 
hMt nob one that should | 
be allowed to dominate 
..the situation. . . . The 


valued at’£150,000. The necklace, it may be recalled, was I presence of the indifferent player on the links has'not only a 
stolen somewhere in its journey from Paris to Hatton humane but an important financial bearing wmch it would be 
Garden from a registered package which was duly delivered, a folly as well as an injustice to ignore. It is if one may 
After the four criminals had been arrested the pearls were venture the expression, who supply most of the sinews of 
found in a matchbox which had been thrown into a street golf. . . . The architect has to satisfy ovory class of golfer 
gutter. Mr. Humphreys’ narrative, though it is at times if he is to fulfil his purpose as he should. Surely those 
a trifle over-elaborated, makes out a fairly good case for are words over which rabbit-hating tigers will do well to 
the proposition that truth is stranger than fiction. But ponder. Admirably written, beautifully produced and con- 
it fails to prove that it is more interesting, for two taining illustrations that are most informing, this volim^ 
mvsteries. to which fiction would certainly have provided is certain of a loud welcome from all golfers, whether they 
a solution, remain unsolved. We still do not know how are so expert that they are almost inhuman or as abysmally 
the theft was actually carried out, and why or by whom inefficient as Mr. J. 0. Squire, in a light-hearted preface, 
the pearls were thrown away. The ordinary reader must declares himself to be. ^ And I am sure that most of us who 
therefore be prepared for this much of disappointment, belong to Green Committees would be far more useful and 
But there are compensations. No work of fiction would less destructive than we are if we studied carefully what 
venture to go in such interesting detail into the legal argu- Mr. Wethered and Mr. Simpson have written lor onr 
ments based on the Six counts of the indictment. These learning. . 

groped for a possible loophole of escape owing to the fact i i ^ 

that, though the prisoners had undoubtedly had the pearls “ 
in their nossession and knew they were stolen, it was un- * 

certain whether tlie theft had bs^u committed in Prance That was the year when King Lthbleed the Unebadt held 
or England proceedings while he decided where to place his shirt. 







A COUNCIL OF STATE, 

The Cynic. Well, weVe had six months of the Socialists. What do you make of their record, Mr, Punch? 

The Sage. They’ve hardly had time to construct the new heaven and the new earth which they pictured 
in Impressionist colours at the Election. But they might easily have done worse. Snowden, for instance, kept 
a stiff chin about those two millions at the Hague. 

The Cynic. I wish he ’d keep that feature a bit stiffer at home. He ’s already been squeezed for a good many 
more millions than he retrieved from Prance and Italy. 

The Sage. Ail the same I have a sneaking confidence in Snowden. He would like to go down to history 
as a great Chancellor, and he knows better than to overtax the resources on which our industries depend. Then 
again there ’s Henderson, He too did well at the Hague. One had looked upon him as the Prime Minister’s 
dummy at the Foreign OflBice, but he seems to have some ideas of his own. 

The Cynic. He does indeed, if he was responsible for that volte-face in the affair of the Soviet Ambassador, 
And what of Egypt ? Our Napoleon of the Foreign OfiBce isn’t content with his retreat from Moscow, he must 
retreat from Cairo too. The case of our nationals out there promises to be much the same as it would have been 
at Shanghai if Lloyd George had had his way. 

The Sage. We need not go to meet trouble. Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof. 

The Cynic. More than sufficient. Look at Thomas and his Utopia. You may recall that six months ago 
we talked in this connection of the Prime Minister’s way of sneering at his predecessors. He and Thomas, he 
said, had been setting in motion a scheme that represented ** the first real handling of the Unemployment pro- 
blem.” Yet the tale goes — and if it’s not true it’s well found — that Thomas, after ransacking the pigeon-holes 
of the late Government and discovering that every possible scheme for dealing with Unemployment '^had been 
‘‘explored,” went-to the Cabinet and said, “You’ve sold me a pup.” 

The Sage. You will at least admit that he has set his face courageously against the unproductive expenditure 
of money as a solution of the difficulty. 

The Cynic. Oh, I grant that his head ’s screwed on all right ; but I doubt if his heart is quite so well 
adjusted for his work. He has too few illusions left and too many distractions. After all, he is a rich man, 
a bloated capitalist who can afford to dispense with politics as a career. I shouldn’t be surprised to see him 
following Birkenhead into the City and taking a job in Imperial Chemicals or the like. 
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The Sage. It seems to me that in a really tremendous matter like this of TJnemployment all parties should 
resolve themselves into a Council of State. 

The Cynic, An excellent idea and extraordinarily convenient for a Government that finds itself in the pre- 
dicament of being unable to redeem its Election pledges. Eecognising that its prospects are not too rosy, it 
appeals to the patriotism of the Opposition to help it out of its embarrassment. And then, while the echo of this 
appeal is still in our ears, the Prime Minister tries to make party capital out of the Coal difficulty by publicly 
casting odium on the late Government for its failure to solve it. 

Still, you may count on my own Party — or most of it — to contribute its quota to your Council of State. 
It has a good record for assisting, when in opposition, the Government of the day when it needs support in 
a national cause. I dare not contemplate what would have happened if it had not strengthened the doubtful 
knees of the Government in August, 1914:. And in the same way it generously approved the attitude of 
Snowden at the Hague. Yet it has been justly said that if a Tory Minister had taken the same course as 
Snowden took he would have been bitterly criticised by the Socialists for imperilling the Entente. 

The Sage. I hope the Conservative Party will maintain this record of which you speak and not attack, 
except on points of detail, any sound policy put forward by the Government. 

The Cynic. You may trust Baldwin for that, as far as he himself is concerned; but he cannot command 
absolute loyalty in his own ranks. It needed a pretty good speech from him on the Indian question to defeat 
what I understand to have been something like a conspiracy between Lloyd George and the die-hards to 
split up the Tory Party. By the way, have you noticed anything strange about Jix ? 

The Sage. Nothing, except his peerage. 

The Cynic, Well, he wants watching, 1 hear that he doesn’t cherish very gratefully the thought that he 
wouldn’t have been included in the Ministry if Baldwin had returned to power. 

The Sage. No scandals, I beg. I am less interested in the intrigues, if any, of the new Burgher of Twickenham 
than in this idea of a Council of State. You may remember that when we last discussed affairs of State you 
suggested that the style and dignity of ‘‘Labour,” at present monopolised by a single section of workers, should 
be assumed by the community at large, since practically all of us, you said, are engaged in some form of labour. 

The Cynic, I did, in spite of the ludicrously disproportionate exploitation of the “idle rich” by the Society 
Photographic Press, the greatest asset of Socialism. 

The Sage. Your idea was to effect a return to the two-party system by letting this universal Labour 
Party break up, on the lines of political and not social differences, into Moderate and Immoderate Labour. But 
why not go a step further and have only one party, its representatives constituting a Council of State? That, you 
will say, is too good to be practicable. But at least your two parties, or even the present thrae (or four, 
counting Maxton’s), might put their heads together over any question that concerns the very life of the State. 

I shall do my possible to promote this end by appealing to the leaders of all parties to make their best 
endeavours to get us out of our mess. 

The Cyme. Do I understand that you propose to relinquish the practice of critical hunaour? 

The Sage, Such is the frailty of man’s best endeavours that I see no^ prospect of having to sacrifice that 
unbridled freedom of speech which is my most salient feature — even more salient than my hump. I flatter myself 
that it has been exhibited with sufficient prominence in my latest Book of Wisdom. I allude to my 
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Cartoons. 


MoKBOw, George 

Fame v. Fortune 339 

Peter Pansbury 311 

pABjaiiDGE, Bernard 

At the Reparations Circus 155 

Autumn Night’s Nightmare (An) 575 

Ohuokers-out (The) 659 

Cub is Father oi the Lion (The) . 463 
Drought-Time Dilemma (A) . . . . 99 

Expert Finance 379 

“Expressior” 603 

His Furry Friend 407 

Humours of Santa Claus (The). . 713 
Indispensable (The) 71 


Andrews, J. D. 

Anglo-American Entente (The) . . 61 

Express Expressionism 271 

Potted Poems 148 

Quick-Change Record (A) 117 

Armitage, Cecil 

Unbeaten Record (An) 602 

Armstrong, Anthony 

Betsy 536 

Clothing Question Again (The) . . 116 

Day After (The) 704 

Feet (The) 344 

Frost 568 

Ganger’s Gout 648 

Getting into America 480 

Glorious Fifth (The) 508 

Interlude in El Vada . 424 

Our Caravan 2, SO, 60, 88 

Our Livestock Comes Home 368 

Parish Chess 592 

Rhine Army Memory (A) 452 

Sunk Sommelier (The) 620 

This Weight Business 396 

Three Fables 676 

Unencumbered Fee Simple- 

Cottage (The) 144 

Gardening 318 

Telephone (The) 256 

Vegetable Marrows and Views 228 

Well (The) 200 

Wine 803 

Wopseses 172 

Barclay, W. A. 

Fallible Fables 540 

Bedford, Miss R. M. 

Leaving London 369 

Tale of a Frog (The) 444 

Bell, R. A. 

New Card Game (A) 217 

Settle, J. S. 

Outposts of Empire- 

Bee-keepers (The) 404 

George’s Elephant 234 

Bird, A. W. 

Card of the Match 98 

Next Adjective (The) 611 

Talldes (The) 49 

Birkhead, Henry 

Psychology and Fashion 241 

Russian Alarm Clocks 310 


Last Lap (The) 183 

L’Enfant Terrible 631 

Man at the Wheel (The) . . . — . 547 
Man who Created a Furore (Tbe) 239 

Mussolini the Maguidcent 687 

One More River to Leave 211 

Palestine Mandate (The) 267 

' Party Chest (The) 43 

Patrols of Peace 127 

Question Time 491 

Restrained Enthusiasm 435 

Wise Guys (The) 519 

Raven-Hill, L. 

All Above Board 351 


All Quiet on Every Frontier .... 

Any CTaf t in a Flood 

Bacon and Eggs 

Book of the Year (The) 

, Canada Calling. 

Fed Up 

<3k)od Dog (A) 

Hat Trick (The) 

Head Master of the Situation . . 
Lament for Beauty Doomed .... 

Ocean Dachshund (The) 

Partial Solution of the Employ- 
ment Problem 

Pleasure Island 

Poplar Lance (The) 


Articles. 


Blakesley, Miss 0, J. 

Trouble at the Zoo 310 

Bradby, H. C, 

Tale of a Tub (A) 500 

Brbtherton, C. H. 

Essence of Parliament weekly 

during Session 

Bridges, W. M. 

Dejobbed 612 

Bromhead, G. W. 

Ladies at Lord’s 214 

Brown, C. L. M. 

At Hendon 30 

Face Values 649 

Limitations of Prophecy for.1930. 711 

Lord’s 79 

September in V^tehall 338 

Brown, Hilton 

Drums 663 

Road to Chingleput (The) 289 

' Sullivan’s Oak 266 

Campbell, Duncan 

Volumes of Trouble 876 

Carton, R. L. 

Tragic Comedienne (The) 233 

Wonder Room (The) 68 

Chalmers, P. R. 

About Grouse 164 

Bottle (The) 238 

Celia 70 

Fancy 119 

From the Up-Train 42 

Gods of Tin (The) 866 

Grocer (The) 202 

Madame Pomme d’Or 1 

Mill Stream (The) 95 

Mr. Pox 657 

Oldest Beater (The) 674 

Old Japan 618 

On White Horse Hill 400 

Partridge 276 

Perfect Shooting Guest (The) ... 607 

Reunion 453 

Turnspit (The) 304 

Venus and the Tease 179 

Voyagers (The) 433 

Ohavanne, Madame 
Tunisian House-Agent (The) .... 242 
Chesterman, Hugh 
Fallibles (The) 67 


Clark, Dudley 

Doggett’s Day 126 ■ 

My Holiday Guides 157 

Sadness of Autumn (The) 540 

Those Perfect Children 332 

Whore Are We Going ? 716 

Clarke, H. V. 

Charivaria weekly 

Clement-Brown, E. S. 

By a Bird 684 

Oolleciion (The) 270 

Compleat Bathroom (The) 180 

Human and Animal Intelligence 410 

Precious Stones 677 

School for Serials (A) 10 

Umpire’s Story (The) 136 

Unwritten Law (The) 457 

Clipee, C. a. L. 

• looser for St. Andrews (A) 62 

Collins, Gilbert 

Distraction 601 

Collison-Morley, Miss Kathleen 

Lost Art (A) 338 

Picnic (The) 164 

Bing (The) 40 

Crawley, Miss Sylvia , 

Fuldlmeut 350 

Crockett, R. 

Phrase-book for Rehearsal (A) . . 198 
Crowther, Alan 

Great Expectations 680 

If This Should Meet the Eye 186 

My Private Secretary 596 

Dalton, Moray 

Hothercrafi 237 

Dark, Richard 

Career for Archie (A) 321 

If I Might Suggest It 484 

New Physics (The) 720 

This Chin Fallacy 273 

Davis, Gilbert * 

Charivaria weekly 

How to go on the River 

Dick, J. W. 

“. . . As Illustrated” 41 

Nursery Times (The) ^ . 674 

Points of View 

Dinnis, Miss E. M. 

Petersham 301 

Duncan, W. 0. 

■ Week’s Week (A) 355 


Sinister Forest (The) 59 

Stars and Pipes 227 

Trouble in Arcady 647 

Yorkshire Stonewaller (A) 265 

Reynolds, Frank 

Champion (The) 171 

Oook-a-doodle-doo 1 451 

Humours of the Law 479 

If Statues Spoke 283 

Lost Art of the Road (A) 8 

Name to Conjure with (A) . 199 

Perils of Virtue 423 

Some of Our Grands Penseurs. . 31 
SjTnpathetic Gallery (A) 395 


Dyer, A. E. R. 

, Terra Infirma 282 

Eden, Mrs. Parry 

P5che aux Kcrevisses 290 

Pane, Miss Valentine 

‘ Song of Brawdy (A) 63 

Ferguson, Miss Rachel 

How to Lose Gracefully 331 

Look of the Thing (The) 606 

Merrie England 394 

Our Vanishing Crafts 12 

She Whoops to Conquer 86 

Six Family Robinsons (The) 170 

Snappy Christmas (A) 637 

Yellowplush Paper (A) 142 

Filmore, L. E. 

One of the Bright Old Things ... 465 
Fitzgebai^d, M. H. 

Eric and the “ Mauretania” .... 204 

Love’s Cycle 494 

Forsyth, Miss E. 

Ode upon Police Force as a Pro- 
fession for University Women 299 
Fox-Smith, Miss C. 

Ducklington 455 

Lion in the Way (A) 488 

Fyleman, Miss Rose 

Bingo 134, 163, 189, 217, 229 

Jessica Goes Travelling- 

Boat (The) 478 

Deck Steward (The) 528 

Porpoise (The) 662 

Jessica in London— 

St. Paul’s 35 

South Kensington Natural 

History Museum 108 

Jessica in New York— 

Elevators 593 

Gilbert, A. 

Gu*l Who Burnt Xmas Pudding. . 705 
Gillman, W. H. 

Danger at Table 2 

Graves, 0. L. 

Birds and Maths 181 

Byronic Revival (The) 690 

Oruoiverbia 444 

Culture and Salesmanship 254 

Dreams of Ofdce 220 

Essex Tragedy (An) 667 

Gardener of Godaiming (The) .. 245 
Happy Freak (The) 606 
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Harfcy Blame 291 Holt, E. 

In St. J ames’ s Park 383 Psychological Moment (The) . . 

Jungle- Jingle 347 Jaggbr, Abthuh 

Lyra Lunatica .8, 80, 459 Babbling Ballad (A) 

Milky Way to Health (The) 640 Jay, Thomas 

Only Way (The) 665 Charivaria . . ^ 

Oxford Eevisited 52 Jenkins, Ebnest 


Travellers to the Sea 147 j Eivaz, C. 


Peril of the Parks (The) 696 

Plus-Fours 413 

Poetaster’s Apology (The) 719 

To F. E. Weatherly 333 

To “ The Londoner” 485 

To the Pear 534 

Obeen, C. E. 


374 Use for EveiTthing (A) 666 

Without a Smilo 542 

24 Lamb, Miss Jane 

Gifts in Season 652 

kly Through the Keyhole 702 

Lilley, E. M. 

198 Lady of the Lake (The) 158 

182 LoNO,LlEUT.-CoMl)lt.P.A. M.,R.N, 


Hints for Stowaways 198 Lady of the Lake (The) 158 

Holiday Eabbit (The) 182 Long, Lieut.-Combb. P. A. M., R.N, 

Plea for the Pigeon’s Egg (A) 131 Speeimania 426 


Safety First in the Jungle 

Undaunted Fisherman (The) . . 
William (or Walter) 


Sure Cure (A) 210 Shaman, Owen 


Cornish Partridge (The) 373 

Strangers in our Midst (The) 269 

Roberts, Lt.-Com. P. H. H., E.N. 
Outposts of Empire— 

Mahmood Ali’sv. Abdi Hassan's 445 
Ross, Aj>bian 

Swamping of Sussex (The) 92 

Sandabs, P. R, 

Boondoggle 192 


416 Lucas, E. V. 


Haig Statue Again (The) 226 Kendal, John 


Words in Season 316 


Gschwind, Frank 


Haig Memorial (The). 


Child’s Unnatural History (The) 685 Kendall, Major 


Gttlliok, Leonard B, 

This Putting Business 114 

Gulliver, D. A. 

Charivaria weekly 

Guthrie, Anstey 

Daring to be a Daniel 232 

Hall, P. A. 

Cheque 375 

Plea for the Arras (A) 294 

Halstead, Dr, 0. 

Avicultural Notes 161 

Habewood, John 

Fourth Mrs. Firth (The) 120 

“With All Thy Faults 68 

Hepburn, Mrs. Percy 

Synthetic Love 320 

Trials of Ofidee 4 

Herbert, A. P. 

At the Pictures— “Blackmail” . . 160 

Busy Bees (The) 422 

Daily Seventeen (The) 669 

Egolomania 76 


Farewell to a Lady 466 Kidd, Arthur 


“And ihat’sFlat” 693 

Atalauia in Peckham 544 

Bank Bate (The) 635 

Dead Badger (A) 406 

Dole It Out 170 

England for the — 495 

Hospitality 150 

Lark (The) 317 

Light in Darkness (A) 36 

Light on the Police 518 

Longs and Shorts 377 

Lost ...' 91 

National Shortcoming (A) 656 

Outsize 573 

Reflection 708 

Stout Lad (A) 427 

That Tree 612 

Those Smoking Women 343 

Wasp (The) 287 

Keown, Eric 

Mechanical A.D.C, (The) 98 

Voice in the Dark (The) 243 


“Geography” 64 

Harley Street 46 

Impostor (The) 18 

“I Want You” 32 

Little Information for TheJSnoy- 

clojfcedia B i itannica (A) 454 

Log of the “ Lizard” (The)— 

Chanson du Yachtsman 342 

Saturday Night 264 

Through Gas and Water to I 

Glory (Nearly) 325 

Tour Eiffel (Le) 370 

Ushant • 297 

Misleading Oases— 

Back to the Constitution 597 


Little Stranger 316 

New Model (The) 525 

Promising Ten-Year-Old (A) 668 

To a Fat Friend 37 

Kilpatrick, Mrs. F. A. 

Brush Up Your Manners 590 

Daily Difficulties 185 

Elizabeth and the Rushun Bally 36 
Elizabeth Would Hand back the 
Mandates 366 


Adamant 80 

At the Pictures— 

Adolphe Menjou 272 

Bad Man Marred (A) 718 

British International (A) 496 

“Broadway” 300 

“Cock-Eyed World (The)” ... 384 

Detective Film-stors’ (A) 553 

Dolores Costello 104 

Emerald Isle (The) 440 

Emil the Great 664 

Erie von Stroheim 679 

Fascinating Movie (“Redskin”) 78 

“ Foiu? Feathers (The) ” 356 

Gloria at the New Gallery 328 

Jolsons always Sing 692 

Marx Brothers (The) 48 

Melodrama and the South Seas 412 

Mixed Bag (A) 624 

Retrogression 1 (“ The Wonder- 
ful Lie”) 22 

Screen versus Literature 468 , 

Shakespeare vid Hollywood . . 608 

Voices across the Sea 132 

Will Rogers 636 

Battle of the Green Cloth (The) . 666 

Cablegram (The) 472 

Camel (The) 248 


Cri de Coeur 174 Sellar, W^ C. 


Another Beauty Spot saved for 

the Motorist 4C0 

At the Opera— 

‘ Gondoliers (The) ” 500 

At the Pictures— 

Innocents of Paris ” 216 

At the Play— 

^ Canaries Sometimes Slug ”. . 526 

“Roof (The)” 564 < 

Water” 60 

Child’s Guide to Diplomacy (The) 142 
Christmas Peace Parley (A) .... 646 I 

Faking of Hansard (The) 562 

How to Please Lord Beaverbrook 674 

Missionarj^ for Moscow (A) 86 

More Work for the Employed . . 690 
* Mussolini is always Right "... 226 
Post-mortem Reward of Thrift 422 
Mr. Punch’s Personalities- 
Gen. Sir Robert Baden-Powell 137 
Air Vice-Marshal Sir Sefton 

Brancker 25 

Mr. H. D. Gillies 417 

Sir Laurence Guillemai'd .... 473 

Mr. H. A. Gwynne 305 

Sir Francis Humphry.^ 529 

Mr. Alfred Noj-es 249 

Sir Denison Ross 81 

Mr. Edgar Wallace 193 


Eversrthing to Declare . 


Gourmets (The) 316 Sherie, Fenn 


Hints on Living Alone 150 


House-Agent (The) 564 

Mr. Punch’s Personalities— 

•Mr. Frederick Lonsdale 361 


And So We Go On 
Silverman, I. 
Charivaria 


New Biography (The) 415 Simon, S. J, 


occasionally 


Perrault under the Trees 

Sign-posts (The) 

Wickets and Sixes 


Let’s All be Polite 534 Mallett, Richard 


What is a Bet ? 622 King, 

What is Fox-hunting? 580 To - 


New Realism (’The) 583 

One Day in Many Lives 400 

Our Health Page 624 

Tempering the Wind 437 


Comic Strip (The) 


Pseudo-brown Study (A) 409 Snape, R. H. 


Brighter Bridge for Beginners . . 668 
Smith, B. W. 

Brighter Conversation 584 

Smith, Miss C. D. 

Sampler (The) 327 


What is a Motor-Car 538 Kissock, R. 


More Pharmacy Week 514 

Mr. Mafferty Considers the 

Charm of Murder 133 

Mr. Mafferty Goes to the Talkies 482 
Mr. Mafferty has Trouble with 

the Wireless 381 

Mr. Mafferty takes a Lady Out, . 510 

Mr. Punch Peeping 429, 706 

Mr. Punch’s Talks— 

Chamber Music 398 

Music— Composers and Con- 
ductors 96 

Mumps 716 

Our Comic Courts Competition 

635, 657, 691 

Perfect Citizen (The) ... 682 

Pharmacy Week 410 

Pleasant Sunday Mornings— 

With Mr, James Agate 178 

With Mr. St. John Ervine ... 204 

With Mr. J. L. Garvin 230 

With Viscount This and Lady 

That ' 284 

Progress 90 

Shocking Discovery 146 

TlOl 490 

University Costume (The) 118 

Why Twopence? 625, 650 

Word about the Uvula (A) 314 

Hewlett, Kirby 

Prodigies 388 

Hill, Brian 

Undiscovered History 145 

Hill, J. 0. H. 

Gray Up To Date 484 

“ Peter Rabbit ” : A New Version 103 

Twopence Coloured — 513 

Hodgkinson, T. 

Another Censorship 103 

Another Song of the Shirt 226 

Compulsory Retirement 371 

Homely Way (The) 461 

Promising Sign (A) 4^ 

To an Unknown Philanthrope . . 345 
Very Much Higher Education . . 668 
Hollis, L. 

In Arcady 353 

Holmes, W. K. • 

Lark Pie 651 

Railway Meals 360 

Trespasser (The) 439 


Address Wanted 686 i 

Knox, b. V. 

Ancient Retainers 340 

At the Pictures— 

Chaos and Calm 188 

At the Play— 

“Beauty” 106 

“Bitter-Sweet” 107 

“ Calendar (The) ” 359 

“ First Mrs. Fraser (The) ” — 76 
“Merchant of Venice (The) ” . . 387 


Riot of Colour (A) 288 

Talking Film (The) 260 

Marshall, Archibald 
Simple Stories— 

Breach of Promise Case (The) 208 
Chemist (The) 432 


Dictator (The) 152 Stenninq, Miss 


Happy Sceptic (The) 233 

John Walker 472 

Nicholas Culpeper 159 

Our Domestic Aliens 385 

Toad (The) . 497 

To My Paper-boy 206 


Dragon (The) 


To My Studious One . 


Isaac Brick 460 Stxtart, Miss D. M. 


Foundling (The) . . 
Mr. Balgomery . . . 
Postman (The) . . . . 


Railway Porter (The) 292 Talbot, A. J., 


88 Georges Clemenceau 630 

600 Symns, j. M. 

656 Small Boys 721 


“ Murder on the Second Floor” ^ Martin, N. B. 
“ Stranger Within (The) ” 20 Net Sales .... 


Revolution (The) 572 

Secretary (The) 348 

Spectre (The) 94 


“ This Thing Called Love” 60 Matkin, Charles 


Bad Hat (A) 646 

Bowdlerising England 434 

City of Awful Afternoon (The). . 668 

City (The)— A Nightmare 378 

Conversation 609 

Difficult Language (A) 372 


Economics of Motoring (The) , . 466 Naismith, J. B. 


Mulberries 460 

New Movement (The) 628 

Short Cut (The) 24 

Theological Problem (A) 523 

Murray, A. C. 

Sailing 136 


Failure of Civilisation (A) 478 

Fixing a Breed 62 

Flanders Revisited 294 


Our Erudite Advertisers — .... 666 

Precious Steins 282 

Supportable Wireless 254 


Funeral (A) 401 Nicholson, D. H. S, 

Giving of Gifts (The) 678 Hurry Along, Please 679 

Grasping the Notion 312 Norbiss, Cecil 

Hail, Aphrodite I 695 Charivaria weekly 

Hanway and Brown 516 Ogilvie, W^ H. 


Horses of Stone 176 

Me and My Lunch 92 

Modern Wait (The) 702 

More About Murder Tales 612 

More Doubt Among the Doctors 124 


Chillingham ,..,357 

John Peel ; a Centenari^ Tribute 392 

Midge (The) 49 

One of the Team 149 

Postmen and Pets 556 


Newman’s Apologia 546 Oliver, J. T. 

OdeS Rt. Hon. J. R. Macdonald 394 Mflnehhausen Club (The) 108 

Out of the Dark 574 Peach, L. du Garde _ . ^ 

Oysteria 322 Passing of an Empire-Biulder . . 219 

Perfect Child (The) 624 Pell, Miss Hilaby 


Potatoes 7(» 

Prelude to Wimbledon 6 

Pylons (The) 487 

Recollections of the Plage Hotel 286 

Rime of the Empire Marketing j 

Board (The) 154 

Round with the Pro. (A) . ; 467 

Scouts of all Nations 114 

Sculpture in 1929 34 

Sporting Effort (A) . v V \ 


Reversion to T 5 T>e (A) 680 

Preston-Tewart, a. 

Reunion (The) 213 

Test Influence (The) 174 

Richards, W. E. • 

For Captains of Lidustry ... 629 

Happy Road-Mender (Tne) 466 

Snap it in Colour 544 

Uncle’s Protest (An) 439 

Wicked Uncles (The) 388 


Stepange Case of Mr. Timson (The) 594 Richardson, R. J. 

Those Little Plans 428 Charivaria weekly 


Bambino with the Strange 

Device (The) 236 

OreAureo 192 

Surtax-Payer and the Burglar. . 668 
Tew, Walter E, 

When Our Village Plays Soccer. 556 
Thorp, Joseph 
At the Music-Hall— 

Coliseum (The) 134, 274 

At the Pictures— “Madame X”.. 244 
At the Play— 

“Amorists (The)” 694 

“ Apple-Cart (The) ” 246 

“ Beau Austin ” 555 

“Bees and Honey” 162 

“Brothers” 802 

“ Conscience ” — 527 

“Devil in Bronze” 330 

“Emma Hamilton” 387 

“Follow Through” 443 

“Girl’s Best Friend (A)” 498 

“ Happy Families” 414 

“Heatwave” 470 

“ He ’s Mine ” 555 

“ Highwayman (The) ” 638 

“ House that Jack Built (The) ” 582 
“ Imaginary’ Invalid (The) ”... 626 

“Jew Stias” 386 

“ Merry Wives of Windsor” . . 163 

“Middle Watch (The)” 218 

“Mls-doings of Charlie Peace 358 

“Miss Adventure” 499 

“ Mr. Gladstone’s Comforter ” . 556 

“Rising Sun (The)” 442 

“Romeo and Juliet” 358 

“School for Scandal (The) ”... 667 
“ Show ’s the Thing (The) ” .... 247 

“ Silver Tassie (The) ” 470 

“ Sorry You ’ ve Been Troubled” 416 

“These Pretty Things” 190 

“Third Time Lucky” 610 

“ Tiger in Men (The) ” 190 

“Tunnel Trench” 639 
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Todd, Miss B. E. 

Corals (The) 

Life in the Raw ’ . 

Tbench, C. G. C. 

Untidy Clearance (Ani 

Walked, IC. M. 

Mascot (The) 

Watson, Fbedbbick 
How to Pick up First Editions . . 


Welled, G. A. 

277 News of the Noted 163 

684 Welsh, D. H. K. 

"Speshul No’is” 372 

122 Westkon, C. W. 

Safe Deposit 566 

696 Three Bears (The) 686 

White, E. P. 

346 State of Bliss (A) 105, 262, 438 


White, R. F. 

Misfortune of War (The) — 
Quicksilver Standard (The) 
Review of the Season (A). . . 

Whitmabsh, F. J. 
Limerigmarole (A) 

Wilkes, S. H. 

Introspection 


WOOLLCOMBE, MBS. JOAN 
Canned Conversations . . 


Boohs Reviewed. 


Adventures of Ralph Rashleigh . . 167 

Affectionate Regards 336 

After the Deed 644 

Alice Meynell 363 

America’s Naval Challenge 448 

Ancestor Jorico 616 

Another Part of the Wood 140 

Architectural Side of Golf (The) , . 723 

Art of Thinking (The) 110 

Atoning Years (The) 112 

Back Numbers 642 

Barrier (The) 28 

Berlin 54 

Bird Haunts and Bird Behaviour 687 

Black Jack House 262 

Black Roses 391 

Blameless Sport (The) 335 

Blood Royal 112 

Bloody Assize (The) 223 

Bolts from the Blue 364 

Bondage (The) 168 

Bretherton 56 

Burford Past and Present 420 

Byways 614 

C, B. Montague 446 

Charmed Circle (A) 279 

Charm of Skye (The) 167 

China Venture (The) 672 

Coleridge 474 

Company of Cain (The) 722 

Concerning Many Things 603 

Coucou 279 

Courts of the Morning (The) 419 

* Dark Journey (The) 616 

Dark Mile (The) 280 

Davidson Case (The) 56 

Deep-Sea Bubbles 252 

Demon of the Absolute (The) , , . . 83 

Detective in Kent (A) 700 

Diana, My Badger 447 

Diary of a Communist Undergrad. 140 

Dickon 476 

Dilemma in India (The) 474 

Doctor Dick 448 

Duchess Laura 195 

Eighteenth-century France 672 

Eileen of the Trees 84 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s 

Letters 586 

Emily Brontg 698 

Enchanted Garden (The) 363 

English Heritage Series (The) 530 


Expert in the Service of the Soviet 420 

Family That Was (A) 110 

Fiddler (The) m 

Fifty Years with the Rod 391 

Fight for the Ashes (The), 1928-29 . 28 

Final Forensic Fables 669 

Fool Errant 224 

French Cookery Book 532 

French Liberal Thought in the 

Eighteenth Century 55 

General Louis Botha 278 

Glenlitten Murder (The) 560 

Good Companions (The) 335 

Gorgeous Lovers (The) 632 

Great Pearl Robbery (The) 723 

Hangmen of England (The) 447 

Harlequinade 224 

Harley Street Calendar (The) 306 

Hawbucks (The) 630 

Homo 835 

Hoopla 83 

House is Built (A) Ill 

How Amusing 1 420 

Hugh Drummond 224 

Indiscretions of Lin Mang 660 

Invader (The) 66 

In the Land of the Lion 306 

Italy 26 

James Ramsay MacDonald 531 

James Wolfe 307 

John Knox 250 

John Wesley 64 

Joining Charles 140 

Jose Antonio Pdez 698 

Kings, Churchills and Statesmen . 139 

Laughing String (The) 660 

Leaves from my Life (H. Osborne 

O’Hagan) ,890 

Leonid Krassin ^6 

Letters of Disraeli 418 

Letters of Peter Plymley (The) .... 194 
Letters of Sir Cecil Spring-Rice . . 658 
Life and Uncommon Adventures . 308 
Life of George Meredith (The). . . . 390 

Life of Lady Bst-Du (The) 82 

Life of Sir Harry Johnston 5(B 

Life of Solomon (The) 502 

Light and Leading 699 

Livingstone 615 

Lord Chief Baron Pollock 334 

Lord D’Abernon’s Diary 670 

Lord Fisher 642 


Louis Xrv. in Love and War 27 

Magic for Marigold 532 

Man Who Lost Himself (The) .... 603 

Manners and Mannerisms 699 

Maracot Deep (The) 252 

Meeting Place (The) 364 

Meet Mr. Bundy 280 

Melbourne Mystery (The) 644 

Men of Silence (The) 503 

Middle Distance 261 

Missing Masterpiece (The) 168 

Miss Welby at Steen 643 

Mountaineering Ventures 66 

Mr. Mulliner Speaking 139 

Mr. Ram 84 

Murder of a Mystery Writer (The) 307 
Narrative of a Naval Nobody (The) 420 

Nicky, Son of Egg 260 

Not Without Dust and Heat 392 

Nursery Life Throe Hundred Years 

Ago 699 

Odds and Ends of My Life 616 

Old Expedient (The) 224 

Old Sussex and Her Diarists 251 

One of Those Ways 83 

On the Anvil 84 

On the High Seas 196 

Open House in Flanders 668 

Other Ways and Other Flesh .... 167 

Our Daily Bread 222 

Partners in Crime 364 

Path of Glory (The) 504 

Paths of the Prudent (The) 448 

Paying Guests Ill 

Peace-Fire (The) 308 

Penn Country and the Ohilterns. . Ill 

Pirates 476 

Plain Sailing 475 

Plain Tales from Flanders ! ! . 447 

Poet and the Lunatics (The) 166 

Poison in the Garden Suburb .... 419 

Portrait of a Chinese Lady 722 

Portrait of the Labour Party 188 

Private Opinions of a British Blue- 
jacket 280 

Profession of Poetry (The) 82 

Queer Books 334 

Bed Aces 112 

Return of the Scare-Crow (The) . . 278 

Romance of Wales (The) 362 

Room of One’s Own (A) 722 

Roper’s Row 308 


WOTHEBSPOON, RALPH 

Cloves 494 

Fur (The) 176 

Making Contact with Greatness. 462 

Prodigy (The) 23 

Silent Talkie (The) 441 


Salty Ashore 56 

Scenario Writing for the Amateur 391 

Scotland Yard 419 

Secret of Sea-Dream House (The) 616 
Short Stories out of Soviet Russia 687 

Six Mrs. Greenes 27 

Six of Them 643 

Slavery 700 

Sleeping Fury (The) 196 

Slings and Arrows 223 

Something Attempted 560 

Sons of Jacob (The) 559 

Speeches of Lord Birkenhead (The) 26 

Square Mark (The) 364 

Stoker’s Log (A) 604 

Storm House 308 

Story of the Theatre (The) 336 

Stricken Deer (The) 670 

Summer Game (The) 112 

Summer Holiday : Gibraltar 362 

Summer Lightning 168 

Sword Falls (The) 195 

Sykes of Sledmere ; 66 

Tapestry of Dreams 475 

Tatter’d Loving 196 

There was a Ship 672 

These Fifty Years 723 

Three Couriers (The) 28 

Three Rows of Tape 700 

Times of Stress 604 

To-morrow Never Comes 252 

Treasure House of Martin Hews. . 140 

Trent College, 1868-1927 392 

Uncertain Trumpet (The) 307 

Unexpected Legacy (The) 644 

University Coll., London, 1826-1926 195 

Unknown Goddess (The) 588 

Wasted Island (The) 672 

Wave (The) 687 

Weather 588 

Web (The) 418 

Where Lion Reign 644 

White Narcissus 251 

Whiteoaks 586 

William Dampier 166 

Willow and Cypress 84 

With Pen and Brush in Eastern 

Lands 614 

Woman is Dead (A) 476 

World Does Move (The) 279 

Yellow Rat (The) 588 

Young Mrs. Greeloy 194 


Armottb, G. D 68, 189, 557, 609, 637, 698 

Batchelob, a. E 40, 286, 331,364,374.393,430, 

448, 633, 616, 650 

Baumee, Lewis. .14, 64, 70, 110, 122, 154, 194, 222, 250, 
278, 289, 322, 350, 378, 406, 434, 462, 490, 518, 544, 
* 671, 602, 630, 668, 676, 712 

Beauchamp, Kenneth. .. .7, 79, 96, 125, 167, 201, 229, 
269, 287, 319, 363, 377, 419, 475, 502, 631, 573, 603, 
621, 648, 685, 722 

Belgheb, Geobge . . . .37, 65, 81. 93, 121, 149, 177, 193, 
205, 233, 261, 833, 345, 361, 373, 401, 417, 429.467, 
485. 513, 529. 641, 669, 697, 625, 653, 681, 709 

Bestall, a. E 257, 368, 397, 410, 538 

Bird, W 84, 141. 174, 242, 336, 337, 644, 700, 701 

Bbightwbll, L. B 585 

Brock, H. M 213, 306, 418, 616, 681, 595, 655 

Brook, Ricardo 56 

Cane, A. R 309 

Curry, J. R 140 

Dowd, J. H 22, 48, 78. 104, 132, 160, 

161, 188, 216, 244, 272, 300, 328, 356, 884, 412, 437, 
440, 468, 496, 524, 553. 559, 579, 608, 636, 664, 692, 
« « 718 

Elmes, Rick 706 

Evans, Tbeyeb .... 85. 343, 869, 421, 446, 469, 482, 497, 
„ ^ 610. 670, 617, 654 

Fenning, Wilson 281, 318 

Fitz 

Fougasse ” 9, 53, 109, 161, 221, 235, 263. 293, 643 

Gelli, a 290, 622, 723 

Ghilchik, D. L 11, 34, 65, 82, 91, 119, 163, 176, 202, 

284, 313, 340, 389, 402, 433, 449, 461, 481, 511, 558, 
^ ^ 651. 691, 697 

Grave, Charles 83. 83, 123, 285, 356, 383, 426, 463, 

^ „ 517, 537, 687, 615, 643, 679, 717 

Grey. Frank R 147, 230, 279, 454, 505 

Haseldbn, W. K 20, 21, 50, 61, 76, 77. 106, 

107, 134, 135, 162, 163, 190, 191, 218, 219, 246, 247, 
274, 302, 830, 358. 359, 386, 387, 414, 415, 470, 471 
498, 499, 626, 627, 564, 555, 582, 583, 6l0, 611, 638! 

639. 667, 694 


Pictures and Sketches. 

Lloyd, A. W. . .17, 18, 45, 73, 74, 101, 102, 129, 130, 158, 
186, 214, 398, 438, 466, 494, 621, 622, 649, 550, 677, 
678, 596; 605, 606, 633, 634, 661, 662, 689, 690, 716 
Mabchant, L. P 46, 112, 391, 645 



Martin, L. B 

Mattinson, Lance 

Mills; A. Wallis .... 4, 41, 60, 111, l 
231, 256, 312, 341, 367, 382, 899, 4 
536, 567, 601, ( 
Morrow, Edwin .... 28, 62, 90, 146, li 
342, 365, 426, 458, 476, 477. i 
Morrow, George. .19, 38, 47, 76, 94, 1 
187, 208, 215, 243, 271, 292, 297, 3 
411, 432, 439, 460, 467, 495, 523, 5 
^ 594, 600, 613, 628, 635, 656, ( 

Partridge, Bernard 1, 25, ] 

Pegeam, Fred 

Pett, Norman 6, 27, ' 

Prance, Bertram 6, 26, 118, 2 

^ „ 334, 354, i 

Raven-Hill, L 

Reynolds, Frank 63, 98, 126, li 

294, 321, 349, 409, 609, 646, 674, 6i 
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